THE  LIBRARY 


OF 


THE 


OF 


LOS 


UNIVERSITY 
CALIFORNIA 
ANGELES 


Ci 


\\ 


f  -' 


NOCTES  AMBROSIAL. 


BT 

JOHN"  WILSON, 

"  CHRISTOPHER  NORTH,"   OP  ELACKWOOD'S  MAGAZINE,   PROFESSOR  OF  MORAL 
PIIILOSOPHY  IN  UNIVERSITY  OP  EDINBURGH,  ETC. 


WM.  MAGINjST,  LL.D.,  J.  G.  LOCKHART,  JAMES  HOGG,  AND  OTHERS, 
REVISED    EDITION". 

WITH 

MEMOIRS  AND  NOTES, 

BY  R.   SHELTON  MACKENZIE,  D.  C.  L 

VOL.   III. 
AUGUST,  1819— AUG.,  1824 


NEW   YORK: 
W.  J.  WIDDLETON,  PUBLISHER. 

1880. 


Entered  accenting  to  Act  of  Cungn'M,  In  the  year  1SC3, 

BY  W.  .1.  WIDDLETON, 

In  Uw  Clerk**  (Vic- of  the  DIsV.  :t  Court  of  the  United  SUtcs,  for  tin   Southern  District  of 

Now  York. 


College 
Library 


5957 
N<b7 
MEMOIR 

\l.3 

M  OF 

JOHN   GIBSON  LOCKHA11T 

BY  DR.   SHELTON   MACKENZIE. 


JOHN  GIBSOX  LOOKIIART,  Editor  of  the  Quarterly  Review  from  1826  to 
1853,  was  born  at  Glasgow,  in  Scotland,  in  1792.  His  father  was  a  clergy- 
man coming  fromMilton-Lockhart,  in  Lanarkshire,  the  family  seat,  which  has 
descended  to  William  Lockhart,  the  eldest  son,  now  M.  P.  for  Lanarkshire. 

Belonging  thus  to  the  capital  of  "  the  West  Countrie,"  young  Lockhart 
received  his  education,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  at  the  time-honored 
University  (founded  1450)  where  Wilson  had  preceded  him,  not  long  before. 
In  the  days  of  auld  lang  syne,  a  liberal  Scot  who  had  also  graduated  in  this 
University,  had  appropriated  a  considerable  estate  for  the  purpose  of  founding 
Exhibitions,  to  afford  certain  selected  Glasgow  students  the  means  of  passing 
through  the  more  aristocratic  and  expensive  University  of  Oxford.  Lockhart 
was  elected  to  an  Exhibition  (or  paid  Scholarship)  in  Baliol  College,  Oxford, 
the  annual  emolument  of  which  was  estimated  at  £200  a  year,  and  there  com- 
pleted his  edacation.  His  career  was  not  marked  by  any  distinguished  public 
honors,  but  he  gained  the  reputation  of  having  thoroughly  succeeded  in  his 
classica1  course,  and  of  having  voluntarily  acquired,  while  at  Oxford,  a  familiar 
acquaintance  with  French,  Italian,  German,  Spanish,  and  Portuguese. 

Having  duly  graduated  as  Bachelor  of  Arts,  (he  afterwards  took  the  degree 
of  Master,  and  finally  that  of  Bachelor  of  Civil  Law,  preparatory  to  practice 
in  the  Ecclesiastical  Courts  in  England.)  Lockhart  quitted  Oxford,  and  pro- 
ceeded upon  a  Continental  tour.  This'  was  shortly  after  the  downfall  of  Na- 
poleon. While  in  Germany,  he  became  intimate  with  Goethe,  the  majestic 
beauty  of  whose  countenance  struck  him  with  as  much  awe  as  admiration. 

Returning  to  Scotland,  about  the  time  when  BlackwooiVs  Magazine  was 
commenced,  and  fully  sharing  in  its  sturdy  proprietor's  strong  Toryism  and 
unquenchable  hatred  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,*  it  was  not  long  before  he 

•  It  is  worth  notice  that,  when  the  Edinburgh  Review  waa  commenced,  in  1S02,  by  Sydney 
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u-;l  Ills  maiden  pen"  in  its  pages.  ITis  first  ascertained  assistance  wag 
th.-  infusion  of  a  large  quantity  of  bitter  local  personalities  into  TUB  CHAI.DKK 
MANUSCRIPT.  Hogg  publicly  and  repeatedly  accused  him  of  having  added 
nearly  all  that  was  mischievous  aud  objectionable  to  that  celebrated  article. 

This  was  in  October,  1817  ;  but,  before  this,  Lockhart  Itad  taken  tlie  neces- 
Bary  steps  (like  Wilson)  to  become  a  member  of  the  Scottish  bar.  In  process 
of  time  he  was  admitted,  aud  duly  attended  the  Courts  in  quest  of  practice, 
but  the  aggregate  of  his  bar-earnings  must  have  fallen  far  short  of  the  £300 
whi-h  oe  had  to  pay,  in  fees  and  for  stamps,  on  becoming  a  "  Counsellor."* 

From  the  apjKsarance  of  the  Chaldee  Manuscript,  the  two  writers  u|>on 
whom  Blackwood  placed  most  reliance,  as  contributors,  were  Wilson  and 
Lockhart,  Both  composed  rapidly,  but  Lockhart  never  tired.  He  would 
dash  off,  in  the  course  of  one  day,  thirty-two  printed  columns,  or  a  whole  sheet 
of  Hltirkw(to:l,  and  found  no  difficulty  in  continuing  to  cover  paper,  at  the  same 
rapid  rate,  for  ten  tlays  consecutively.  He  used  to  say  (and  it  was  no  idle 
boast)  that  he  readily  could  write  a  whole  number  of  die  Magazine  in  one 
week. 

Jn  May,  1818,  he  was  introduced,  at  dinner,  to  Scott,  with  whom  he  had  a 
great  deal  of  conversation,  chiefly  about  German  literati  and  their  writings. 
The  impression  he  made  on  the  mind  of  the  mighty  Master  must  have  beep 
favorable,  for,  shortly  after,  was  communicated  to  him  Scott's  desire  that  he 
(Lockhart)  should  write  the  Historical  department  of  Ballantync's  Edinburgh 
Annual  Register  for  181G  —  a  task  which  Scott  hud  executed  in  the  two  pre- 
ceding years,  but  could  not  then  accomplish,  from  pressure  of  other  and  more 
important  literary  engagements.  Acceding  to  this  request,  he  so  frequently 
met  Scott  that  an  intimacy  arose  between  them,  and  I»ckhart  l>ecame  a  con- 
stant guest  at  Scott's  .Sunday  dinners,  to  which  none  but  hearty  friends  were 
admit  lul.  In  the  Life  of  Scott,  it  is  mentioned  what  quaint  old  stories  and 
racy  anecdote  used  to  enliven  those  select  jmrtii-s,  and  a  promise  is  there  In'ld 
out,  not  yet  realized,  of  collecting  and  recollecting  enough  of  them  to  make  a 
volume,  additional  to  Scott's  works. 

During  this  period,  Lockhart's  contributions  to  the  Magazine  were  numer- 
ous and  iiii|H,rt.int.  though  wholly  anonymous.  From  time  to  time,  there  ap- 
|«iml  a  series  of  letters  almost  exclusively  devoted  to  attacks  on  "  the 
(,'ockney  School  of  Literature,"  (whereof  I/-igh  Hunt,  William  Hazlitt,  John 
Keats,  aud  Percy  Byaahe  Shelley  were  assumed  to  be  the  principal.)  and  the 

Ibntlh,  Jeffrey,  and  Brougham,  the  eldest  of  the  party  wan  not  ST.  The  earlieit  contributor*, 
beiide*  Uii>«e,  were  Pr-.fcmori  Playfair  and  Leillr,  Mallhu*,  Prancii  Homer,  Dr.  Walcot, 
(Peter  Pindar.)  Blomfleld,  (now  BUhop  of  London,)  and  It.  P  Knight.—  M. 

•  Dr.  J.  W.  Franc  It,  of  New-York,  who  wa*  In  rVllnburjrh  In  the  winter  of  1816,  Inform*  ma 
that,  about  that  time,  Loekhart  hail  obtained  some  IllUe  celebrity  by  «everal  able  upceche* 
which  he  had  delivered  In  the  celebrated  Speculative  Society—  a  debating  club,  to  which,  by 
Ux  way,  oo  mercy  WM  tbown,  three  year*  later,  In  "  Peter'*  Letter*."—  M. 
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nnboundtd  and  sarcastic  personalities  of  these  epistles,  bearing  the  signature 
"  Z,"  exceeded  any  thing  which,  up  to  that  time,  had  been  introduced  into 
respectable  periodical  literature.  It  was  reported  and  believed  that  Lockhart 
was  the  writer. 

In  Blackwood,  for  February,  1819,  had  appeared  a  review  of  "  Peter's 
Letters  to  his  Kinsfolk," — a  work  professing  to  be  written  by  Dr.  Peter  Morris, 
of  Pensharpe  Hall,  Aberystwith.  No  such  book  was  then  published,  or  writ- 
ten. It  was  said  to  contain  the  Doctor's  letters  from  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow, 
during  a  visit  to  both  places  in  the  winter  of  1818-19,  treating  most  freely 
indeed  of  the  Whigs  of  Edinburgh— Scottish  University  Education — the 
Edinburgh  and  Quarterly  Reviews — the  state  of  society  in  Edinburgh  and 
Glasgow — the  bar  of  Scotland,  _  with  sketches  of  its  leading  members — the 
famous  Glasgow  punch — the  state  of  religion,  &c.  This  review,  apparently 
written  by  Mordecai  Mullion,  (one  of  Lockhart's  numerous  eidolons  of  the  pen,) 
excited  so  much  curiosity,  that  "  Peter's  Letters"  was  greatly  inquired  for. 
In  the  following  month  (March,  1819)  a  further  and  fuller  review  was  given, 
with  copious  extracts,  including  descriptions  of  Clerk,  Cranstoun,  and  Jeffrey, 
(the  leading  lawyers  of  the  place  and  time,)  and  the  sensation  thus  created  and 
kept  up  was  so  considerable  that  the  actual  composition  and  publication  of  the 
•work  was  determined  on. 

Accordingly,  "  Peter's  Letters  "  was  put  into  type  as  fast  as  written,  and 
emanated,  in  July,  1819,  from  Blackwood's  as  the  "  second  edition."  It  was, 
and  continues  to  be,  a  work  of  great  interest.  Twenty  years  afterwards, 
Lockhart  said,  "  Nobody  but  a  very  young  and  very  thoughtless  person  could 
have  dreamt  of  putting  forth  such  a  book."  Scott,  after  reading  the  work  twice 
over,  expressed  his  opinion  that  Dr.  Morris  had  "  got  over  his  ground  admir- 
ably," only  that  the  general  turn  of  the  book  was  perhaps  too  favorable,  both 
to  the  state  of  Scottish  public  society  and  of  individual  character.  lie  added 
that,  every  half  century,  Dr.  Morris  should  revive  "  to  record  the  fleeting  man- 
ners of  the  age,  and  the  interesting  features  of  those  who  will  be  known  only 
to  posterity  by  their  works." 

There  was  abundant  outcry  against  "  Peter's  Letters,"  at  first,  for  the  author 
had  keenly  assaulted  and  ridiculed  the  Edinburgh  Whigs,  but  the  merit  of  the 
work  was  great,  and  has  carried  it  into  repeated  editions.  The  descriptions  of 
Edinburgh  and  Glasgow  are  appreciative  and*  racy, — the  sketches  of  Jeffrey 
and  his  distinguished  contemporaries  are  forcibly,  yet  delicately  done, — the 
glance  at  Henry  Mackenzie  has  produced  a  sun-portrait,  so  true  is  it  in  all 
respects, — Wilson,  Hogg,  Playfair,  Brewster,  Jameson,  and  Lord  Buchan  are 
portraits.  So  are  the  theatrical  etchings,  and  the  broad,  llaeburn-like  full- 
lengths  of  the  Scottish  bar,  judges  and  advocates.  Very  vivid,  too,  are  the  de- 
lineations of  leading  book-makers  and  booksellers, — the  con  amove  criticisms 
upon  the  Fine  Arte-in  Scotland, — the  faithful  account  of  Abbotsford,  and  ita 
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mia^rel  lord, — the  clerical  groupings  of  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Scottish 
I'lmrrh, — the  anatomic  dissection  of  society  in  Edinburgh  and  CJlasgow, — and, 
in  its  strange  mixture  of  serious  feeling  and  subdued  fun,  the  account  of  a 
S.nT.ui!'  nt  Sabbath  in  the  country.  In  truth,  the  melange  was  very  clery, 
IK]  made  its  way. 

Home  of  ita*  success  was  collateral.  The  work  contained  several  well-engra  ved 
portraits,  (some,  like  Hogg's,  dashed  with  caricature,)  which  gave  it  great 
value.  Among  these  were  Professors  Leslie,  Playfuir,  and  Jameson  ;  my  vener- 
able relative.  Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of  "  The  Man  of  Feeling ;"  John  <  Merk, 
of  Eldin  ;  Jeffrey  ;  Macqueen  of  Hraxfield  ;  Allan,  the  painti-r ;  Walter  Scott ; 
Alison,  author  of  the  "  Essay  on  the  Principles  of  Taste,"  and  father  of  the  his- 
torian; the  Ettrick  Shepherd;  Dr.  Chalmecs;  and  John  Wilson.  All  have 
dejurteil,  but  their  portraits,  as  tliey  looked  five-and-thirty  years  ago,  flourish 
greeuly  and  truly  in  "  Peter's  Letters." 

Lockhart  has  informed  the  work!,  in  his  Life  of  Scott,  that  these  letters  "  were 
not  wholly  the  work  of  one  hand."  This  was  necessary,  perhaps,  as  Dr.  Peter 
Morris  had  included  Lockhart  among  his  Scottish  Worthies.  We  subjoin, 
therefore,  the  character  of  himself,  (which  may  or  may  not  be  the  work  of 
another  hand,)  which  Lockhart  published  in  1819  : 

"It  was  on  this  occasion  (a  dinner  at  Mr.  Gillies',  at  Ilawthonnleii)  that  I 
had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  and  conversing  with  Mr.  Lockhart,  \vlio,  as  well 
aa  Mr.  Wilson,  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  principal  sup|x>rters  of  this  Maga- 
zine, and  so  of  judging  for  myself  concerning  an  individual  who  seems  to  have 
eared  very  little  how  many  enemies  he  raised  tip  among  those  who  were  not 
personally  acquainted  with  him.  Owing  t«  the  satirical  vein  of  some  of  the 
writing*  ascribed  to  his  jxen,  most  persons  whom  I  have  heard  i«j>eak  of  him, 
deemed  to  have  been  impressed  with  the  notion,  that  the  bias  of  his  character 
inclined  towards  an  unrelenting  subversion  of  the  pretensions  of  others.  Hut 
I  -..•.!!  perceived  that  here  was  another  instance  of  the  inconipetencv  of  the 
crowd  to  form  any  rational  opinion  about  persons  of  whom  they  -••••  only 
partial  giinpMa,  and  hear  only  distorted  representations.  I  was  not  long  in 
liis  coni|>any  ere  I  was  convhioed  that  those  elements  which  form  the  basis  of 
lii«  mind  could  never  find  their  satisfaction  in  mere  satire,  and  that  if  the  exer- 
ci«*  of  penetration  had  afforded  no  higher  pleasure,  nor  led  to  any  more  desir- 
able result  than  that  of  detecting  error,  or  exposing  absurdity,  there  is  no 
person  who  would  sooner  have  felt  an  inclination  to  abandon  it  in  despondency 
and  «Ji"iMi«t.  At  the  sainn  time,  a  strong  and  ever-wakeful  perception  of  the 
In  I  r..ii..  i»  certainly  a  prominent  feature  in  his  composition,  and  his  flow  of 
animal  spirit*  enables  him  to  enjoy  it  keenly,  and  invent  it  with  siiccwa,  I 
bare  »*«D.  however,  very  few  persons  whose  minds  are  so  much  alive  and 
awake  throughout  every  corner,  and  who  are  so  much  in  tho  habit  of  tr\ing 
and  judging  every  thing  by  the  united  tact  of  so  many  qualities  and  feelings 
all  at  once,  Dut  one  meeU  with  abundance  of  individuals  every  day.  who 
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* 

show  in  conversation  a  greater  facility  of  expression,  and  a  more  constant 
activity  of  speculative  acuteness.  1  never  saw  Mr.  Lockhart  very  much  en- 
grossed with  the  desire  of  finding  language  to  convey  any  relation  of  ideas  that 
had  occurred  to  him,  or  so  enthusiastically  engaged  in  tracing  its  conse- 
quences, as  to  forget  every  thing  else.  In  regard  to  facility  of  expression,  I  do 
not  know  whether  the  study  of  languages,  which  is  a  favorite  one  witli  him— 
(indeed  I  am  told  he  understands  a  good  deal  of  almost  all  the  modern  lan- 
guages, and  is  well  skilled  in  the  ancient  ones) — I  know  not  whether  this  study 
has  any  tendency  to  increase  such  facility,  although  there  is  »o  question  it 
must  help  to  improve  the  mind  in  many  important  particulars,  by  varying 
our  modes  of  perception. 

"  His  features  are  regular,  and  quite  definite  in  their  outlines ;  his  forehead  is 
well  advanced,  and  largest,  1  think,  in  the  region  of  observation  and  percep- 
tion. Although  an  Oxonian,  and  early  imbued  with  an  admiration  for  the 
•works  of  the  Stagyrite,  he  seems  rather  to  incline,  in  philosophy,  to  the  high 
Platonic  side  of  the  question,  and  to  lay  a  great  deal  of  stress  on  the  investi- 
gation and  cultivation  of  the  impersonal  sentiments  of  the  human  mind — ideas 
which  his  acquaintance  with  German  literature  and  philosophy  has  probably 
much  contributed  to  strengthen.  Under  the  influence  of  that  mode  of  think- 
ing, a  turn  for  pleasantry  rather  inclines  to  exei'cise  itself  in  a  light  and  good- 
humored  play  of  fancy,  upon  the  incongruities  and  absurd  relations  which  are 
BO  continually  presenting  themselves  in  the  external  aspect  of  the  world,  than 
to  gratify  a  sardonic  bitterness  in  exulting  over  them,  or  to  nourish  a  sour  and 
atrabilious  spirit  in  regarding  them  with  a  cherished  and  pampered  feeling  of 
delighted  disapprobation,  like  that  of  Swift.  But  Mr.  Lockhart  is  a  very 
young  pei-son,  and  I  would  hope  may  soon  find  that  there  are  much  better 
things  in  literature  than  satire,  let  it  be  as  good-humored  as  you  will.  Indeed, 
his  friend  Wastle  tells  me  he  already  professes  himself  heartily  sick  of  it,  and 
has  begun  to  write,  of  late,  in  a  quite  opposite  key." 

In  August  and  September,  1819,  "  CHRISTOPHER  IN  THE  TENT  "  appeared 
to  dazzle  the  world.  The  greater  part  of  this  was  written  by  Wilson, — but 
Lockhart  and  others  contributed.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  learned  effu- 
sions therein  attributed  to  Dr.  Parr,  were  written  by  Lockhart,  and  I  know 
that  whatever  is  credited  to  Buller,  Seward,  Mullion,  or  the  Odontist,  including 
that  admirable  mock-pathetic  "Lament  for  Captain  Paton,"  (for  which  see 
Vol.  I.  p.  127  of  this  edition,)  may,  with  entire  propriety,  be  affiliated  upon 
Lockhart. 

As  yet,  however,  he  had  not  struck  into  the  right  vein.  In  Maga,  for  Feb- 
ruary, 1820,  appeared  "  Hone  Hispanica?,  No.  1,"  in  which  he  published  some 
of  his  Spanish  Ballads ;  about  the  same  time,  he  gave  more  of  them  to  the 
world,  in  the  Edinburgh  Annual  Register,  for  1816.  The  freedom  of  the 
translation,  while  preserving  the  spirit  of  the  originals,  obtained  immediate 
popularity ;  — "  Zara's  Ear-rings,"  and  "  Andalla's  Bridal,"  were  particularly 
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admired.  In  the  coarse  of  the  year,  further  specimens  were  pnolished,  and 
their  niorit  was  instantly  recognised. 

Lockhart 's  intimacy  with  Scott  had  assumed  the  reality  of  warm  regard  and 
friendship.  He  became  an  invited  and  favored  guest  at  Abbotslbrd,  and  it 
was  arranged,  early  in  1820,  that  he  should  marry  Miss  Scott,  in  the  course  of 
the  coming  spring.  At  this  time  he  was  in  his  twenty-eighth  year ;  well- 
looking;  gifted;  awl  with  pleasing  manners.  The  lady  (Sophia  Charlotte 
was  little  more  than  twenty.  Lockhart's  pecuniary  means  chiefly  arose, 
at  that  time,  from  his  pen, — but  Scott  had  pretty  considerable  confidence,  no 
doubt,  in  the  capabilities  of  his  future  son-in-law.  The  marriage  took  place  in 
April,  1820,*  and  Lockhart  has  recorded  that  it  came  off,  more  Srotno,  in  the 
evening ;  "  and  odltering  on  all  such  occasions  to  ancient  modes  of  observance, 
with  the  same  punctiliousness  as  distinguished  his  worthy  father." 

In  those  days,  those  who  went  in  quest  of  Parliamentary  Keform,  were  like 
the  jKitriots  mentioned  in  The  Prisoner  of  Chillon, 

"To  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Were  banned  and  burred,  forbidden  fare ;" 

and  the  Yeomanry  were  bitter  against  the  Radicals — as  the  reformers  were 
called.  (Ten  years  later,  Reform  was  a  government  measure!)  Lockhart 
joined  the  local  cavalry,  and.  Scott  said,  was  "a  very  good  trooper."  In  1822, 
during  the  visit  of  George  IV.  to  Scotland,  he  was  on  duty  with  his  corps, 
and  continued  to  "  play  at  soldiers,"  I  believe,  until  he  permanently  went  to 
London. 

In  August,  1820,  Lockhart  and  his  wife  commenced  a  visit  of  several  weeks 
to  Abbotxford,  and  there,  and  for  some  time  after,  he  was  busy, — for  "  Valerius, 
a  Roman  Story  of  the  First  Century,"  was  announced  in  March,  and  was 
published  in  April,  1821. 

Jfc-fore  this,  a  very  painful  event  had  occurred.  Mr.  John  Scott,  author  of 
a  Visit  to  Paris  in  1814,  was  the  original  Editor  of  the  Ijomlon  Magazine, 
whirh,  with  its  contributors,  had  been  severely — personally — even  coarsely 
OMwih'd  in  Rlari-ifood.  John  Scott  replied,  in  several  articles  of  marked  sever- 
ity, in  which  be  particularly  jnint.il  at  Ixickhart  as  having  written  the  pa]x>ra 
in  HliicLtrvoil,  and  of  thereby  being  engaged  in  "  a  felon  conspiracy  against  the 
dignity  of  literature."  The  last  of  tlx'sc'  rejoinders  by  Scott  appeared  in  Decem- 
ber, 1H20.  Some  weeks  after,  a  Mr.  Christie  waited  upon  Mr.  Scott,  on  the 
part  t  if  I/K-khart,  then  in  Edinburgh,  with  a  demand  for  apology  or  satisfaction. 
John  Scott  said  that  he  did  not  understand  the  absence  of  a  principal,  in  such  a 

•  Tl.«  u««i»l  new*p*prr  announcement,  which  I  hare  Ukrn  the  trouble  to  March  for,  waf  *t 
Ml''««  :— ••  April  •,  1IM,  at  fcllnburirh,  by  the  Rev  Richard  Shannon,  John  (libnon  Ixwkhi.rt, 
K*q  ,  adrocat*,  to  Sophia  Charlotte,  elded  daughter  of  Wr  Walter  Scott  of  AbboUfo-d,  Bart." 
Th*WUTia*r  of  UM  BttHtk  Shepherd  took  place  one  day  before  IhU.— M. 
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matter.  Lockhart  then  visited  London.  John  Scott  now  declared  that  no 
gentleman  could  meet  him,  until  he  had  cleared  himself  of  the  imputation  of 
having  written  slanders  in  Blackwood  for  money  or  profit.  Lockhart  did  not 
recognise  Mr.  Scott's  right  to  have  such  a  disclaimer,  but  eventually  made  it. 
In  the  interim,  Christie  had  worked  himself  into  the  position  of  a  principal, 
put  Lockhart's  casus  belli  wholly  out  of  view,  fought  a  duel  with  Scott,  at 
Chalk  Farm,  (then  the  London  scene  of  such  rencontres,)  and  killed  him. 
The  circumstance  materially  mitigated  the  tone  of  Lockhart's  future  articles  in 
Blackwood. 

Though  the  publication  of"  Valerius"  took  place  in  April,  1821,  Blackwood 
.  had  no  review  of  it  until  the  following  January,  and  then  described  it  as  an  at- 
tempt  to  work  fiction  on  new  ground.  It  is  the  story  of  a  sojourn  in  Rome, 
during  a  portion  of  the  reign  of  Trajan.  To  the  main  points  of  history  he 
faithfully  adhered.  The  hero,  son  of  a  Roman  officer  in  England,  becomes 
enamoured  of  a  beautiful  Christian  in  Rome,  and,  after  many  trials,  during 
which  the  heroic  damosel  nearly  suffers  martyrdom,  succeeds  in  bearing  her 
away,  as  his  bride,  to  his  remote  insular  home.  Since  Lockhart  wrote,  many 
such  tales  have  appeared — among  them  Moore's  Epicurean,  Horace  Smith's 
Zillah,  Croly's  Salathiel,  and  Bulwer's  Last  Days  of  Pompeii — but  the  meed 
of  originality,  as  far  as  English  fiction  is  concerned,  belongs  to  "  Valerius." 
Wilson's  critique  said  much  in  a  few  words  when  it  told  that  Lockhart  set:mod 
as  much  at  home  in  the  "  Eternal  City,"  as  the  author  of  Guy  Manuering  iu 
Auld  Reekie — that  seventeen  centuries  were  rolled  back — that  we  heard  the 
stir  and  tumult  of  Rome. — "  Valerius  "  was  written  in  three  weeks  ! 

In  January,  1822,  appeared  the  announcement  of  "  Some  Passages  of  the 
Life  of  Mr.  Adam  Blair,  Minister  of  the  Gospel  at  Crossmeikle,"  with  an  in- 
timation that  the  public  had  in  reality  to  expect  "  a  very  elegant  and  amusing 
romance,  not  unlikely  to  become  the  Scottish  Vicar  of  Wakeficld"—i\\Q  italics 
are  not  mine.  It  was  published  in  the  following  month,  and  Adam  Blair  was 
as  unlike  our  old  friend  Dr.  Primrose  as  can  well  be  imagined.  Lockhart  had 
sounded  the  depths  of  the  passionate  heart  which  he  had  given  to  his  hero,  and 
produced  a  forcible  story  of  man's  weakness  under  temptation,  of  woman's 
seducing  and  seduction,  of  quick  remorse,  of  deep  and  public  degradation,  and, 
after  long  repentance,  of  restoration,  with  a  subdued  and  humble  spirit,  to  the 
duty  of  the  Ministry.  In  the  second  edition,  much  that  stood  too  strongly  in 
lelief  was  softened  down ;  it  remains,  thus  altered,  a  painful  story,  yet  with 
much  natural  feeling  and  pathos. 

In  midsummer,  1822,  appeared  a  new  edition  of  Don  Quixote,  in  five  volumes, 
8vo,  edited  by  Lockhart,  with  copious  notes,  and  an  essay  on  the  Life  and 
Writings  of  Cervantes.  This  edition  was  suggested  by  John  Ballantyne — wlio 
is  also  entitled  to  the  merit  of  having  proposed,  seven  years  before  it  appeared, 
the  annotated  aid  illustrated  edition  of  the  Waverley  Novels.  Lockhart'e 
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•Ota  were  copious,  occupying  as  much  as  forty  or  fifty  closely-printed  pa-re* 
oi'  each  of  the  five  volumes.  Tliese  notes  were  full  of  historical,  literary,  ami 
personal  anecdotes,  and  also  contained  a  further  ]x>rtion  of  Loekharl's  Spanish 
liullads.  Previous  to  this,  came  the  announcement  (.March,  lfc'J'2)  of  "  The 
Youth  of  Reginald  Dalton,"  which  was  not  published  until  June,  1823,  (when 
it  came  out  as  "  Reginald  Dalton,")  uor  reviewed  in  Biackvood  before  Uie  fol- 
lowing January.  This  story,  which  I  have  read  very  many  times,  always  struck 
me  as  singularly  beautiful  in  many  parts.  It  relates  the  adventures  of  a  jouth 
at  Oxford — tempted,  erring,  yet  ever  prevented  from  all  grossness  of  sin  by 
tlie  purity  and  depth  of  a  virtuous  and  romantic  passion,  hopeless  until  the 
last,  but  sustained  by  intensity  and  principle  through  many  trials,  until,  at  last, 
it  is  happily  crowned  with  the  good  fortune  it  deserves,  Oxford  life  has  been 
painted,  and  well  painted,  before  ami  since  the  appearance  of  Reginald  Dalton, 
but  never  by  a  hand  at  once  so  true  ami  delicate  in  its  touch.  Not  until  I 
actually  lived  in  Oxford,  could  I  understand  the  fidelity  of  the  descriptions. 
Helen  Hesketh.  the  beautiful  heroine,  is  almost  too  fair  and  good  for  earth. 
There  is  scarcely  any  thing  more  charming,  in  the  whole  range  of  fiction. 
than  the  scene  at  (jodstone  Abbey,  wliere  Reginald  ami  Helen  mutually 
learn,  and  confess,  thut  love  lias  filled  their sonls, and  pervades  their  being.  If 
tin-  book  were  cut  down  by  a  third,  striking  out  the  dull  platitudes  of  London 
and  Edinburgh  society,  it  would  imleed  become  a  gem. 

"Ancient  Spanish  Hal  lads.  Historical  and  Romantic,  translated  by  J.  G. 
Lockhart.  LL.H.,"  appeared  early  in  1823.  Tin-  collection  included  all  hitherto 
jHiUUli.-.!.  in  magazines,  as  well  as  in  Don  Quixote,  with  a  variety  of  fresh  ma- 
teriel. There  was  a  fair  sprinkling  of  prose,  also, — critical,  descriptive,  and 
historical.  Tlie  ballads  proved  that  I/x-khart  had  strong  masculine  energy  as 
a  poet,  moral  conception,  great  power  of  versification,  and  much  originality  of 
expression.  IV  book  has  l>een  popular  from  its  first  appearance.  In  1H41, 
a  very  ornate  edition  was  brought  out  by  Murray,  beautifully  printed  in  colors, 
and  profusely  ornamented  with  illustrations  from  drawings  by  Sir  William 
Allan,  David  Roberta.  William  Simson,  Henry  Warren,  C.  It.  1,-eslie,  and  Wil- 
liam Harvey.  Of  this,  one  of  the  handsomest  and  nost  ornate  works  ever  pub- 
li-liol  in  Kngland,  many  thousand  copies  liave  Ix-en  sold. 

"The  History  of  Matthew  Wald,"  the  last  of  Lockuart's  prose  fictions,* 
was  published  in  April,  1H24.  It  is  inferior  to  his  other  productions.  The 
hero,  who*:  mind  was  cast  in  a  coarse  mould,  Is  his  own  biographer,  ami  ex- 
hibits far  from  a  pleasing  picture  of  himself.  There  are  some  scenes  of  fcreat 
•writ — some  touching  episodes,  also — but  the  perusal  of  the  book  leave*  an 
unpleasant  sensation,  ami  there  ia  not,  cannot  be  any  sympathy  for  tlie  insane 

:. 

•  -  P»«M|re*  In  Ihr  I.lfr  of  Gilbert  F.»rlr,"  which  hare  been  Ifnomntly  attributed  to  Lock- 
MM.  were  written  by  the  late  »»rrj  HL  Lefcr,  an  IrUUman.— M. 
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While  Lockhart  was  writing  these  works,  he  and  his  wife  resided  at  a  cot- 
tage called  Chiefswood,  which  they  continued  to  occupy  for  six  years.  It  was 
close  to  Abbotsford,  and  perhaps  the  happiest  part  of  their  life  was  passed  in 
this  calm  retreat. 

In  July,  1825,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  with  his  daughter  Anne  and  Lockhart, 
visited  Ireland.  The  Great  Unknown's  reception  in,  and  passage  through,  the 
Green  Isle  was  a  sort  of  ovation,  so  great  was  his  popularity.  On  this  occa- 
sion, then  little  more  than  a  stripling,  I  first  saw  Scott  and  Lockhart.  They 
were  accompanied  by  Miss  Edgeworth  and  Anne  Scott.  They  slept,  en  route, 
in  the  prosperous  town  of  Fermoy,  in  the  south  of  Ireland,  and  Scott  was 
curious  to  learn  some  particulars  of  John  Anderson,  a  Scotchman,  who,  thirty 
years  before,  had  found  three  mud  cabins  in  the  place,  and,  ere  he  died,  saw  it  con- 
tain over  six  thousand  inhabitants.  I  was  sent  for,  as  one  who,  almost  native  to 
the  place,  was  reputed  to  possess  the  information  required.  But  the  details 
of  the  interview,  in  which  Scott's  courtesy,  Miss  Edgeworth 's  shrewdness,  and 
Lockhart's  supercilious  coldness  were  very  apparent,  do  not  belong  to  this 
rapid  memoir,  and  will  be  more  in  place  in  another  work.  Scott's  party  re- 
turned by  Windermere,  to  meet  Canning,  and  be  cordially  greeted  by  Wilson, 
"  the  Admiral  of  the  Lakes." 

William  Gifford,  who  had  conducted  the  Quarterly  Review,  from  its  estab- 
lishment in  1809,  was  compelled,  by  ill  health,  to  retire  in  1824.  His  place 
was  filled  up  by  the  present  Sir  John  T.  Coleridge,  now  one  of  the  Judges  of 
the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  in  London,  whose  bar-practice  so  rapidly  increased, 
at  the  time,  as  to  cause  him  to  resign  the  editorship,  after  holding  it  for  a  year 
After  considerable  doubt  and  some  delay,  the  situation  was  offered  to  Mr. 
Lockhart.  At  this  time,  he  was  only  thirty-four  years  old,  and,  notwithstand- 
ing his  literary  celebrity,  probably  owed  the  appointment  to  his  relationship 
to  Scott.  It  was  about  the  highest  position  that  a  man  of  letters  could  hold 
in  England,  and  the  salary,  independent  of  separate  and  additional  payment 
for  each  of  his  own  articles,  has  been  understood  to  be  not  less  than  £1500  a 
year. 

Removing  to  London,  with  his  wife  and  family,  Lockhart  took  up  his  resi- 
dence in  a  stately  mansion,  in  Sussex  Place,  Regent's  Park.  But  though 
worldly  prosperity  was  his,  the  common  infliction  of  domestic  sorrow  awaited 
him.  John  Hugh  Lockhart,  his  eldest  son,  born  at  Chiefswood,  in  February, 
1821,  never  enjoyed  good  health.  He  was  affectionate  and  intelligent,  (it  was 
to  him,  as  "  Hugh  Little-John,  Esq.,"  that  Scott  dedicated  the  Tales  of  a 
Grandfather,)  but  it  often  happens  that  the  best  go  earliest — 

"All  that's  bright  must  fade, 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest; 
~-  All  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest." 
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After  much  suffering,  this  child  of  love,  fear,  ami  promise  died  on  the  '.Mb 
:iber,  1831.  His  brother,  Walter  Scott  Lockhart,  who  lived  to  years  nf 
tnanii<K)d,  and  was  thoughtless  and  dissipated,  died  not  loin:  a'.ru.  One 
daughter,  married  to  Mr.  Hope,  is  the  sole  surviving  fruit  of  Lockhart 's  mar- 
riage, and  her  youthful  son,  who  has  obtained  the  lloyal  permission  to  assume 
the  surname  of  Scott,  is  the  direct  lineal  successor  of  "  the  Great  Unknown." 
Mr.  Hope  resides  at  Abbotsford  now  the  property  of  his  wife. 

From  this  digression,  it  is  proper  to  return  to  Lockhart 's  becoming  Kditor 
of  the  Qtuirtcriy,  in  1826.  Applying  himself,  with  energy  ami  perseverance, 
to  the  duties  of  lii-  new  occupation,  and  speedily  showing  himself  ;i<lf|ii:itr  to 
all  ita  requirements,  lie  proceeded  with  a  "  Life  of  Burns,'  upon  which  he  had 
been  for  some  time  engaged  ; — indeed,  it  had  been  announced,  early  in  1H'2">, 
as  one  of  the  earliest  volumes  of  "  Constable's  Miscellany" — a  magnificent 
undertaking,  had  it  been  carried  out  by  its  sanguine  and  able  projector.  It 
appeared  in  that  collection,  at  a  cheap  price,  in  April,  1828.  and  the  sale  was 
immense.  It  has  repeatedly  been  rvpablished,  in  more  expensive  forms,  and 
continues  to  stand  high  in  the  ranks  of  modem  biography. 

Lockhart  did  ample  justice,  in  his  Life  of  Burns,  to  the  Man  as  well  as  the 
Poet — to  the  manliness  of  his  character  and  the  vigor  of  his  genius.  His 
portraiture  of  Burns  showed  the  shades  as  well  as  the  lights — but  all  was  done 
in  a  benignant  spirit.  The  events  of  his  brief  and  brilliant  career  were  care 
fully  detailed,  and  a  fine  spirit  of  humanity — which  was  unexpected  in  I/>ck- 
hart — breathed  serious  life  into  the  whole  production.  I  recollect  no  English 
bi(»graphy  which  was  more  generally  satisfactory  than  this. 

In  October,  1828,  when  "  Murray's  Family  Library"  was  projected,  I/ick- 
hart  was  requested  to  write  a  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  but  scrupled  to 
undertake,  in  two  volumes,  what  Scott  had  done  in  nine.  Scott  strongly 
urg«l  him  to  the  work,  which  was  announced,  in  I)eecml>er,  1828,  as  the 
"  IVrwnal  History  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,"  but  did  not  appear  until  June, 
1829,  with  Bteel  portraits  from  French  engravings  and  several  clever  wootl- 
ciit*  from  Cruikshank's  designs.  It  was  the  first  Issue  of  the  "  Familv  Library," 
and,  from  its  clearness  of  narrative,  genera!  impartiality,  hamlsomo  typography 
gcxxl  illiLHtratiorm,  and  low  price,  obtained  a  large  sale.  At  first,  it  was 
frritcrally  attributed  to  Croker,  (a  mystification  commenced  in  TUB  NO<TKS.) 
but  the  authorship  has  long  bec-n  claimed  for  and  by  I/ockhart  It  was  vhile 
discussing  the  merits  of  this  work,  that  Wilson  said  of  Napoleon,  "  Now. 
<•<•!  pity  us.  he  sleeps  sound  Ix-iuiith  a  thousand  weight  of  granite,  ami  shame 
CHI  the  in.. rial  who  dares  deny  thav  he  was  the  greatest  man  of  the  last  thou- 
sand year*." 

While  Scott  lived,  I/xrkhart  and  h'w  wife*  visited  Scotland  almost  every  year 

•  Her*  I  brj  to  proi'it.  wllh  all  ...Irmnlly.  »r«lt.«t  »nrh  •  |.hr<i(ic  BI  "  Mr.  So-nn-t-no  nnd  Mf 
'<*!•/ "  H'|,«i  word  It  tbcrc,  what  word  OKJ/A*  (her*  to  be,  more  homely  and  ('tuple  than 
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They  were  at  Abbotsford  in  September,  1831,  when  it  was  resolved  that  Scott 
should  spend  the  winter  in  Italy.  Mrs.  Lockhart  returned  to  London  some 
days  in  advance  of  her  father,  to  make  suitable  preparations  for  his  reception 
at  her  house,  and  Lockhart  accompanied  him  a  few  days  later.  Of  all  that 
M.i—;d  in  London  and  Portsmouth,  until  Scott  quitted  England,  a  detailed  and 
interesting  account  has  been  given  in  Lockhart 's  Lite  of  Scott.  There,  too. 
will  be  found  a  touching  record — pathetic  in  its  sublime  simplicity — of  the  last 
days  of  the  "  Ariosto  of  the  North,"  ending  with  his  death,  at  Abbotsford,  in 
the  presence  of  all  his  children — on  the  21st  September,  1832 ;  "  a  beautiful  day 
— so  warm,  that  every  window  was  wide  open — and  so  perfectly  still,  that  the 
sound  of  all  others  most  delicious  to  his  ear,  the  gentle  ripple  of  the  Tweed 
over  its  pebbles,  was  distinctly  audible  as  we  knelt  around  the  bed,  anol  his 
eldest  son  kissed  and  closed  his  eyes." 

Lockhart's  connection  with  Blackwood  did  not  wholly  cease  when  he  became 
Editor  of  the  Quarterly.  I  know  that  he  wrote  for  it  then,  for,  in  my  own  col- 
lection of  Autographs,  I  have  a  letter,  dated  July  1C,  1832,  addressed  to  Mr. 
Wright,  editor  of  Murray's  collective  and  annotated  edition  of  Byron's  poems, 
then  in  course  of  publication,  in  which  Lockhart  says,  "  1  have  none  of  the 
6,'ieets  by  me,  and  can't  possibly  write  half  a  dozen  reviews  without  materiel, 
but  you  will  find  what  I  could  do  in  Blackwood  for  this  month  (which,  however, 
is  said  only  to  yourself).  Meantime  get  Dr.  Maginu  to  draw  up  a  little  article 
Cor  Jerdan,  on  the  model  of  mine  on  Vol.  VII.,  and  let  Murray  ask  Hook  to 
give  my  preface  to  the  new  vol.  in  Bull,  with  the  song  on  the  Cadiz  Ladies." 

It  happens,  however,  that  there  is  no  mention  of  Byron  in  Blackwood  for 
July,  1832.  But  in  THE  NOCTES,  No.  LXIL,  for  September,  1832,  the  hand 
of  Lockhart  is  visible.  No  doubt  he  furnished  the  concluding  portion  of  that 
Noctes,  (Vol.  V.  pp.  113-118  of  the  present  edition,)  in  which  the  new  issue 
of  Byron  was  abundantly  lauded,  with  special  reference  to  "  that  charming 
ditty  on  the  Girl  of  Cadiz,  which  Byron  originally  designed  to  fill  the  place 
now  occupied  by  a  dismal  concern,"— namely,  the  lugubrious  lyric  To  Inez, 
which  now  follows  the  eighty-fourth  stanza  of  the  first  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

At  the  close  of  1836,  appeared  the  first  volume  of  "Memoirs  of  the  Life  of 
Sir  AValter  Scott,  Bart.,  by  J.  G.  Lockhart,  Esq.,  his  Literary  Executor." 
This  work  was  completed  within  two  years,  and  a  revised  and  richly  illustrated 

Wife?  Jacob,  I  am  certain,  never  spoke  of  Rachel  as  his  lady  !  I  recollect  an  anecdote  on 
this  subject.  The  wife  of  an  English  Bishop  drove  to  Howell  and  James's,  in  Regent  street, 
and  asked  the  young  man,  who  came  out  to  receive  her,  to  bring  a  box  of  gloves  to  her  car- 
riage,  that  she  might  make  her  selection  without  alighting.  The  young  man  said  that,  such 
delicate  articles  being  liable  to  injury  from  dust  and  sunshine,  it  was  a  prohibitory  rule  of 
the  house  that  they  must  not  be  taken  into  the  street.  "Do  you  know  who  I  am?"  asked 
the  irritated  dania.  "  I  have  not  that  honor,  Maam,"  was  the  civil  reply.  Summoning  up  a 
look  of  immense  dignity,  she  impressively  said,  "  Young  man,  I  am  the  Bishop  of  Worcester's 
lady."  Making  her  a  bow,  and  still  speaking  vith  apparent  respect,  he  replied,  "  Maam,  I 
could  not  break  through  a  rule  of  the  house — no,  not  even  if  you  were  the  Bishop's  w{/%  /"—  N. 
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edition  immediately  followed.  It  is  not  necessary  to  give  particulars  respecting 
a  work  so  widely  known  and  so  generally  liked.  To  say  that  its  plait-  i«  next 
to,  and  certainly  not  lower  than,  Boswell's  Johnson,  is  to  say  no  more  than  the 
truth.  Boswell  devotes  himself  more  particularly  to  what  may  lx>  called  the 
personality  of  his  hero  ;  Lockhart  includes  a  variety  of  particulars  relative  to 
Scott's  contemporaries.  The  two  biographies,  in  fact,  contain  a  graphic  history 
of  British  Literature  during  the  greater  part  of  the  Georgian  era — from  the 
commencement  of  Johnson's  career,  to  the  close  of  Scott's. 

The  defect  of  Lockhart's  book  Is  that  he  devotes  too  much  space  to  a  dis- 
cussion of  the  connection  between  Scott  and  the  Ballantynes.  The  tone  and 
tenij)er  of  this  discussion  are  equally  out  of  keeping  with  the  Mography  and  its 
author's  intention  of  exhibiting  Scott  in  a  favorable  light  The  executors  of 
James  Ballautync  replied,  in  a  voluminous  pamphlet,  the  object  of  which  was 
to  show  that  Ballantyne  was  more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  ]/>ckhart 
retorted,  in  a  bitter  publication  called  "The  Ballantyne  Humbug  Handled." 
It  was  contemptuous  and  personal.  Then  followed  a  rejoinder,  going  closely 
into  detail,  in  which  they  showed  how  constantly  Scott  used  to  draw  on 
Ballantyne  for  money,  and  how  improvident  he  was.  To  this  there  was  no 
reply,  but  the  discussion,  which  was  provoked  by  Lockhart's  aspersions,  did  not 
tend  to  exalt  Scott  in  public  estimation. 

It  is  singular  (and  I  would  scarcely  have  credited  it  had  I  not  taken  the 
trouble  of  ascertaining  the  facts  by  close  examination)  that  no  notice  of 
Lix-khart's  Life  of  Scott  ever  appeared  in  BlarktrcxKl's  Mnpnsitie. 

While  the  book  was  being  published.  Mrs.  Lockhart  died.--May  17,  1837. 
lu  the  fifth  volume,  (which  apjieared  in  October,  IH.'J",)  while  alluding  to  the 
earlier  years  of  his  wedded  life  at  Chiefswood,  and  the  friends  who  witnessed 
it,  Lockhart  Bays,  "  Death  has  laid  a  heavy  hand  njxin  that  circle — as  happy 
a  circle  as  I  believe  ever  met  Bright  eyes  now  cl'>s«'d  in  dust,  gay  voices  for 
ever  silenml,  seem  to  haunt  me  as  I  write.  With  three  exceptions,  they  are 
all  gone  Kven  since  the  last  of  these  volumes  was  finished,  she  wlmm  1  may 
now  sadly  record  as,  next  to  Sir  Walter  Scott  himself,  the  chief  ornament  and 
delight  at  all  those  simple  meeting* — she  to  whose  love  I  owed  my  own  place 
in  them — Scott's  eldest  daughter,  the  one  of  all  his  children  who  in  counte- 
nance, mind,  and  manners,  most  resembled  himself,  and  who  indeed  was  a-  like 
him  in  all  things  a<*  a  gentle  and  innocent  woman  can  ever  l«  to  u  great  man 
deeply  tried  and  skilled  in  the  struggles  and  j>crplexities  of  active  life— -she, 
too,  is  no  more." 

The  Life  of  Scot t  was  the  last  of  I/x-khart's  published  works.*  It  is  prob- 
able that  a  selection  from  hi*  articles  in  the  ({wirterly  will  apjH'ar,  to  match 
tbcec  of  Sydney  Smith,  Jeffrey,  Macaulay,  Mackintosh,  Hamilton,  and  others. 

•  Re  ntb^qveotlf  made  »n  ibrliljrrornt  of  II,  In  one  rolumc,  which  li  now  adopted,  at  • 
rat4inff-bovk,  U  man;  of  lb«  cchooU  in  Scotland  and  England  —  M. 
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It  is  known,  also,  that  he  has  written  a  work  on  the  Literary  History  of  lite 
Own  Time,  (chiefly  autobiographical,)  which  will  not  appear  until  after  his 
death.  There  is  some  expectation,  also,  that  he  will  assist  in  the  production 
of  a  biography  of  Professor  Wilson. 

Failing  health  compelled  him,  in  the  autumn  of  18.53,  to  terminate  his  edi- 
torial connection  with  the  Quarterly  Review,  and  pass  the  winter  in  the  south 
of  Europe.  He  returned  to  London,  in  the  spring  of  1854.  It  is  understood 
that  he  has  obtained  an  independence  by  the  prudent  application  of  his  pecu- 
niary gains  from  literature.  He  also  is  Auditor  of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall — 
a  lite-appointment,  the  duties  of  which  are  nearly  nominal,  while  the  salary 
has  been  variously  stated  at  from  £300  to  £1500  a  year.  It  is  nearer  the 
latter  than  the  former  amount. 

There  is  no  necessity  here  for  examining  into  the  general  literary  character 
and  merits  of  Mr.  Lockhart.  In  Blackwood's  Magazine  his  contributions  were 
marked  by  vigor,  sarcasm,  and  personality.  Time,  as  it  advanced,  brought 
more  serious  thought  and  more  sober  judgment.  The  fact  of  his  having  con- 
ducted the  Quarterly  Review,  for  seveu-and-twenty  years,  with  success,  suffi- 
ciently attests  his  ability. 

Those  who  best  knew  him  have  spoken  cordially  and  gratefully  of  his  kindly 
nature — among  these  were  Hogg,  Moore,  Sterling,  and  Haydon.  A  certain 
ttauteur  of  manner,  which  sometimes  was  even  supercilious,  lias  contributed  to 
strengthen  the  opinion  that  he  was  cold,  proud,  and  distant.  But  he  has  been 
afflicted  with  deafness  for  many  years, — an  ailment  which  naturally  checks  the 
geniality  of  one's  nature,  by  preventing  familiar  companionship.*  His  most 
determined  assailants,  at  home  and  abroad,  have  been  the  small  fry  of  literati, 
whom  his  casual  touch  has  almost  brushed  out  of  existence. 

From  them  I  turn  to  a  less  suspicious  and  more  impartial  witness.  The  late 
Rev  Edmund  D.  Griffin,  of  New-York,  visited  England  in  1829,  and  has  re- 
corded (too  briefly)  his  impressions  of  the  authors  whom  he  met  in  London. 
His  "  Pencillings "  contain  the  following, — "To  Moore,  Lockhart  offers  a 
Btrong  and  singular  contrast.  Tall,  and  slightly,  but  elegantly  formed,  his  head 
possesses  the  noble  contour,  the  precision  and  harmony  of  outline,  which  distin- 
guish classic  sculpture.  It  possesses,  too,  a  striking  effect  of  color,  in  a  com- 
plexion pale  yet  pure,  and  hair  as  black  as  the  raven's  wing.  Though  his 
countenance  is  youthful,  (he  seems  scarce  more  than  thirty,)  yet  I  should  c'esig- 
nate  reflection  as  the  prominent,  combined  expression  of  that  broad,  white  fore- 
head ;  those  arched  and  pencilled  brows ;  those  retired,  yet  full,  dark  eyes ;  the 
accurately  chiselled  nose ;  and  compressed,  though  curved  lips.  His  face  is 

*  Before  he  became  deaf,  Lockhart  had  an  idea  of  entering  into  political  life,  and  actually 
was  a  candidate,  at  one  time,  (though  he  never  proceedel  in^he  contest,)  for  the  parliamentary 
representation  of  the  borough  of  Weymouth.  He  declared  his  principles  to  be  those  of  extre'ne 
Toryism. — M. 
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too  tl.in,  perhaps,  for  mere  beauty  ;  but  this  defect  heightens  its  intellectual 
cbaiooter.*1 

To  this  personal  description,  may  suitably  be  apjwnded  Mr.  Griffin's  analy- 
Bis  of  lib  conversation.  He  says  :  "  Mr.  Lockhart  meantime,  though  he  seemed 
to  enjoy  the  pleasantries  of  others,  contributed  none  of  his  own.  Whatever 
In;  did  say  was  in  a  Scottish  accent,  and  exhibited  strong  sense  and  extensive 
reading.  Mr.  Washington  Irving  seems  to  be  one  of  those  men,  who,  like  Ad- 
dison,  have  plenty  of  gold  in  tlieir  pockets,  but  are  almost  destitute  of  ready 
change.  His  reserve,  however,  is  of  a  strikingly  different  cliaractcr  from  that 
of  the  Editor  of  the  Quarterly.  Tin?  one  appears  the  reserve  of  sensibility,  the 
other  that  of  thought.  The  taste  of  the  one  leads  him  ap[«vrently  to  examine 
the  suggestions  of  his  own  mind  with  such  an  over  scrupulosity,  tliat  he  seldom 
gives  them  utterance.  The  reflection  of  the  other  is  occupied  in  weighing  the 
sentiments  expressed,  and  se]mruting  the  false  from  the  true.  Mr.  Irving  is 
mild  and  bland,  even  anxious  to  please.  Mr.  Lockhart  is  abstracted  and  cold, 
almost  indifferent." 

The  sketch  of  Mr.  Lockhart  which  illustrates  this  volume,  was  executed  by 
Daniel  Maclise,  R.  A.,  (under  the  nomine  tie  crayon  of  A.  Croquis.)  and  ap- 
peared, in  August,  Ib3(),  in  /'Y«.<er'.s  Magazine,  as  the  third  of  the  "  Gallery  of 
Illustrious  Literary  diameters,"  which,  with  Maginn's  nicy  descriptions,  never 
exceeding  a  page,  ami  always  struck  off  at  a  moment's  notice,  formed  a  very 
attractive  feature  in  that  periodical,  for  many  years.  It  represents  him  busily 
smoking  his  sempiternal  cigar — the  use  of  tobacco,  in  that  shape,  being  one  of 
Lockhart's  small  vices. 

In  the  popular  edition  of  his  Life  of  Scott,  (Edinburgh,  1842,  in  large  8vo,) 
is  a  full-length  which  may  be  taken  as  authentic,  being  issued  by  himself.  It 
•hows  the  accuracy  of  Mr.  Griffin's  above-quoted  description.  In  the  very  in- 
teresting picture  by  Faed,  (from  which  a  fine  engraving  has  lately  been  issued, 
here,)  which  exhibits  Sir  Walter  Scott  and  his  Friends,  in  1825,  a  portrait  of 
Lockliart  occupies  tin;  centre,  between  Crabbe  and  Wordsworth,  and  i>  a 
Striking  and  characteristic  likeness. 


Mr.  Lockhart's  only  surviving  lineal  descendant  is  his  grand-daughter, 
born  in  1852,  only  child  of  Charlotte  Harriet  Jane  Lockhart  and  her  IIUH- 
^band,  James  Robert  Hope,  barrister,  now  of  Abbotsford.  This  child  in 
the  JaMt  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  family.  Mr.  Lockhnrt  returned  to  England 
early  in  1854,  nml  paused  the  summer  with  Mrs.  Hope,  his  daughter,  at 
Abbotttford,  where  he  died  November  25th,  !H."i4,  in  the  sixty-lbst  vear  of 
bit  rtge. 
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SCENE    I. —  Picardy    Place — Southeast    Drawing    Room — i%« 
SHEPHERD  Solus. 

Shepherd. — Perfec'  enchantment !  Ae  single  material  coal  fire 
multiplied  by  mirrors  into  a  score  of  unsubstantial  reflections,  ilka 
image  burnin'  awa'  as  brichtly  up  its  ain  shadowy  chimley,  as  the 
original  Prototeep!  Only  ye  dinna  hear  the  phantom-fires  murmur- 
ing about  the  bars — their  flickering  tongues  are  a'  silent — they 
might  seern  to  reek  at  a  puff  o'  the  Prototeep, — but  sic  seemin' 
wadna  dim  the  atmosphere  o'  this  splendid  Saloon.  The  refraction 
and  reflection  o'  light's  a  beautifu'  mystery,  and  I  wus  I  understood 
the  sceence  o'  optics.  And  yet  aiblins  it's  better  no — I  mightna 
then  wi'  sic  a  shudder  o'  instantawneous  delicht,  naething  short  o' 
religion,  glower  upon  the  rainbow,  the  apparition  o'  the  storm.  Let 
Pheelosophers  ken  causes — Poets  efFecks.  Ye  canna  ca'  him  an 
ignorawmus  that  kens  effecks — and  then  in  the  moral  world,  which 
belongs  to  men  o'  genius  like  Me  and  Burns,  there's  for  the  maist 
part  a  confused  but  no  an  obscure  notion  o'  causes  accompanying 
the  knowledge  o'  effecks — difficult  to  express  formally,  like  a 
preacher  in  his  poopit,  or  a  professor  in  his  chair,  but  coloring  the 
poetry  o'  effecks  wi'  the  tinge  o'  the  pheelosophy  o'  causes,  sae  that 
the  reader  alloos  that  reason  and  imagination  are  ane,  and  that  there's 
nae  truth  like  fiction.  O,  ye  bit  bonny  bricht  burning  fires,  there's 
only  ane  amang  ye  a'  that  gics  ony  heat !  A'  the  rest's  but  delusion 
— just  as  when  the  evening  star  lets  loose  her  locks  to  the  dews 
high  up  in  heaven,  every  pool  amang  the  mountains  has  its  Eidolon, 
sae  that  the  earth  seems  strewn  with  stars,  yet  a'  the  while  there's 
in  reality  but  ae  star,  and  her  name  is  Venus,  the  delicht  o'  goda 
and  men  and  universal  natur.  Ma  faith,  you're  a  maist  magnificent 
time-piece,  towerin'  there  on  the  mantel,  mair  like  a  palnce  wi'  thae 
ivory  pillars,  or  the  vera  temple  o'  Solomon !  To  what  a  heicht 
man  has  carried  the  mechanical  airts — till  they  become  imaginative  ! 
There's  poetry  in  .that  portal — mercy  on  us,  twa  figures  comin'  out, 
haun  in  haun,  frae  the  interior  o'  the  building  intijl  the  open  air 
VOL.  III.— 2 
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apparelled  like  wee  hit  Christians,  yet  nae  higger  than  fairies. 
Weel,  that's  beats  a* — first  the  tane  and  then  the  titber,  wi'  its  tiny 
siller  rod,  seeinin'  to  strike  the  chimes  on  a  sheet  o'  tinsel — ami  then 
aff  and  awa  in  ainang  the  ticks  o'  the  clock- wark  !  Puir  creturs, 
with  a'  their  fantastic  friskiness,  they  inann  1«  ad  a  slavish  life,  up 
and  out  to  their  wark,  every  hour  o'  the  day  and  nicht,  Sabbaths  and 
a1,  sae  that  they  haena  time  even  to  finish  a  dream.  That's  wan: 
than  human  life  itsell  ;  for  the  wee  midshipman  in  a  mun-o'-war  is 
aye  allooed  four  hours'  sleep  at  a  strcatch,  and  mair  than  that  is  the 
lot  o'  the  [  ui-.';.t  herd  calhuit,  wha,  haein  nae  paw  rents,  is  glad  to 
sair  a  hard  master,  withouten  ony  wage — a  plaid,  pan  itch,*"  and  a 
cauff  bed.f  Mony,  certes,  is  the  curious  contrivance  for  notin'  time  f 
The  hour-glass — to  my  m'n.d,  ibe  maist  impressive,  perhaps,  o'  them 
a' — as  ye  see  the  sand  perpetually  dreep-dreepin  awa'  momentarily 
— and  then  a'  dune  just  like  life.  Then,  wi'  a  touch  o'  the  haun,  or 
whawmle  in  which  there's  aye  something  baith  o'  feelin'  and  o' 
thocht,  there  begins  anither  era,  or  epoch  of  an  hour,  during  which 
one  o'  your  ain  bairns,  \\lia  has  In-en  lang  in  a  decline,  and  visited 
by  the  doctor  only  when  he's  been  at  ony  rate  passin'  by,  gies  a 
groanlike  sich,  and  \e  ken  in  a  moment  that  he's  dead — or  an  earth. 
quake  tumbles  down  Lisbon,  or  some  city  in  Calaitria,  while  a'  the 
folk,  men,  women,  and  children,  fall  down  on  their  knees,  or  are 
crushed  aU>lii»J  by  (ailing  churches.  "The  dial-stane  aged  and 
green," — ane  o' CainnuTs  fme  lines!  Houses  change  families,  not 
only  at  Michaelmas,  bat  often  on  a  sudden  summons  frae  death, 
there,  is  a  general  Hitting,  awa  a'thegilher  frae  this  side  o'  the  kintru, 
uane  o'  the  neebors  ken  whare;  and  sae,  ye  see,  dial-stanes  get 
green,  for  there  aie  nae  bairn's  hauns  to  pick  atlthc  moss,  and  it's  no 
muckle  that  the  Kohin  Kediireast  taks  t»r  his  nest  or  the  Kilty 
Wren,  h'.-  aften  been  a  inournfu'  t lux  lit  wi'  me,  that  o'  a'  the  dial' 
»tanes  1  ever  saw,  staunin'  in  a  sort  o'  circle  in  the  middle  o'  a  gar- 
den, or  in  a  nyeuck  o'  grunjj  that  might  ance  hae  been  a  garden,  just 
aa  you  gang  in  or  out  o'  the  vill.-tge,  or  in  a  kirk-yard,  there  was 
aye  something  wrang  wi'  them,  eillier  \\  i  the  linger  or  the  tace,  sac 
that  Time,  laughed  .it  his  ain  altar,  and  gied  it  a  kick  in  tin-  hygauu, 
till  it  begood  to  hang  a*  to  the.  tae-side  like  a  lieglcekit  tomi>htaiio 
ower  the  bane*  «>'  some  ane  or  it  her  buried  lang  afore  the  Covenant. 
Una  that  a  fiddle  on  the  brace-piece?  Let's  hawnle  her.  Ay,  just 
like  a'  the  lavejj — ae  string  wantin' — and  something  or  ither  wrang 
wi'  twu  or  three  prgn — sae,  that  when  ye  ukrew  up,  they'll  no  haud. 
the  grip.  Ne'er  the  I  ess,  I'll  play  m\>ell  a  bit  tune.  Got,  she's  no 
an  ill  fiddle — but  >ome  folk  can  bring  music  out  o'  a  boot-jack. 
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O    mo-ther,  tell    the    laird  o't,     Or     sair  -  ly     it     will  grieve  me,  O,   That* 


I'm  to  wake  the  ewes  at  night,  An'Annie's  to  gang  wi'      me,  O.  I'll  wake  the  owes  my 


night  about,    But  ne'er  wi'  ane  so  sau-cy,   O  ;  Nor  sit  my  lane  the  lee-lang  night, Wi' 

—--•-,    *-! 
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sic    a  scorn-fu'       las-sie,  O.  I'll    no  wake,  I'll  no  wake.  I'll  no       wake  wi' 

fl 
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An  -  nie,  O,  Nor  sit  my  lane  o'er  night  w'f  ane  Sae  tlmiward*  an'  un  -  oan-nie,  O 
Dear  son,  be  wise  an'  warie, 

But  never  be  unmanly,  0, 
I've  heard  yon  tell  another  tale 

0  young  an'  charming  Annie,  O. 
The  ewes  ye  wake  are  fair  enough, 

Up<»u  the  brae  sae  bonny,  O; 
But  the  laird  himsell  wad  gie  them  u', 

To  wake  the  night  wi'  Annie,  O. 
He'll  uo  wake,  <fce. 

I  tauld  ye  ear'.f  I  tauld  ye  late, 

That  lassie  waJ  trepan  ye,  O, 
In'  ilka  word  ye  bond  to  say, 

When  left  your  lane  wi'  Annie.  O. 
Tak'  my  a<lviee  this  night  for  ance. 

Or  beauty's  tongue  will  ban  ye.  O. 
Au'  sey  your  leel  auld  mother's  skecl, 

Ayont  the  moor  wi'  Annie  O. 
He'll  no  wake,  <fcc. 

The  night  it  was  a  simmer  night, 

AD'  0  the  glen  was  lanely,  0, 
For  just  ae  stornie's  gowden  ee 

Peep'd  o'er  the  hill  serenely,  0. 
The  twa  are  in  the  flow'ry  heath, 

Ayout  the  moor  sae  flnw'ry,  O, 
An'  but  ae  plaid  atwecu  them  baith. 

Au'  wasna  that  right  clowy,  O '( 
He  maun  wake,  <fec. 

*  Tltraieard  an'  uncannie, — cross-grained  and  dangerous      f  Ear', — early.— Mi 
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Neist  morning  at  his  mother's  knee, 

He  bless'd  her  love  unfeign'dly,  O  • 
An  aye  tin-  tear  fell  frae  his  ee. 

*  An'  aye  he  clasp'd  her  kindly,  O. 

Of  a'  my  griefs,  I've  got  aim-nils, 
Up  in  yon  glen  sac  grassy,  0. 
A  woman  only  woman  kens; 
Your  skill  has  won  my  lassie.  O. 

I'll  aye  wake,  I'll  aye  wake, 
I'll  aye  wake  wi'  Anuie.  O. 
I'll  ne'er  again  keep  wake  wi'  nne 
Sac  sweet,  sae  kiud,  an'  canoie,  O. 

I'm  no  in  bad  vice  the.  nicht — nnd  oh!  hut  the  saloon's  a  gran'  ha1 
for  singin'!  Here's  your  health,  and  sang,  sir.  Dog  on't,  if  I  didna 
believe  for  a  minute  that  your  linage  was  nnither  Man  !  I  didna 
a'thegither  just  like  this  room,  for  it's  getting  unco  like  a  Pandemo- 
nium. It  would  he  a  fearsome  room  to  get  fou  in — for  then  you 
would  sit  glowerin'  in  the  middle  o'  forty  fires,  and  yet  fear  that 
you  were  nae  Salamander.  You  wud  he  frichtened  to  stir,  in  case 
you  either  walkt-d  intil  the  real  rihs,  or  gaed  crash  through  a  lookin* 
glass  thinken't  the  'trance.  Tin  heginnin'  to  get  a  wee  dizzy — sae 
let  me  ait  down  on  this  settee.  Oh*!  Wow  but  this  is  a  sonsie  sofa ! 
It  wad  do  brawly  for  a  honeymoon.  It's  ancugh  o'  itsell  to  gar  a 
man  fa'  in  love  wi'  he  disna  ken  wha — or  the  ugliest  woman  o*  a' 
bis  hail  acquaintance.  I  declare  that  1  dinna  ken  whether  I'm  sittin' 
or  stannin',  or  Kin',  or  hnngin'  in  air,  or  dookin'  in  warm  water. 
The  leanest  o'  human  kind  wud  fin'  itseli  sail  and  plump,  on,  or  rather 
in,  sic  a  settee,  tor  there's  nae  kennin'  the  seat  frae  the  thing  shtin', 
and  aii<-'>  amalgamated,  to  use  a  chemical  word,  corporeally  wi'  the 
cushions,  and  part  and  parcel  o'  the  fringed  furniture  o'  a  room  tit 
to  be  the  Sanctum  Sanctorum  o1  the  Spirit  o'  Surdanapalus  after 
Apotheosis.  Sae  intense  is  the  luxury,  that  it  gars  me  unawares 
use  laiig-nehbed  classical  words,  in  preference  to  my  rnither  tongue, 
which  serins  ower  puir-like  and  impoverceshcd  for  gien  adequate 
expression  to  a  voluptuousness  that  laps  my  spirit  in  an  Oriental 
Elysium.  A  doubled  rose-leaf  would  be  felt  uncatily  below  my 
limbs  the  noo — yet  I  wud  lie  ower  steeped  in  luxurious  laziness  to 
allow  myHell  even  t<»  be  lifted  up  by  the  salt  fingers,  and  haiins,  and 
arms,  and  Hh<>uihcrs,  o'  a  train  o'  virgins,  till  the  lovelie-t  o'  them  a' 
inicht  redd  the  bed,  hlawin'  awa  the.  distuibin'  rose-leaf  wi'  her 
breath,  and  then  commanding,  with  her  dewy  e\  ne,  her  nymphs  to 
replace  the  Shepherd  midst  the  down,  and  sing  him  asleep  with  their 
choral  vespers.  Thocht*  gang  by  the  rule  o'  cuitrairies — that's  cer- 
tain mire — or,  what  could  inak  me  think  the  noo  ,,'  a  hard-bottomed 
kitrhen-chayre,  deep-worn,  bliddery,  ower  wee,  the  crazy  back  bent 
it.  agn'.nst  the  nape  o'  my  neck,  and  »'  the  fowur  legs  o'  different 
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staturs,  ane  o'  the  hint  anes  fit  f< >r  a  creepie,  the  tither  a  broken 
besom-stick,  for  a  rnakshift,  iiit-il  a  hole  far  ower  big;  the  foreanes 
like  them  o'  a  rnawkin,*  unco  short  for  sic.  lang  hint  anes,  the  tane 
stidcin'  out  sturdily  in  a  wrang  direction,  and  for  ever  treddin'  on 
folk's  taes — the  tither  constantly  crackin'  frae  some  cause  nae  car- 
pouter  could  ever  fin'  out,  and  if  you  sae  muckle  as  mooved,  dis- 
turbin'  the  reading  o'  the  chapter.  That  chav  re  used  aye  to  fa'  to 
me,  and  it  was  so  coggiy  that  it  couldna  sit  dooble,  sae  that  nae 
lassie  would  venture  to  drap  down  aside  y  ou  on't,  no,  not  even  gin  you 
were  to  take  her  on  til  your  verra  knee.  Wha  cou'd  hae  foreseen, 
in  thae  da\  s,  that  I,  Jamie  Hogg,  would  ever  hae  been  sittin'  on 
down  cushions,  covered  wi'  damask,  waitin  for  Christopher  North, 
in  Awmrose's  Hotel,  in  Picardy,  surrounded  wi'  mirrors  a'  ableeze, 
reflected  fires,  shintillating  wi'  gilt  mouldin's,  and  surmounted  wi' 
eagles'  beaks,  seemin'  to  haud  up  the  glitterin'  glasses  in  the  air  by 
golden  cords,  while  out  o'  the  mouths  o'  Jeopards  and  lions  depended 
chandeliers  o'  cut  crystal,  lustres  indeed,  dotted  wi'  wax  caundles, 
as  the  galaxy  wi'  stars,  and  filling  the  perfumed  Saloon  wi'  un- 
winkin'  light,  frae  the  Turkey  carpet  to  the  Persian  roof,  a  heicht 
that  it  would  be  fatal  to  fa'  frae,  and  that  a  pridefu'  poet  couldna 
houp  to  strike  wi'  his  head,  even  when  lowpiu'  and  dancin'  in  an 
Ode  and  Dream.  Methinks  I  see  my  father  and  my  mother!  my 
brothers  and  sisters  !  We  are  a'  sittin'  thegither — the  grown-up — 
the  liltle  and  the  less — the  peat-fire,  wi'  an  ash  root  in't,  is  bright 
and  vaporless  as  a  new-risen  star  that  ye  come  suddenly  in  sight 
o',  and  think  it  sae  near,  that  you  could  maist  grup  it  wi'  your  out- 
stretched haun.  What  voices  are  these  I  hear? — the  well-known, 
well-beloved  tones  of  lips  that  have  lang  syne  been  in  the  clay  ! 
There  is  the  bed  on  which  I  used  to  sleep  beside  my  parents,  when 
1  was  ca'd  "  Wee  Jamie,"  and  on  the  edge  o'  which  mony  a  time. 
when  I  was  a  growin'  callant,  hae  I  sat  with  the  lasses,  in  innocent 
dafiiri',  a  skirl  j  noo  and  then  half  waiikenin'  the  auld  man  asleep,  or 
pretendin'  to  be  sae,  by  the  ingle-iieuck.J  I  see  before  me  the  cover- 
let patched  with  a  million  pawtrons,  chance  being  the  kaleedoscope, 
and  the  harmony  of  the  colors  perfect  as  that  o'  a  bank  o'  flowers. 
As  for  mirrors,  there  was  but  ae  single  lookiu'  glass  in  a'  the  house, 
gayan  sair  cracket,  and  the  ising  rubbed  aft',  sae  that  ye  had  a  comi- 
cal face  and  queer,  when  you  shaved,  and  on  the  Sunday  mornin', 
when  the  family  were  busking  themseils  for  the  kirk,  it  gaed  glintin' 
like-  a  sunbeam  frae  ane  till  anither,  but  aye  rested  langest  afore  the 
face  o'  bonnie  Tibby  Laidlaw. 

Enter  MR.  AMBROSE  with  some  reindeer  tongues. 
Mr.  Ambrose.  A  present,  Mr.  Hogg,  from  the  Emperor  of  Russia 

•  Mawkin,—  a  hare,  t  Skirl, — shrill  cry.  t  Ingle-neuck, — chimney-corner.    fy  Busk, — d.'osi.  -M. 
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to  Mr.  North.  The  Emperor,  you  remember,  sir,  when  Dyke 
Nicholas,*  used  to  honor  Gabriel's  Road.  Asleep,  with  his  eves 
open  !  Exit  (retroijieJiena.) 

Shepherd.  Puir  Tibby  !  Mony  a  time  hue  1  tied  my  neckcloth 
extendin'  the  knot  intil  t  wa  white  rose-buds,  in  her  een  !  stannin' 
sac  close,  in  order  that  I  might  see  my  image,  that  the  mllles  o'  my 
Sabbath  sarkf  just  touched  her  breast-knot,  and  my  breath  amui>t 
lifted  up  the  Iove4uek  that  the  light-hearted  cretur  used  to  let  hang, 
as  if  through  carelessness,  on  ae  n»sy  cheek,  ju>t  al*uon  and  about  the 
rim  o'  her  wee,  white,  thin  Ing,  that  kent,  I  trow,  a'  the  tunes  ever 
sung  in  Scotland.  But — oh  !  that  lugj  listened  to  what  it  shouldna 
hae  listened  till — and  awa'  frae  the  Forest  fled  ils  Flower  wi'  an 
outlandish  French  prisoner  on  his  parole  at  Selkirk,  but  set  free  by 
the  short  peace,  lie  disappeared  from  her  ae  night  in  London,  ;nul 
she  became  a  thing  of  shame,  sin,  and  sorrow.  Years  afterwards  t.he 
begged  her  way  back  to  the  hnt  in  which  she  had  been  born — was 
forgiven  by  her  father  and  mother,  w  ha  had  never  had  any  other 
child  but  her — and,  ere  the  second  Sabbath  after  her  return,  she  was 
buried  decently  and  quietly,  and  without  many  tears,  in  the  kirk- 
yard,  where  she  had  for  many  springs  gathered  the  primroses;  for, 
although  her  life  had  latterly  been  thai  of  a  great  sinner,  noliody 
that  knew  her  attributed  that  sin  to  her,  pnir  crelur,  but  thocht  on 
her  as  ane  o1  thae  victims  that  the  Evil  One  is  permitted,  by  an  in- 
scrutable Providence,  to  choose  out  frae  aiming  the  maist  innocent 
o'  the  daughters  o*  men,  to  confound  all  that  would  put  their  trust 
in  human  virtue. — Was  Awmrose  no  in  the  room  tin-  noo  ?  Pie- 

•  The  firewnt  Emperor  of  Russia  Tinted  Edinburgh  in  I"1G — Nicholas,  tli-rJ  son  of  the 
Emperor  I'aut,  was  born  in  l"'Ji>.  and  received  a  good  education  In  1-17,  he  married  the  sUter 
ol  the  j.rewnt  King  of  I'ruuia  (Frederick  William  III.)  and  succeeded  to  the  throne  on  tUe 
death  of  hi.  brother  Alexander,  in  December.  I— i'i.  On  this  occasion  was  pre»enled  the  »inpu 
lar  spectacle  of  two  brother*  contending  wh»  should  mat  wear  the  imperial  purple.  The  Arch 
Duko  Coiislantine  wai  older  than  his  brother  Nicholas,  and  Czar  dt  ficla  on  the  death  of 
tHe  cnildleas  Alexander.  He  was  in  Warsaw,  as  Ciovrrnor  of  I'o.and  when  the  tidings  reached 
fiv  i'rterstiurgh.  Nicholas  immediate!  y  look  th«*  oaths  of  allegiance  to  Conslantme.  and  maJ* 
the  army  lake  them  also.  After  two  days  of  seclusion  and  grief,  when  Conslantine  was  in- 
formed of  his  brother'*  death,  he  announced  that,  with  the  full  sanction  of  the  late  Kmperur, 
b*  bad  renounced  his  right  uf  succession,  in  January.  1— .""J,  in  favor  of  Nicholas  The  act  ol 
renunciidon  was  deposited  in  the  archives  of  the  empire,  but  Nicholas  refuM-d  »»  act  upon  it, 
saying  tnat  it  wanted  the  force  of  i.  law,  and  that  if  Consiantine  wishni  Ui  exercise  thn  righl 
tt(  reaunetaUon.  he  must  do  so  afiesb.  After  an  interregnum  of  three  we<-ks.  Con»tanlin« 
Mrsistlac  in  renouncing  the  thrune,  Nicholas  ascended  it.  ConsUntine.  it  appears,  who  lisJ 
lived  unhappily  with  and  wa*  separatud  from  his  wife,  had  fallen  in  luve  with  a  beautiful  i'ulish 
IftHjr,  whom  be  married,  aftrr  oblainmi  a  divorce  from  his  first  wife.  Thi»  rr|>uiisal  in  l-'Jii, 
WM  mmrftmaiit.  (or  with  the  Iflt  hand.)  and  therefore  no  children  resulting  Iroui  it  nuld  be- 
•MM  Grand-Dukes  nor  sacfM-d  to  the  ih'une  The  condition  on  which  Alexander  hl*l  sane- 
Uoaed  the  divorce  and  permitted  tbe  **>cond  marriage,  was  that  Constantino  rrnounce  hu  nn,  e- 
(Ikl  beiriiorn,  whi<-b  was  legally  dune  and  accepted,  and  Cunstantine,  (ini>r«  irnacinus  ol  ln» 
•OBOT  as  "  a  (••tleioan,"  than  Nicholas  haa  lately  been  )  insisted  u|>on  its  bong  a.  trj  uj-.n 
From  hu  aocexion.  Nicholas  has  been  anumted  by  one  pnrpoe*— of  enlarging  tne  lemtorr  >nd 
•ugmeating  the  power  and  induence  of  Kuesia.  To  elfert  this,  he  Wcain*  involved  in  a  »ii 
with  Turkey,  soun  after  he  bvcame  Ciar,  and  bis  second  attack  on  the  Sultan,  involving 
Kvripe  in  a  genera:  contest,  and  bringing  r'rance  and  England  in  Una  alliance,  b 
(IPIA  U»e  sai&e  cause). ^M. 

f  .V4r*,--a  shirt      t    /.«/.— an  ear  — M. 
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serve  us!  what  a  tot  o'  tongues!  And  it's  me  that  used  to  fin'  fiiut 
wi'  Shakspeare  for  putting  lang  soliloquies  into  the  mouths  of  his 
chief  characters  !  Now,  this  seems  to  be  the  pheelosophy  «»'  the 
soliloquy  : — either  you  are  in  the  habit  o'  speaking  to  yourself  in 
real  lite  or  no — if  you  are,  then  it  follows  o'  coorse,  that  you  ought 
to  lose  no  opportunity,  if  puttin'  intil  a  play,  o'  communicatin'  your 
sentiments  or  opinions  to  yoursell  in  private,  when  there  is  none  by 
to  break  the  thread  o'  your  discourse.  If  you  are  not,  then  you  must 
never  be  left  by  yoursell  in  a  scene ;  for  nae  actor,  when  he  is 
manet  solus,  is  allowed,  by  the  laws  o'  the  drama,  to  say  nor  do 
naething — but  just  to  walk  about,  or  to  sit  down  on  a  chayre  in  the 
middle  o'  the  room,  whirling  his  hat,  or  counting  his  fingers.  To 
soliloquize  seems  natural  to  a  hantle  o'  folk — and  that's  reason 
aneuch  to  authoreeze  the  practice  on  the  stage.  Neither  am  I  sure 
th.it.  soliloquies  are  aye  short  or  shortish — for  I  ance  keepit  speakin' 
to  mysell,  1  recolleck,  a'  the  way  frae  the  Gray  Mare's  Tail  to  Mount 
Benger.  The  fack  is,  that  the  Sowl,  when  up  wi'  ony  strong  passion, 
expresses  a'  it  feels  chiefly  to  itsell,  even  when  it  seems  to  be 
addressin'  ithers  that  happen  to  be  present  at  the  hour  o'  trouble 
The  sumphs  think  it's  poorin'  itsell  out  to  them,  for  the  sake  o'  their 
sympathies,  whereas  it's  in  a  manner  beside  itsell  ;  and  the  tane 
talks  till  the  tither,  as  if  they  were  twa ;  but  there's  only  aue — 
speaker  and  hearer  being  the  same  Sowl — and  the  triflin'  creturs 
that  are  in  the  room  at  the  time,  being  little  mair  than  sae  mony 
chairs — the  tongs  or  the  poker — or  him  that  they  ca'  the  Speaker  o' 
the  Hoose  o'  Commons.  But  I'm  gettin'  as  hoarse  as  a. craw — and 
had  better  ring  the  bell  for  a  jug.  Deevil  tak  the  worsted  bell-rape 
— see  if  it  hasna  bracken  short  aff,  leaving  the  ring  in  my  haun  ' 
Mercy  on  us,  whatten  a  feet  o'  flunkeys  in  the  trance  ! 

(Door  .flies  open — and  enter  TICKLER — NORTH,   supported  by 
MR.  AMBROSE.) 

What  a  queer  couple  o'  auld  fellows,  a'  covered  wi'  cranreuch  !* 
Is't  snawin'.  sirs  ? 

Tickler.  Snawin',  my  dear  James! — Sleeting,  hailing,  raining, 
driving,  and  blasting,  all  in  one  unexpected  coalition  of  parties,  to 
the  utter  discomfort  and  dismay  of  all  his  Majesty's  loyal  sub- 
jects. 

Shepherd.  And  hae  you  wawked  up,  like  twa  fules,  frae  Bavv- 
hannan  Lodge,  in  sic  an  eerie  nicht,  knee-deep  in  mire,  glaur,  and 
sludge  ? 

Tickler.  One  of  North's  coach-horses  is  sick,  and  the  other  lame 
—  and- * 

•  Crtmreuck, — saow  or  hoar-frost. — M. 
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SfifyherJ.  Gitch  me  keepin'  a  cotch.  It  costs  Mr.  North  fi?e 
guineas,  every  hurl  —  and  him  that's  gettin'  sae  narrow  too,*  —  Imt 
Pride  !  hech,  sirs,  Pride  pets  the  rnaister  o'  avarice  —  and  he'll  no 
condescend  to  hire  a  haiekney.  Dinna  melt  in  the  Saloon,  sii-  — 
gang  intill  the  tran<v>,f  and  then  come  back  glitterin'  like  twa  ser- 
pents as  you  are,  twa  Boa-Constrictors,  or  rather  Rattlesnakes,  wi' 
your  forked  tongues,  and  wee  red  piercin*  een.  growin'  aye  mair  and 
inair  venomous,  as  ye  begin  to  bask  and  beck  in  the  hearth-heat, 
and  turn  about  the  heads  o'  you  to  spy  whom  you  may  fasten  on, 
lick  a1  ower  wi'  glue,  and  then  draw  them  into  your  jaws  by  suc- 
tion. crashin'  their  banes  like  egg-shells,  and  then  hiss-bissin'  to  ana 
anilher  in  weel-pleased  fierceness,  after  your  ain  natur,  which  mony 
a  puir  tortirt  cretur  has  kent  to  his  cost  to  be  without  pity  and  with- 
out ruth  —  ye  Sons  o'  Satan  ! 

North.  Thank  ye,  my  dear  James,  fir  all  your  kind  inquiries. 
Quite  well,  except  being  even  deafer  than  usual,  or  — 

Shepherd.  Ne'er  mind,  sir;  I'll  mak  y  >u  hear  on  the  deafest  side 
o'  jour  head.  But  whare's  the  siller  ear  trumpet? 

Tickler.  Buchanan  Lodge,  James,  was  stealthily  entered  a  few 
nights  ago  by  some  rejected  contributors,  in  a  mere  jeu  d'esprit,  — 
and  a  Shabby-genteel  was  observed  by  one  of  the  police,  this  very 
afternoon,  driving  South  in  what,  appeared  to  be  a  hired  gig,  and 
attempting  to  make  North's  ear-trumpet  perform  the  part  of  a 
bugle.  He  immediately  gave  chase,  and  has,  doubtless,  overtaken 
the  depredator  at  Fushee  Bridge  or  Torsonce. 

S/tepherd.  The  neist  article  my  gentleman  sends,  maun  be  on  the 
Tread  Mill.  But  what's  North  fummlin'  at  yonner  ?  Odd,  he's 
just,  for  a'  the  warld,  like  a  wee  bit  corn  stack,  frosted  and  poothered 
over  wi'  rime.J  Noo  Mr.  Awmrose  has  gotten  him  out  o'  the 
theikin',  —  and  oh!  but  he  looks  genteel,  and  like  a  verra  nobleman. 
in  that  speck  and  span  new  blue  coat,  wi'  big  yellow  buttons;  nor 
wad  that  breast  ill  become  a  star.  Reel  roun'  his  throne,  Mr. 
Awmrose. 

(MR.  AMBKOSB  wheels  MR.  NORTH  in  the  patent  chair  (o  the 
off-door  side  of  thejire,  teltiny  his  fwislool,  and  de/tositiny 
tJte  crutch  in  its  own  niche,  leaning  on  the  pedestal  of 
Apollo.) 

Tickler.  Heaven  and  earth,  James,  are  you  well,  my  dear  friend  ? 
You  se»'in  reduced  to  a  mere  shadow. 

Shepherd.  Reduced  to  a  mere  shadow  !  I'm  thinkin',  sir,  you'll 
*ae  been  rnistakin'  your  nain  figure  in  the  glass  for  me  the  noo— 

North.  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Ambrose.     Family  all  well  ?     That's  right 


JV«rr»«,—  vtiafT.    t  7V«»«,—  ««tr»»c«.    t  Kimt,—  hoM^Crwt.—  &L 
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—that's  right.  Where's  the  Shepherd  ?  Lord  bless  me,  James, 
are  you  ill  ? 

Shepherd.  Me  ill!  What  the  deevil's  to  mak  me  ill?  But 
you're  baith  jokin',  noo,  sirs. 

Tickler.  Pardon  my  weakness,  James,  but  I  had  a  very  ugly 
dream  about  you — and  your  appearance — 

Shepherd.  Ma  appearance  ?  What  the  deevil's  the  matter  wi' 
ma  appearance  ?  Mr.  North,  am  I  luckin'  ony  way  out  o'  health? 
— (Aside.) — Aye — aye,  my  lads,  I  see  what  you're  ettlin  at  noo — 
but  I'm  no  sae  saft  and  simple's  I  look  like — (Aloud.) — You  had  an 
ugly  dream,  Mr.  Tickler, — what  was't  about  ?  Let's  hear't. 

Tickler.  That  you  were  dead,  James — laid  out — coffined — biered 
— buried — superscribed — and — 

Shepherd.  Houkit  up  by  half  a  dizzen  resurrection-men — driven 
by  nicht  in  a  gig  to  Embro',  and  sell  for  three  pounds  ten  shillings 
to  a  lecturin'  surgeon,  for  a  subject  o'  demonstration  afore  a  schule 
o'  young  doctors ;  and  after  that,  an  atomy  in  Surgeon's  Ha'.  Do 
ye  ken,  Mr.  Tickler,  that  I  wud  like  gran'  to  see  you  disseckit.  That 
is,  after  you  was  dead — for  I'm  no  wishin'  you  dead  yet,  although 
you  plague  me  sairly  sometimes  ;  and  are  aye  tryin',  I  winna  say 
wi'  what  success,  to  be  witty  at  my  expense.  I  wish  you  a'  happi- 
ness, sir,  and  a  lang  life — but  I  houp  1  may  add  without  offence, 
that  gin  ye  was  fairly  and  bonny  feedy  dead — I  wud  like  to  see  the 
corp  disseckit,  no  on  a  public  table,  afore  hunners  o'  glowering  gaw- 
puses,  but  in  a  parlor  afore  a  few  chosen  peers,  sic  as  Mr.  North, 
there,  and  Odoherty  ;  and  A  who,  by  the  way,  would  be  happy,  I 
dinna  doubt,  to  perform  the  operation  himsell,  and  I  could  answer 
for  his  doin't  wi'  a  haun  at  ance  firm  and  tender,  resolute  and 
respectfu',  for  ae  man  o'  genius  is  aye  kind  to  anither  on  a'  sic  occa- 
sions ;  and  A  would  cut  you  up,  sir,  as  delicately  as  you  were  his 
ain  father.* 

Tickler.  Is  it  to  give  a  flavor  to  the  oysters,  James,  that  you 
talk  so?  Suppose  we  change  the  subject. 

Shepherd.  We  shall  leave  that  to  A,  sir.  There's  nae  need  for 
changin'  the  subject  yet;  besides,  dinna  ye  introduce't  yoursell,  by 
offerin'  to  receet  your  ugly  dream  about  my  decease?  But — 

North.  My  dear  James,  I  have  left  you,  by  my  last  will  and  tes- 
tament, my  skull. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  my  dear  sir,  but  I  take  that  verra  vera  kind.  I'll 
hae't  siller  munted — the  tap  o't — tliat  is,  the  organ  o'  veneration, 
which  in  you  is  enormous — sawn  afflike  thato'  acocko-nit,  and,  then 
fastened  on  for  a  lid  by  a  hinge — and  I'll  keep  a'  ma  manuscrippa 
in1! — and  also  that  wee  stereoteep  Bible  you  gied  me  that  beautiful 

*D.  M.  Moir.  the  Delta, of  Blackwood's  Magazine,  was  a  surgeon,  and  practiced  at  Mussel- 
burgh,  near  Edinburgh  — M. 
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Sunday  simmer  night  we  spak  sac  seriously  about  religion,  when 
tht-  MID  was  settin*  sae  gloriously,  and  the  profound  hush  o'  nature 
seemed  o'  itsell  an  assurance  o'  immortality.  Mr.  Tickler,  will  ye 
no  leave  me  your  skull,  too,  as  weel's  the  cremonu  that  I  ken's  in  a 
codocil,  to  staun  cheek  by  jowl  wi'  Mr.  North's,  on  the  tap  o'  my 
mahogany  leebrary  ? 

Tickler.  Be  it  so,  James — but  the  bequest  must  be  mutual. 

Shepherd.  I  hae  nae  objections — there's  my  thumb  I'll  ne'er  lie- 
guilt;  you.  Oh,  sir !  but  1  wad  look  unco  gash  on  a  bit  pedestal  in 
the  parlor  o'  Southside,  when  you  were  enterteenin'  your  sum'  snug 
pairties  wi'  anecdots  o'  the  Shepherd.  There's  something  pleasant 
in  the  thocht,  sir,  for  I'm  sure  ye  wad  tell  nae  ill  o'  me — and  (hut 
you  wud  every  Saturday  nicht  wipe  the  dust  frae  my  skull  wi'  a 
towel,  mutterin'  perhaps  at  a  time,  "Alas,  poor  Yoritk  !" 

Tickler.  James,  you  affect  me — you  do  indeed — 

Shepherd.  Silly  fules,  noo,  were  they  to  oweihear  us  jock  in'  and 
jeerin'  in  this  gate  about  ane  anither's  skulls,  wud  ca'  us  Atheists, 
and  deny  our  richt  to  Christian  l>urial.  Hut  what  signifies  a  >kull  ? 
The  shell  of  the  flown  bird,  said  Swnouides,  u  pensive  pool  of  old* — 
for  whose  sake  would  that  I  could  read  Greek — though  1  fancy  there 
are  o'  him  but  some  sma'  and  uncertain  remains. 

North.  Religion,  James,  follows  the  bird  in  her  flight,  and  beholds 
her  alight  in  heaven. 

Shepherd.  Yet  that's  nae  reason  for  treatin'  a  skull  irreverently 
— play  in'  tricks  wi't — piltin'  a  cigaur  in  its  teeth — or  a  wig  on't— 
or  tryin'  to  stick  spectacles  afore  the  howesf  o'  what  was  mice  its 
een — without  ony  brig  o'  a  nose  for  them  to  rest  on — or  whisperin' 
intill  its  wide-open  but  deaf,  deaf  lugs,  some  amusin'  maitter  frae 
ane  o'  the  Nodes  AmbrosituuB  !  There's  nae  reason  for  haudin'  up 
a  caulker  o'  Glenlivet  to  its  gab,  and  askin'  the  silent  skull  for  a 
sentiment — or  to  join,  as  it  used  to  do,  till  its  very  sutures  were 
like  to  split,  in  a  Three  times  Three!  There's  nae  reason  for  ca'in' 
npon't  for  a  sang,  true  as  its  ear  aince  was,  and  its  tongue  like  sil- 
ver— for  a  sang  either  tragic  or  comic — ony  mair  than  there  is  for 
playin'  at  bowls  wi't  on  the  green,  or  at  fit-ha'  or  girin'  it  evrn  to 
the  bairns,  if  they  hae  courage  to  aceepp  o't,  instead  o'  a  turnip,  to 
frighten  folk  wi'  a  cawnle  low  within  its  banes  by  the  side  o'  a  kirk- 
yard  wa'  on  Halloween.  In  short,  there's  nae  need  either  for  despair 
or  ilnfiin',  when  a  man  takes  the  skull  o'  a  freen  into  his  haun,  or 
looks  at  it  on  the  mantel-piece,  it's  a  inemtnty  mori  o1  friendship — 
and  at  a'  \eventa,  UIIH'I  far  better  think  ye,  sirs,  for  a  skull  to  be 
•tannin'  decently  us  a  n  lie  or  beipu-t,  in  a  warm  cozy  parlor  like 

•  HiotoBidn,  tlM  GfMk  |ikl!o»o|.h«r.  who  r»c»llrd   in   lyric  poetry  and  «I«B7.  wo»  burn  It  Q 
8V>,  ••  UM  Uland  if  CM»,  »oO  died   »gr<l  t*J  at  iti*  Court  of  Ui«ro,  King  of  tJyncuM.— X. 
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that  at  Mount  Benger,  Southside,  or  Bawhannan  Lodge,  than  deep 
down  within  the  clayey  cauldness — the  rotten  corruption  o'  a  great 
city  kirkyard,  o'  which  the  hail  ->ile  is  a  decomposition  o'  flesh  and 
banes,  as  if  ae  vast  corp  filled  a'  the  burial  grund — and  ye  canna 
stick  in  a  pick  without  hittin'  the  splinter  o'  the  coffin'? 

North.  James,  many  a  merry  Christmas  to  us  all.     What  a  jug 

Shepherd.  It's  an  instinck  wi'  me  noo,  rnakin'  het  whisky  toddy.* 
A'  the  time  o'  our  silly  discourse  about  our  skulls,  was  I  steerin' 
about  the  liquid,  plumpin'  in  the  bits  o'  sugar,  and  garrin'  the  green 
bottle  gurgle — unconscious  o'  what  J  was  about — yet,  as  ye  observe, 
sir,  wi'  your  usual  sagacity,  "  What  a  jug  !" 

Tickler.  There  is  no  such  school  of  temperance  as  Ambrose's  in 
the  world — a  skreed  in  any  room  of  his  house  clears  my  head  for  a 
month,  and  restrings  my  stomach  to  such  a  pitch  of  posver,  that, 
like  an  ostrich,  I  can  digest  a  nail  or  a  cork-screw. 

North.  Sobriety  is  the  strength  of  our  physical,  moral,  and  intel- 
lectual life.  But  how  can  any  man  hope  to  continue  long  sober, 
who  calumniates  cordial  conviviality — misnames  fun  folly,  and  mirth 
malignity — turns  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes  at  humor,  because  it  is 
broad,  broad  as  the  sea  in  the  sunshine — who  in  his  false  wisdom 
knows  not  what  real  wit  is,  or,  half  knowing  it,  turns  away, 
abashed  and  detected  from  its  corruscations  that  are  ever  harm- 
less to  the  truly  good,  and  wither  only  the  weak  or  the  wicked — 
who 

Shepherd.  Stap,  sir — stap — for  you'll  never  be  able  to  fin'  your 
way,  at  this  time  o'nicht,  out  o'  sic'  a  sentence.  It's  o'  a  perplexin' 
and  bewilderin'  kind  o'  construction,  and  I'll  defy  mortal  man  to 
make  his  escape  out  o't  without  breakin'  through,  in  perfect  despe- 
ration, a'  the  rules  o'  grammar,  and  upsettin'  Dr.  Syntax  at  the  door 
o'  a  parenthesis. 

North.  Never  shall  Sot  be  suffered  to  sit  at  our  Symposium, 
James.  Not  even  the  genius  of  a  Sheridan • 

*The  mystery  of  making  whisky-punch  comes  with  practice.  The  sugar  should  be  first 
dissolved  in  a  small  quantity  of  water,  which  must  be  what  the  Irish  call  "  screeching  hot." 
Next  throw  in  the  wiiisky.  'I  hen  add  a  thin  shaving  of  fresh  lemon  peel.  Then  add  the 
rest  of  the  water,  so  that  the  spirits  will  be  a  third  of  the  mixture.  Lastly, — Drink  !  Lemon- 
jnice  is  deleterious  and  should  be  eschewed  What  is  called  '•  Father  Maguire's  receipt  fur 
making  Punch."  is  more  simple  than  the  above.  It  runs  thus, — First  put  in  your  sugar,  then 
add  Ihe  whisky —and  r»  :ri/  ilri>/>  iif  icnter  ifter  t/int  sixiil.i  Ike  punch!  Glasgow  I'unch  is  cold. 
To  moke  a  quart  jug  of  it,  melt  the  sugar  in  a  little  water.  Squeeze  a  couple  of  lemons  through 
a  small  hair-strainer,  and  ii.ix.  This  is  Sherbet,  and  half  the  battle  consists  in  its  beiny  well- 
made.  Then  add  old  Jamaica  rum,  in  the  proportion  of  one  to  six.  Finally,  cut  two  limes 
in  two.  and  run  each  section  rapidly  round  the  edge  oi  the  jug.  eently  squeezing  in  some  ot 
this  more  delicate  acid  to  complete  the  flavor.  This  mixture  is  very  insinuating,  and  lea"»s 
those  who  freely  take  it,  the  legacy  of  splitting  headaches,  into  the  day-use  of  which  they  c»u 
enter  the  next  morning  !  OI  hot  punch,  however,  though  containing  double  the  quantity  oi 
alcoholic  spirit,  it  is  buaslingly  said.  "There  is  nota  headache  in  a  hogshead  ol  it."  In  tne 
rural  parts  of  Scotland,  at  the  harvest-home,  1  have  seen  the  punch  made  in  small  wooden 
tubs  which,  as  made  to  contain  the  fourth  part  of  a  boll  of  corn,  is  called  a  lirlut.  The  quan 
tity  of  this  punch  those  rn-m  can  and  do  drink  in  Scotland,  is  wonderfully  large.  At  the 
"Nodes/'  it  will  be  noticed,  the  punch  xax  always  hot. — M 
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Shepherd  Pshewwhooho — the  genius  o'  Sheridan !  O,  sir,  but 
his  c»inedies  are  cauMrife  composition;  and  the  hail  t«>t  of  them's 
no  worth  the  warst  Noctes  Ambrosianae  that  ever  Maister  Gurney, 
that  gentleman  o'  the  press,  extended  frae  out  o'  short  hann.  His 
mind  had  baith  pint  and  glitter — but  sae  has  a  preen.  Sheridan  had 
but  a  sma'  sowl — and  even  his  oratory  was  feeble,  false,  and  fushion- 
less ;  and  airc  o*  the  auld  Covenanters  wad  hae  row  ted  him  doon 
intil  a  silent  ceepher  on  the  hillside,  makin'  him  tin'  what  elo- 
quence is,  no  made  up  o'  patches  frae  ither  men's  pamphlets,  and  o' 
lang  accounts  and  statements,  interlarded  wi'  rancid  rant,  and  faded 
figures  new  dyed  like  auld  claes  that  do  weel  aneuch  by  caunlelight, 
but  look  desperate  shabby  in  the  day  time — wi'  remarks,  forsooth, 
on  human  life  and  the  principles  of  Eternal  Justice — nae  less — o' 
which  the  unhappy  neerdoweel  keiit  inuckle,  nae  doubt — having 
never  read  a  good  and  great  book  a'  his  days,  and  associated  chiefly 
with  the  vilest  o'  vile 

North.  James — what's  the  meaning  of  all  this?  These  sudden 
burst? 

Shepherd.  I  canna  thole  to  hear  sic  a  sot  as  Sherry  aye  classed  wi* 
Pitt  and  Burke. 

Tickler.  Nur  I.  A  couple  of  clever  comedies  —a  few  elegant  epi- 
logues— a  so-so  opera — some  spirited  specchifyings — a  few  fitful 
flashes — some  composed  corrugations  of  conversational  wit — will 
these  make  a  great  man  1*  Bah  !  As  to  his  faults  and  failing-*,  on 
their  ashes  we  must  tread  tenderly 

North.  Yes;  but  we  must  not  collect  them  in  an  urn,  and  weep 
over  them  in  maudlin"*  worship.  He  was  but  a  town-wit  after  all, 
and  of  a  very  superficial  fancy.  He  had  no  imagination. 

Shepherd.  No  a  grain.  He  could  say  sharp  things  upon  blunt 
people — turn  a  common  thocht  wi'  a  certain  neatness,  that  gied  it, 
at  first  hearin',  an  air  o'  novelty  ;  and  an  image  bein'  to  him  rather 
a  rare  occurrence,  he  polished  it  air  till  the  pncble  seemed  a  diamond  ; 
but  after  a'  it  coudria  write  on  glass,  and  was  barely  worth  settin'  in 
the  warst  g«M>ld.  He  wanted  copiousness,  ferteelity,  richness,  va- 
reeity,  feel  in1,  truth  o'  natur,  sudden  inspiration,  poor  o'  thocht;  ami 
as  for  either  beauty  or  sublimity,  he  had  a  fause  notion  o'  them  in 
words,  and  nae  notion  o'  them  at  a'  in  things,  and  never  drew  a  tear 
or  garr'd  the  reader  grue  in  a'  his  days.  PecMiro  alone  proves  him 
to  hau  had  nae  real  HOW!  ;  for  though  the  subj.  ct  be  patriotism,  and 
Ji.-fi  t  \ .  and  independence,  it*8  a'  naething  Inn  flummery,  and  a  frit- 
ter o'  gran'  soundin'  senseless  words,  that  gang  in  at  tlie-luc  lug  and 

•  Hjftm'i  •rtimau  ol  Sheridan  WM  »»ry  high.  II*  conndrred  tnat  whal*r«r  he  had  do«« 
••  »u  f*r  tittlltxtr,  alwar*  the  Irtl  o(  it*  kind."  and  named  thr  romftdy  of  th«  School  for 
8cm»4»l  tt»«  opera  of  th«  |)umn».  Ill*  fare*  of  ib«  Critic.  th«  M»n»i»gu*  nn  (tirrick,  and  th« 
fanii  bk  lUgr-m  «i**ch  (in  W*rr»n  )l»lin(«'  inalt  u  r»-|-.-ti<rl»  th*  b»»t  of  lb«ir  diff«r«nt 
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out  at  the  tither,  like  great  big  bumrnin'  blue-bottle  flees  on  a  sinny 
day,  in  a  room  wi'  cross  lichts — the  folk  at  their  toddy  half-wonderio' 
and  half  angry  wi'  the  pompous  insecks.  Better  far  the  bonny,  licht, 
spatty,  and  mealy-winged,  aerial  butterflee.  that  keeps  waverin'  frae 
flower  to  firmament,  useless  but  beautifu',  and  remembered,  tor  sake 
o'  its  silent  mirth  and  motion,  after  the  bit  gaudy  ephemeral  has  s;ink 
down  and  expired  amidst  the  evening  dews.  And  oh,  how  many  thou- 
sand times  mair  preferable,  the  bit  broon  busy  bee,  that  has  a  sting, 
but  gin  ye  let  it  alane  will  sting  naebody,  that  selects,  by  instinct, 
aye  the  sweetest  flowers,  rare  as  they  may  lie  in  the  weedy  wild,  and 
wi  cheerfu'  murmur,  returns  wax  or  honey-laden,  at  the  gloamin',  to 
its  straw-theeked  skep  in  the  garden-nyeuck,  and  continues,  wi'  the 
rest  o'  its  innocent  and  industrious  nation,  to  sing  a'  nicht  lang.  when 
a'  the  een  o'  heaven  hae  closed,  and  no  a  breath  is  stirrin'  out  ower 
a'  the  hills,  trees,  o.r  castles. 

Tickler.  WouJd  you  believe  it,  Hogg,  that  it  is  no  unusual  thing 
for  droves  of  numbseulls  to  come  driving  along  these  lobbies,  poking 
their  low-browed  stupidities  into  every  parlor,  hoping  to  surprise  us 
at  a  Noctes  Ambrosianse,  and  wondering  what  can  possibly  .iutve  be- 
come of  us,  with  their  great  big  gray  goggle  eyes,  sticking  boiled- 
lobster-like  out  of  their  dirty-red  physiognomies,  with  their  clumsy 
gift  of  tongues  lolling  out  of  their  blubber-lipped  mouths,  m  a  sort 
of  speechless  slaver,  their  very  nostrils  distended  and  quivering  with 
vulgar  perplexity  and  disappointment,  and  an  ear  seemingly  nailed 
to  each  side  of  their  ignorance-box,  somewhere  about  the  size  of  a 
small  kibboek1? 

Shepherd.  Whaten  a  fricht  they  wud  get,  gin  they  were  tv  find  us  ! 
The  sumphs  wud  swarf* 

North.  They  know  not,  James,  that  a  single  tap  of  the  crutch  on 
the  floor  enchants  us  and  our  orgies  into'instant  invisibility.  Hunt 
the  dew-drops  after  they  have  fled  from  before  the  sun-rising — the 
clouds  that  have  gone  sailing  away  over  the  western  horizon,  to  be 
in  at  the  sun-setting — the  flashing  and  foaming  waves  that  have  left 
the  sea  and  all  her  isles  in  a  calm  at  last — the  cushats  still  murmur- 
ing on  farther  and  farther  into  the  far  forest,  till  the  sound  is  now 
faint  as  an  echo,  and  then  nothing — golden  eagles  lost  in  light,  and 
raging  in  their  joy  on  the  very  rim  of  this  globe's  attraction — during 
t!u-  summer  heats,  the  wild  flowers  that  strew  the  old  woods  of  Ca- 
ledon  only  during  the  pure  snowy  breath  of  the  earth-brightening 
spring — the  stars,  that  at  once  disappear  with  all  their  thousands,  at 
the  howl  of  the  midnight  storm — the  lightnings  suddenly  intersecting 
the  collied  night,  and  then  oflfand  away  forever,  quicker  than  forgot- 
ten thoughts — the  grave-mounds,  once  so  round  and  green,  James, 


*  Jlnglice, — the  fools  would  swoon  — M. 
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and  stopped  over  so  tenderlv  !>y  footsteps  goim;  towards  the  low 
door  «if  tin-  little  kirk,  hut  all  gone  MOW,  James, — kirk,  kirk  \anl  and 
all.  James — and  not  a  house  in  all  the  whole  parish,  that  has  not  lieeii 
iiianv  times  over  and  over  again  pulled  down — altered — rebuilt,  till 
a  irliost.  could  he  but  loosen  himself  from  the  strong  till.  an>i  iai-e 
up  his  head  from  among  a  twenty-acre  field  of  turnips  and  potatoes, 
nini  peas,  would  know  not  his  «>wn  boniiic  birth-plaee,  and  «i>-ath- 
pi. ne  too,  once  so  fringed  and  fragrant  with  brush-wood  over  all  ils 
knolls,  with  whins,  and  broom,  and  harebell*,  and  in  moist,  moorland 
plaet->.  .lames,  beautiful  with  "green  grows  the  rashes  o',"  and  a  lit- 
tle Inch,  clear  as  any  well,  and  always,  always  when  you  lay  d<>\\u 
and  drank,  cool,  cold,  chill,  and  soul-restoring — now  drained  for  the 
sake  of  marl,  and  forsaken  by  the  wild  swans,  that  used  to  descend 
from  heaven  in  their  perfect  whiteness,  for  a  moment  fold  up  their 
sounding  pinions,  and  then,  hoi>ting  their  wings  for  sails,  g.»  vei-ring 
like  ships  on  a  pleasure-cruise,  all  up  and  down  in  every  direction, 
obeying  the  air-like  impulses  of  inward  happiness,  all  up  and  down, 
James;  such  heavenly  air-aiid-water-woven  world,  as  your  own  St. 
Mary's  .Loch,  or  Loch  of  the  Lowes,  with  its  odd,  silent,  ruined 
chapel,  and  one  or  two  shepherd'.'  houses,  as  silent  as  the  chapel,  but 
a-  \  "ii  may  know  from  the  smoke,  old,  but  not  ruined,  and,  though 
silent,  alive! 

Tickler.  Hurra!  hurra!  hurra! 

Slu-jtherd.  O,  man,  North,  but  you  are  a  barefaced  eemetawtor  o' 
me!  You  never  wud  hae  spoken  in  that  gate,  a'  your  days,  had  you 
never  kent  me,  and  hearkened  till  me,  when  Nature  lets  me  low.se, 
like  a  water  that  has  been  gettin'  itsell  fed  a'  nieht  far  art*  at  its  source 
amang  the  mun tains,  and  that  a'  at  ance,  when  bits  o'  callants  and 
Jas»ii-s  are  plouterin'  about  ii>hin'  for  me.nnons*  wi'  thread  and 
cruckit  prins.f  comes  doon  red  and  roarin',  in  spate,  and  gin  the 
bairns  hadna  heard  the  weel-kenned  thunner,  up  aboon  the  linn,  as  it 
approached,  wad  hae  sweepit  them  in  twa- three  hours  frae  Mingan 
to  tin-  Main,  —  na,  broken  at  ae  charge  a'  the  squadrons  o'  cavalry 
that  ever  nichered,  frae  queerassears  to  cossncks,  and  made  parks  o1 
artillery  play  >pin  like  Kay  mony  straes!  Then  how  the  earth-bound 
roots  o'  the  auld  forest  trees  rejoice,  as  oak,  ash,  and  elms  try  in 
vain  to  behold  their  shadows  in  the  turbid  flood  !  The  holms  and 
meadoMM  are  all  overflowed  into  a  hundred  isles — and  the  kirk  is  nit 
all' frae  the  main  laun  !  How,  think  ye,  will  the  people  gut  to  thu 
summer  Hacrament  the  morn?  By  the  morn,  a1  will  be  so  quate 
that  you  will  hear  the  lark  at  his  greatest  heic.ht  in  heaven,  anil  tin- 
bit  gowtui  you  canna  help  treddin  on,  ciunklin'  anealh  your  feet— 
the  eaith  below  will  be  greener  than  the  heavens  ubooii  are  blue — a 
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the  waters  will  be  transparent  as  windows  in  shadow,  or  glitterin' 
like  wiodoves  when  the  sun  glints  on  the  panes, — and  parties  o'  well- 
dressed  people  a'  proceedin'  sae  orderly  thegither,  01  here  and  there 
comin'  down  hillsides,  and  out  o'  the  mooths  o'  wee  bit  glens,  anes, 
and  twas,  and  threes,  say  a  man  and  his  wife  and  bt.irn,  or  a  lassie 
and  her  sweetheart,  or  an  auld  body  wi'  fourscore  on  his  back,  but 
hale  and  hearty  for  a'  that,  comin'  to  worship  by  himsell,  lor  his  wite 
and  family  hae  been  lang  dead,  frae  the  farthest  aff  and  maist  lane- 
some  house  in  a'  a  gae  wild  hill  parish,  every  sabbath-day,  as  regu- 
lar as  the  shadow  fa's  on  the  dial,  and  the  kirk-bell  is  rung  by 
drunken  Davy,  w.ha's  fou  a'  the  week  throu',  but  nane  but  a  leear 
will  say  that  they  ever  saw  him  the  warn-  o'  drink  on  the  Lord's 
day,  and  that's  something — though  but  ane  in  seven. 

Tickler.  Hurra!  hurra!  hurra! 

North,  O,  man,  Hogg,  but  you  are  a  barefaced  "  eemetawtor'' 
of  me. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  way  o't.  That's  the  way  that  folks  is  rubbit 
o'  their  oreeginality.  What's  a  Noctes  withouten  the  Shepherd? 
Tell  me  that.  But  you  are  welcome,  sir,  to  be  a  copiawtor  at  times, 
for  there's  nae  denyin'  that  when  you  either  skatche  or  feenish  aff, 
after  your  ain  manner,  there's  few  hauns  like  Christopher  North, 
either  ancient  or  modern.  But  excuse  me,  sir,  for  savin',  that,  about 
the  tenth  tummler  or  sae,  oh,  sir,  you  are  tiresome,  tiresome — 

North.  A  gross  contradiction,  James,  of  that  compliment  you 
paid  me  half  an  hour  ago. 

Tickler.  Claw  me,  and  I'll  claw  you.     Eh,  Jamie — Eh,  Kit  ? 

Shepherd.  He  that  disna  like  flattery,  is  either  less  or  mair  nor 
man.  It's  the  natural  language  o'  freenship,  and  as  destinck  frae 
flummery  as  a  bee  frae  a  drone,  a  swan  frae  a  guse,  a  bit  bonny 
yellow  meadow-born  spanking  froggy  frae  an- ugly  carbunkle-backit, 
din,  nettle-crawlin'  taed.* — a  real  lake  frae  meerage.  What  the 
deevil's  the  use  or  rneanin'  o'  a  freen  that  aye  looks  doure  at  you 
whan  youre  speakin'  at  you're  verra  best,  and  gie  his  nose  a  snifter, 
and  his  breast  a  grumph,  whan  you're  dune  singin'  and  a'  hauns  but 
his  clappin',  a'  tongues  but  his  roosin  your  voice  to  the  skies — his 
hauns  rooted  intil  the  pocket  o'  his  breeks,— a  hatefu'  attitude, — and 
iis  tongue  seen  through  his  chafts,f  as  if  he  were  mockin',  a  insulr, 
for  which  a  chiel  that's  a  Christian,  ought  to  be  hanged — drawn  and 
quartered,  disseckit, — and  hung  in  chains.  Commend  me  to  freens 
that  flatter  you,  as  it  is  ca'd,  afore  your  face,  and  defend  ye  ahint 
your  back,  and  review  your  books  in  Maga  wi'  a  fine  natural,  nice, 
philosophical  discrimination  o'  poetry — a  deadly  draucht  to  the 
dunces — and  that,  whan  you  are  dead  at  last,  seleck  frae  the  Scrip 
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tures  a  solemn  verse  for  your  yepitaph,  composed  on  some  mild, 
iih-iirnfii",  and  melancholy  nicht,  when  memory  grows  wondrous 
brk-ht  anealh  the  moon  and  stars,  an  elegy  or  hymn  on  your  genius, 
and  on  what's  better  than,  and  6'  m.-iir  avail  than  your  genius 
— your  virtue,  or  I  would  raither  say  your  religion, — and  wha'  wad 
think  naething  «•'  pu'in  the  nose  or  kickin'  the  houghs  o'  the  fallow 
that  would  daur  but  to  utter  ae  single  syllable  against  you,  when 
out  o*  sicht  a'thegither  and  forever,  and  just  the  same,  but  for  your 
writings  to  the  warld  still  whurlin'  roun'  and  roun'  on  its  axis,  as  if 
you  had  never  been  born  ! 

North.  Yes, — James, — people  are  proud  of  being  praised  in  Maga 
— for  they  know  that  1  would  scorn  to  prostitute  praise  to  Prince, 
Kaesar,  or  King. 

Shepherd.  Brawly  do  they  ken  that,  sir, — and  the  consequence  is, 
that  ye  have  only  to  look  intill  an  author's  foce  to  ken  whether  he's 
been  praised  or  no  in  Blackwood.  If  never  mentioned  at  a',  he  pits 
on  a  queer  kind  o1  creeticeesin'  and  dissatisfied  face  at  naming  o' 
The  Periodical,  but's  feared  to  say  onything  against  it,  in  case  Mr. 
North  comes  to  hear  o't,  for  hope's  no  yet  quite  dead  within  him, 
and  he  still  keeps  applyin'  at  head-quarters,  through  the  awgency  o* 
freens,  for  a  notice  in  the  Noctes — if  roosed  to  the  skies,  he  hauds 
up  his  head  like  an  exultin'  heir  o'  immortality,  tryin'  a'  tl>e  time  no 
to  be  ower  proud,  and  snyin*  ceevil  things  to  the  silly — prakin'  ither 
folks  warks — being  far  remoov'd  aboon  envy  or  jealousy  noo — and 
on  an  equality  wi'  a'  writers,  leevin'  or  dead,  but  Sir  Walter — gie'n 
capital  denners, — sittin'  in  a  frunt-seat  o'  a  box  in  the  play-house — 
ar.iaist  houpin'  that  the  pit  will  applaud  him  wi'  a  ruff— aftener  than 
afore,  and  mair  conspicuous  even,  in  his  pew — on  Prince's  street,* 
enveloped  in  a  new  London  ^reat-coat  lined  wi'  silk, — and  kissin' 
his  band  to  personages  in  chariots,  who  occasionally  return  the  salute 
as  if  they  had  never  seen  him  atween  the  een  afore — hut  oh!  sir,— 
ask  me  not  to  paint  the  face  o'  him  that  has  been  dumned ! 

Tickler.  \Vheesht — James — wheesht. 

Shepherd.  Yes — I  will  wheesh — for  it's  "a  face  to  dream  o',"  as 
that  rare  genius  Coleridge  says,  "  no  to  see," — and  I'm  sure,  Mr. 
North,  gin  you  were  to  come  on't  suddenly,  at  the  corner  o'  Picardy,f 
you  wud  loup  out  o'  your  seven  senses. 

North.  It  is  HO  long  since  I  have  damned  an  author,  that  the  gen- 
Vleman  you  allude  to,  James,  must  I"-  well  stricken  in  years. 

Shepherd.  He's  no  mair  than  forty — to  ma  certain  knowledge — • 
and  though  he  never,  to  be  sure,  had  muckle  tr.canin'  in  the  face  o* 
him,  yet  was  he  a  stout  able-bodied  man,  and  an<-e  walked  MIX  mile* 
in  an  hour,  tae.  and  heel.  Noo  he  seems  several  centuries  auld— • 

•  Pri»e«»-tlr«,*t,  which   U  four- fifth*  of  *  mil*  in  length,  ii  th«  pnncijxl,  uuml  fa»hiou*hl« 
•od  tnnct  pietttflMqo*  f*om»na«J«  in    Kcimtmrgn. — M. 
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just  like  a  tree  that  has  been  staunin'  after  being  barked,  and 
although  a'  covered,  yards  up  frae  the  grim  wi'  nasty  funguses,  and 
sae  sliddfiry  lookin'  in  its  whiteness,  that  ye  see  at  ance  nae  sailor 
cud  speel't,  yet  has  here  and  there  bits  o'  twigs  that  seem  to  contain 
life  in  them,  but  no  life  aneuch  to  put  forth  leaves,  only  bits  o' 
scraggy,  fushionless,  bluidless  buds,  like  shrivelled  haws,  or  moles, 
— that  is,  deevil-marks, — on  the  arms  and  shouthers  o'  an  auld 
witch.  God  safe  us,  Mr.  North,  if  he  was  to  come  in  the  noo ! 

North.  Catch  hiin  coming  within  compass  of  my  crutch,  James. 
Instinct  with  him  now  does  the  work  of  reason. 

Tickler.  I  scarcely  think,  James,  that  you  are  in  your  usual  spirits 
to-night.  Come,  be  brilliant. 

Shepherd.  O  man,  Mr.  Tickler,  wha  wud  hae  expectit  sic  a  sump- 
ish  speech  frae  you,  sir  ?  Wha  was  ever  brilliant  at  a  biddin'  ?  Bid 
a  sleepin'  fire  bleeze — wull't?  Na.  But  ripe  the  ribs,  and  then  gie 
the  central  coal  a  smash  wi'  the  poker,  and  lo  !  a  volcano  vomits 
like  Etna  or  Vesuvius. 

Tickler.  After  all,  my  dear  James,  I  believe  the  truth  to  be,  that 
Christmas  is  not  a  merry  season.  ..  . 

Shepherd.  Aiblius  scaircely  sae  to  men  like  us,  that's  gettin' 
raither  auld.  But  though  no  merry,  it  needna  be  melancholy — for 
after  a'  death,  that  takes  awa'  the  gude — a  freen  or  two  drappin' 
awa  ilka  year — is  no  so  very  terrible,  except  when  he  comes  to  our 
ain  fireside,  our  ain  bed,  <>r  our  ain  cradle,  and,  for  my  am  part,  I 
can  drirfk,  wi'  an  unpainfu'  tear,  or  without  ony  tear  at  a',  to  the 
memory  o'  them  1  loved  dearly,  naeihing  doubtin'  that  Heaven  is 
the  trystin'-place  where  all  friends  and  lovers  will  feenally  meet  at 
last,  free  frae  all  jealousies,  and  heart-burnings,  and  sorrows,  and 
angers — say,  why  should  our  Christmas  be  melancholy,  though  we 
three  have  buried  some  that  last  year  lauched,  and  sang,  and 
danced  in  our  presence,  and  because  of  our  presence;  and  looked  as 
if  they  had  been  destined  for  a  lang  lang  life? 

North.  What  mortality  among  the  English  Bishops,  James,  this 
year ! 

Shepherd.  An  English  Bishop  maun  hate  to  dee,  proud  as  he  is 
o'  himself  and  his  cathedral,  wi'  his  poothered  weeg,*  his  balloon 
sleeves,  his  silk  petticoats,  and  his  fearsome  income — a  domestic 
chaplain,  wha's  only  a  better  sort  o'  a  flunkey,  aye  booin'  and  booin, 
at  every  word  the  Spiritual  Lord  says,  and 

*  In  the  six-and-twenty  years  which  have  elapsed  since  these  words  were  put  into  Hogg's 
mouth,  a  change  has  passed  over  the  hierarchy  of  Great  .Britain.  The  powdered  wig  has  fallen 
into  disuse,  the  lawn-sleeves  are  worn  .only  in  church  or  in  Parliament,  (the  bishops  beinp 
Spiritual  Lords,  by  virtue  or  th>-ir  sees,)  the  black  silk-  petticoat  has  dwindled  down  co  a  short 
apron,  and  though  Durham  London  and  Winchester  (with  the  Archbishoprics)  have  larger  in- 
comes, albeit  much  less  tjian  in  1*M.  the  emoluments  of  the  other  sees  are  limited  to  .£4110')  a 
year  for  each  bishop.  To  "this  is  added  a  mansion  (called  'The  Palace'')  and  iu  surrounding 
grounds.  Hoi-jn  of  the  Dishops  also  hold  church-livings,  I'M  cvinmciiilum. — M 
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North.  James! — I  am  delighted,  Tk-Kler,  to  see  Coplestone  a 
Bishop;  not  an  abler,  better  man  in  England.*  Talent  and  inte- 
grity are,  now  a-days,  sure  to  make  their  way  to  the  bench;  and  it 
is  thus  that  the  church  establishment  of  England  will  stand  like  a 
rock. 

Tickler.  The  Edinburgh  Review  entertains  singular  opinions  on 
Coplestone.  One  number  he  is  a  barn-door  fowl,  another  a 
finished  scholar;  now  a  retromingent  animal,  then  a  first-rate  theo- 
logian, metaphysician,  and  political  economist — he  soon  afterwards 
degenerates  into  a  third-rate  man,  and  finally  into  an  old  woman, 
afraid  of  Catholic  emancipation,  and  preaching  prosy  sermons,  smell- 
ing of  orthodoxy  and  dotage.  What  do  the  blockheads  mean, 
North? 

Shepherd.  Stimphs,  surnphs.  indeed.  But  do  you  ken,  in  spite  o* 
that  I'm  just  desperate  fond  o'  Christmas  minshed  pies.  Sirs — in  a 
bonny  bl«eze  of  brandy,  burnin'  blue  as  snap-dragon — I  can  devoor 
a  dizzen. 

Tickler.  Christmas  geese  are  prime  birds,  James,  with  onions  and 
saiie  sufficient,  and  each  mouthful  accompanied  by  its  contingent  of 
rich  red  apple-sauce. 

Shepherd.  A  gu*e  aye  gi'es  me  the  colic — yet  I  cann.i  help  eatin't 
for  a'  that — for  whan  there's  nae  sin  nor  iniquity,  it's  richt  and  rea- 
sonable to  purchase  pleasure  at  the  expense  o1  pain.  I  like  to  eat 
a'  sorts  o'  land  or  fresh  water  wild  fools — and  eke  the  eggs.  Pease 
weeps'  eggsf  is  capital  poached. 

Tickler.  James,  whether  do  you  like  eating  or  drinking  best?  la 
hunger  or  thirst  the  preferable  appetite? 

Shepherd.  Why,  you  see,  I,  for  ane,  never  eat  but  when  I'm  hun- 
gry— and  hunger's  soon  satisfied  if  yon  hae  plenty  <»'  vittals.  Compare 
that  wi'  drinkin'  when  you're  thrusty — either  clear  well-water,  or 
sour  milk,  or  sina'  yill,  or  porter,  or  speerits  half-and-half,  and  then 
I  wud  say  that  eatin  and  drinkin's  pretty  much  of  a  muchness — very 
nearly  on  a  par,  wi'  this  difference,  thai  hunger,  wi'  me  's  never  sae 
intense  as  thrust.  I  never  was  sac  hungry  that  I  wud  hae  devoured 
a  bane  frae  the  gutter,  but  1  hae  alien  been  sae  thrusty,  on  the 
mure*,  that  I  hae  drank  black  moss-water,  wi'  a  green  scum  on't 
without  scunnerin'. 

North.  I  never  was  hungry  in  my  life. 

Shepherd.    Thai's  a  confounded  lee,  sir,  beggin*  yonr  pardon  — 

North.  No  offence,  Jainett  —  but  the  instant  I  begin  to  eat,  my  ap 

petite  i»  felt  to  be  excellent. 

•  Dr.  Kdward  Coplwtoa*  wurducatod  at  Oxfi>rdt  wbera  b«  greatly  diitinfiiithtd  himMlf.  IB 

1095.  h«  wa»  maJ»  I>'»n  of  St.  Paul  ..  and  wu  made  lli»hnp  of  I.and.ill.  . n   \--l*.  on  th«  traa*- 

IttiuH  of  Mr.  Suinn-r  (Archbinlmp  of  Canterbury  in    !-•'>»)  to  the  M«  of  Chxatur.     H«  di«d   in 

:;.-..!-«   contr.butiBK   l»ru*\y  Ui  the  (^uu-tarljr   K*<ri«w,  b«   publ»h*d   polemical  p«j«- 
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Shepherd.  Felt  and  seen  baiih,  sir.  A  howtowdie's*  a  mere 
laverock f  to  yon,  sir,  on  the  day  the  Magazine's  finished  aff — and 
Mr.  Awmrose  himsell  canna  help  laiichin'  at  the  relays  o*  het  beef 
steaks  that  ye  keep  yokin'  to,  wi'  pickled  ingons  or  shallotts,  and 
spoon fu's  o'  Dickson's  mustard,  that  wud  be  aneuch  to  blin'  a  lynx. 
Tickler.  I  have  lost  my  appetite 

Shepherd.  I  howp  nae  puir  man  Ml  find  it,  now  that  wages  is  low 
and  wark  scarce — but  drinkin',  you  see,  Mr.  North,  has  this  great 
advantage  over  eatin',  that  ye  may  drink  a'  nicht  lang  without  being 
thrusty — tummler  after  turnrnler — jug  after  jug — bowl  after  bowl — 
as  lang's  you're  no  sick — and  you're  better  worth  sittin'  wi'  at  ten 
than  at  aught,  and  at  twal  than  at  ten,  and  during  the  sma'  hours, 
you're  just  intolerable  gude  company — scarcely  bearable  at  a',  ane 
waxes  sae  truly  wutty  and  outo'  a'  measure  deevertin';  whereas,  I'll 
defy  ony  man,  the  best  natural  and  acquired  glutton  that  ever  was 
born  and  bred  at  the  feet  o'  a  father  that  gaed  aff  at  a  city-feast  wi' 
a  gob  o'  green  fat  o'  turtle  halfway  down  his  gullet,  in  an  apoplexy, 
to  carry  on  the  eatin'  wi'  ony  spunk  or  speerit  after  three  or  four 
coorses,  forbye  toasted  cheese,  and  roasted  chestnuts,  and  a  dessert 
o'  filberts,  prunes,  awmons,  and  raisins,  ginger-frute,  guava  jeely, 
and  ither  Wast  Indian  preserves.  The  cretur  cowpsj  ower  coma- 
tose. But  only  tak  tent  no  to  roar  ower  loud  and  lang  in  speakin' 
or  singin',  and  you  may  drink  awa  at  the  Glenlivet  till  past  mid- 
night, and  weel  on  to  the  morning  o'  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

Tickler.  Next  to  the  British,  Hogg,  I  know  no  such  constitution 
as  yours — so  fine  a  balance  of  powers.  I  daresay,  you  never  had  an 
hour's  serious  illness  in  your  life. 

Shepherd.  That's  a'  you  ken — and  the  observe  comes  weel  frae 
you  that  began  the  nicht  wi'  giein'  the  club  my  death-like  prognosis. 

Tickler.    Prognosis  ? 

Shepherd.  Simtoms  like.  This  back-end ||  I  had,  a'  three  at  ance, 
the  Tick  Dollaroose,  the  Angeena  Pectoris,  and  the  Janridice. 

North.  James — James — James  ! 

Tickler.  Hogg — Hogg — Hogg! 

Shepherd.  I  never  fan'  ony  pain  like  the  Tick  Dollaroose.  Ane's 
no  accustomed  to  a  pain  in  the  face.  For  the  toothach's  in  the  in- 
side o'  the  mouth,  no  in  the  face ;  and  you've  nae  idea  hoo  sensi- 
tive's the  face.  Cheeks  are  a'  fu'  o'  nerves — and  the  Tick  attacks 
the  hail  bunch  o'  them,  screwing  them  up  to  sic  a  pitch  o'  tension 
that  you  canna  help  screechin'  out,  like  a  thousand  ools,  and  clappin 
the  pawms  o'  your  hauds  to  your  distrackit  chafts,  and  rowin'  your- 
sell  on  the  floor  on  your  grooff,§  wi'  your  hair  on  end,  and  your  eeu 
on  fire,  and  general  muscular  convulsion  in  a'  your  shinies,  sae 

•  Huwtowdie, — a  turkey,     t  Laverock,— a  lark,     J  Covp.t.— falls.     ||  Back-end, — ofthev'Kir 
means  its  close.     §  Gro»/,~-tho  sitting  portion  <>f  the  person* 
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piercin',  and  searchin',  and  scrutinisin',  and  diggin',  and  houkin',  and 
tearin'  is  the  pangfu'  pain  that  keeps  eatin'  uwa  and  maudlin'  the 
nerves  o'  your  human  face  divine.  Draps  o'  sweat,  us  big  as  Wads 
for  the  neck  or  arms  o'  a  lassie,  are  poorin1  doun  to  the  verra  floor, 
so  that  the  folk  that  hears  you  roarin'  thinks  you're  greetin',  and 
you're  aye  nfterwards  considered  a  bairn  ly  chiel  through  the  hail 
kiutra.  In  ane  o'  the  sudden  fits  I  gruppit  sic  hand  o'  a  grape*  that 
1  was  helpin'  ourShushey  to  muck  the  byref  wi',  that  it  withered  in 
my  fingers  like  a  frush  saugh-wandj  —  and  'twould  hae  been  the 
same,  had  it  been  a  bar  o'  iron.  Only  think  o'  the  Tick  Dallaroose 
in  a  man's  face  continuing  to  a'  eternity  ! 

North.  Or  even  a  few  million  ages  - 

Shepherd.  Angeena  Pectoris,  is  even  waur,  if  waur  may  be,  than 
Tick  Dollaroose.  Some  say  it's  an  ossified  condition  o'  the  coronary 
arteries  o'  the  heart  ;  but  that's  no  necessarily  true  —  for  there's 
nae  ossification  o'  these  arterial  branches  o'  my  heart.  But,  oh  ! 
sirs,  the  fit's  deadly,  and  maist  like  till  death.  A'  at  once,  espe- 
cially if  you  be  walkin'  up-hill,  it  comes  on  you  like  the  shadow  o' 
a  thunder-cloud  ower  smilin'  natur,  silencin'  a'  the  singin'  birds, 
as  if  ii  threatened  earthquake,  —  and  you  canna  doubt  that  your  last 
hour  is  come,  and  that  your  sowl  is  about  to  be  demanded  of  you 
by  its»Maker.  However  aften  you  may  have,  it,  you  aye  feel  and 
believe  that  it  is,  this  time  —  death.  It  is  a  sort  o'  swoon,  without 
loss  o'  sense  —  a  dwawmJj  in  which  there  still  is  consciousness  —  a 
stoppage  o'  a'  the  animal  functions,  even  o'  breuthin'  itsell  ;  which, 
if  I'm  no  mista'en,  is  the  meaning  o'  a  syncope  —  and  a'  the  while 
something  is  rug-ruggin'  at  the  heart  itself,  something  cauld  and 
ponderous,  amaist  like  the  fore-finger  and  thoom  a'  a  heavy  haun 
—  the  haun  o'  an  evil  spirit  ;  and  then  you  expeck  that  your  heart 
is  to  rin  doun,  just  like  a  clock,  wi'  a  dull  cloggy  noise,  or  rumble 
like  that  o'  disarranged  machinery,  and  then  to  beat,  to  tick  ua~ 
mair  !  The  collapse  is  dreadfu'.  Ay,  Mr.  North,  collapse  is  the 
word. 

N^rth.  Consult  Uwins  on  Indigestion,  James  —  the  best  medical 
work  1  have  read  for  years,  of  a  popular,  yet  scientific  character. 

Shepherd.  Noo  for  the  JannMice.  The  Angeena  I'ectoris,  the  Tick 
Dollaroose,  are  intermittent  —  "like  angel  visits,  few  and  far  be. 
tween  "  —  but  the  Jaundice  lasts  for  weeks,  when  it  is  gatherin'  or 
brewin'  in  the.  system  —  for  weeks  at  its  yellowest  heicht,  —  and  for 
week*  as  the  di»eas»e  is  ebbin'  in  the  blood  —  a  disease,  if  I'm  no  sair 
o'  the  liver. 
An  obstructed  condition  of  the  duodenum,  James 


Shepherd.  The   mental  depression  o'  the  sowl   in   the  jaundice  is 

.  —  duif  -fork.       \Bifri,  —  cow-bvuM        1  $••/*-»«»<<,—  wdlow    or    willow-  won  J 
•  >»CMMI.—  M. 
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maist  truly  dreadfu'.     It  would  hae  sunk  Sampson  on  the  morning 
o'  the  day  that  he  bore  affon  his  back  the  gates  o'  Gaza. 

Tickler.  Tell  us  all  about  it,  James. 

Shepherd.  You  begin  to  hate  and  be- sick  o'  things  that  used  to  be 
inaist  delightfu' — sic  as  the  sky,  and  streams,  and  hills,  and  the  ee 
and  voice,  and  haun  and  breast  o'  woman.  You  dauner*  about  the 
doors,  dour  and  dowie,  and  are  seen  sittin'  in  nyeucks  and  corners, 
whare  there's  little  licht,  no  mind  in'  the  cobwabs,  or  the  spiders 
themselves  drappin'  down  amang  your  unkempt  hair.  You  hae  nae 
appeteet ;  and  if  by  ony  chance  you  think  you  could  tak  a  mouthfu' 
o'  a  particular  dish,  you  splutter't  out  again,  as  if  it  were  bitter 
ashes.  You  canna  say  that  you're  unco  ill  either,  but  just  a  weo 
sickish — tongue  furry  as  if  you  had  been  licking  a  muff  or  a  mawkin 
— and  you  observe,  frae  folk  staunin'  weel  back  when  you  happen 
to  speak  to  them — which  is  no  aften — that  your  breath's  bad,  though  a 
week  before  it  was  as  caller)-  as  clover.  You  snore  mair  than  you 
sleep — and  dream  wi'  your  een  open — ugly,  confused,  mean,  stupit, 
unimaginative  dreams,  like  those  o' a  drunk  dunce  imitatin'  a  Noctes 
— and  that's  about  the  warst  thing  <>'  a'  the  complaints,  that  you're 
ashamed  o'  yoiirsel',  and  begin  to  fear  that  you're  no  the  man  you 
ance  thoclit  yoursel',  when  in  health  bhoutin'  groose  on  the  hills,  or 
listerin'  sawmon.J 

North.  The  jaundice  that,  James,  of  a  man  of  genius — of  the 
author  of  the  Queen's  Wake. 

Shepherd.  Wad  ye  believe  it,  sir,  that  I  was  ashamed  of  Kil 
meny  1  A'  the  poems  L  ever  writ  seemed  trash — rubbish — fuilzie 
• — and  as  for  my  prose — even  my  verra  articles  in  Maga — Shep- 
herd's Calendar  and  a' — waxed  havers| — like  something  in  the 
Metropolitan  Quarterly  Magazine,  the  stupidest  o'  a'  created  pe- 
riodicals, and  now  deader  than  a,'  the  nails  in  Nebuchadnezzar's 
coffin. 

North.  The  disease  must  have  been  at  its  climax  then,  my  dear 
James. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na,  na;  it  was  far  frae  the  cleemax.  I  tuk  to  the 
bed.  and  never  luckit  out  frae  the  coortains  fur  a  fortnight — gettiu' 
glummier  and  glummier  in'  sense  and  sowl,  heart,  mind,  body,  and 
estate — eatin'  little  or  naething,  and — wud  ye  beliexe  it ''. — s  cl<,  and 
like  to  scunner  at  the  verra  name  o'  whusky. 

North.  Thank  God,  I  knew  nothing  of  all  this,  James.  I  c^uld 
not  have  borne  the  thought,  much  less  the  sight,  of  such  total  pros- 
tration, or  rather  perversion,  of  your  understanding. 

Shepherd.  Wearied  and  worn  out  wi'  ly!n'  in  ihu  bed,  I  got  up 
wi'  some  smu'  assistance  frae  wee  Jamie,  God  bless  him  !  and  telt 

*  Daunt-r— loiter,     \  Calier-  fresh.     \  Li  it-ring—  spearing  salmon      ||  Haoirn— idle  talk.—  M 
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ihom  to  open  the  shutters.  What  a  sicht !  A.'  faces  as  yellow's 
yellow  lilies,  like  the  parchment  o*  an  auld  drum-head  !  Ghastly 
were  they,  ane  and  a',  whan  they  leuch  ;  yet  seemed  insensible  o' 
their  corp-like  hue — I  mean,  a  corp  that  has  died  o*  some  unnatural 
disease,  and  been  keepit  ower  lang  abune  graun'  in  close  weatner, 
the  carpenter  having  gotten  drunk,  and  botched  the  coffin.  I  caM 
for  the  glass — and  my  ain  face  was  the  warst  o'  the  hail  >et.  \Vhites 
o'  een  !  They  were  the  color  o'  dandelions,  or  yellow  void  tins.  I 
was  feared  to  wash  my  face,  lest  the  water  grew  ochre.  That  the 
jaundice  was  in  the  house  was  plain  ;  but  whether  it  was  me  only 
that  had  it,  or  a'  the  rest  likewise,  was  mair  than  I  cud  tell.  That 
the  yellow  I  saw  wasna  in  them,  but  in  me,  was  hard  to  believe, 
when  1  lucket  on  them  ;  yet  1  thocht  on  green  specks,  and  the  stained 
wundows  in  Windermere  Station,  and  reasoned  wi'  mysel1  that  the 
discoloration  must  be  in  my  lens,  or  pupil,  or  optic  nerve,  or  apple, 
or  ba'  o'  the  ee;  and  that  I,  James  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  Shepherd,  was 
The  Janndice. 

Tickler.  Your  portrait,  colored  from  nature,  James,  would  have 
been  inestimable  in  after  ages,  and  given  rise  to  much  argument 
among  the  learned  about  } our  origin — the  country  of  your  liirth. 
You  must  have  looked  cousin-germun  to  the.  Green  Man  and  Still.* 

Slupherd.  1  stoittered  to  the  door,  and,  just  as  1  feared,  the  Yar 
row  was  as  yellow  as  a  rotten  egg — a'  the  holms  the  color  o'  a 
Cockney's  play-going  gloves — the  skies,  like  the  dirty  ochre,  wa's  o' 
a  change-house — the  cluds  like  buckskin  breeks — and  the  sun,  the 
michty  sun  himself,  wha  lends  the  rainbow  its  hues,  and  is  never  the 
poorer,  looked  at  me  with  a  disconsolate  aspeck,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"James,  James,  is  it  thou  or  1  that  has  the  jaundice  ?" 

Tickler.  Better  than  the  best  bits  of  Alternethv  in  the  Lancet,f 
North. 

Shepherd.  Just  as  I  was  gaun  to  answer  the  Sun,  the  Tick  Dol- 
)aroo*e  attacked  baith  o'  my  cheeks — a'  my  face,  lips,  chin,  nose, 
brow,  lugs,  and  crown  and  back  o'  my  head, — the  Angecna  Pectoris 
brought  on  the  Heart-Col  lapse, — and  there  the  three,  the  Tick,  the 
Angeetia,  and  the  Janndice,  a'  fell  on  meat  ance,  like  three  Knglish, 
Scotch,  and  K<  ri-h  regiments  stortnin'  a  fort,  and  blaughtcriif  their 
way  wi'  the  beggonet  on  to  the  citadel. 

Aor/A.  That  you  are  alive  at  this  blessed  hour,  my  dearest  James, 
almost  exceeds  belief,  and  1  begin  to  suspect  thai  you  are  not  flesh 
and  blood, — a  mere  Appearance. 

•  Tb«  Gnwn  Man  and  Ptill  i*  a  favorite  nam*  for  inni  in  and  n*ar  Ixindon.  A  French 
\r\-.r  rr.  who  »««  at  th*  calibrated  noucn  of  ihi>  name  at  Ulackbcath.  dated  1m  Utt-r  :••  m 
\kf  IMfi  a*  ni.mmt  rrrl  rl  rr«Kf«>//«  "— M. 

t  Mr  Abtrnvthr,  tt,»  •iniovnt  lecturer,  complain*d  murh  of  the  L*nr«t,  (a  I,«ndnn  j-»n.-J 
leal  thrn  and  j»i  in  »»!»o«iv»  circalation.)  fur  iu  gt*ing  errfofm  rvporU  of  lu>  clever  and  very 
Amuxng  Iwiurat  at  Bartbo!in«w'«  llwpiul  —  M. 
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Shepherd.  Na,  faith,  am  a  reality  :  an  Appearance  is  a  puir  haun 
dt  a  jug.  Yet,  sir,  the  recovery  was  v\eel  worth  u'  1  paid  for  it  in 
sufferins.  The  first  time  I  went  out  to  the  knowe  yonner.  ahoon 
the  .garden,  and  gazed  and  glowered,  and  better  gazed  and  glowered, 
on  the  heavens,  the.  earth,  and  the  air,  the  three  bein'  blent  the- 
gither  to  mak  up  that  mysterious  thing — a  Day  o'  Glory — I  tliocht 
that  my  youth,  like  that  o'  the  sun-staring  eagle,  had  been  renewed, 
and  that  1  was  ance  mair  in  the  verra  middle  o'  the  untamed  licht 
and  music  o'  this  life,  whan  a'  is  fancy  and  imagination,  and  friend- 
ship and  love,  and  houp,  oh,  houp,  sif,  houp,  worth  a'  the  ithei 
blisses  ever  sent,  frae  Heaven  like  a  shower  o'  sunbeams,  for  it 
canna  be  darkenit,  far  less  put  out  by  the  mirkest  midnight  o' 
meesery,  but  keeps  shinin'  on  like  a  star,  or  rather  like  the  moon 
hersel',  a  spiritual  moon,  sir,  that  "is  never  hid  in  vacant  interlunar 
cave." 

Tickler.  Mixed  metaphors  these,  James. 

Shepherd.  Nane  the  waur  o'  that,  Timothy — I  felt  about  ane-and 
twunty — and,  oh,  what  an  angelical  being  was  a  lassie  then  corn  in' 
wadin'  through  the  ford  !  At  every  step  she  took,  after  launin'  wi' 
her  white  feet,  havin'  letten  doun  fa'  her  cloud-like  clase  wi'  a 
blush,  as  she  keepit  lookin'  roun'  and  roun'  for  a  whileock,  to  see 
gin  ony  ee  had  been  on  her,  as  her  limbs  came  silvery  in'  through 
the  water 

North.  The  ladies,  James,  in  a  bumper. 

Shepherd.  The  leddies  !  A  track  o'  flowers  keepit  lenthenin' 
along  the  greensward  as  she  wauked  awa,'  at  last,  quite  out  o' 
sight. 

Tickler.  And  this  you  call  recovering  from*  the  Tic  Doloureux, 
the  Angina  Pectoris,  and  the  Jaundice,  James? 

Shepherd.  Few  roses  are  there  about  Mount  Benger,  and  nae 
honey-suckle  :  and,  at  the  time  1  speak  o',  the  field-peas  and  beans 
werena  in  bloom  ;  yet  a'  the  hollow  o'  the  air  was  filled  wi'  sweet- 
ness, mair  liko.  than  ony  thing  else  to  the  smell  o'  thyme,  and  sic  a 
scent  would  hae  tauld  a  blin'  man  that  he  was  breathin'  in  paradise. 
The  shapes  o'  the  few  trees  that  grew  on  that  part  o'  the  Yarrow, 
became  mair  gracefu',  and  the  trees  themsells  seemed  as  if  Jeevin' 
creturs  when  the  breeze  came  near  them,  and  shook  their  tresses 
in  the  moonshine,  like  lasses  lettin'  out  their  hair  to  dry,  after  they 
hae  been  bathin'  in  some  shady  linn,  and  lauchin'  about  their  sweet- 
hearts. 

Tickler.  James,  you  cannot  get  rid  of  your  besetting  imagery. 

Shepherd.  Slawly,  slawly  did  I  fa'  back  into  rnysell — into  a  man 
o'  fifty  and  some  Jew  years  mair,  into  something  duller,  deader, 
mair  obscure — yet  no  unhappy  either,  or  inclined  to  utter  ony  eom- 
p'aints,  but  still  owei burdened  by  a  dimness,  maist  a  darkness  o' 
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soul — and  \veel,  weel  aware,  that  though  you  were  to  crown  mj 
brow  wi1  the  garlands  o'  glory,  and  to  set  a  diadem  on  the  crown 
o'  my  head,  and  tor  Prime  Minister  to  give  me  Power,  and  Health 
for  my  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  and  Pleasure  for  Home  Secre- 
tary, never,  never,  never  could  James  Ilogsf  be  what  he  ance  was; 
n«»r,  as  lung  as  he  leeves,  enjoy  as  much  happiness,  put  it  a'the- 
gither,  and  multiply  it  l»y  decimals,  as  used  lang,  lang  ago  aflen  to 
be  crooded  into  ae  single  hour,  till  1  thocht  my  verra  heart  would 
hae  burst  wi'  bliss,  and  that  the  stars  o'  heaven,  pure  as  they  are, 
burned  dim  with  envy  of  us  twa  beneath  the  milk-white  thorn,  the 
trysting  thorn  for  the  Flowers  o'  the  Forest,  for  countless  genera- 
tions. 

Enter  MR.  AMBROSE,  irilh  Copper- Kettle,  No.  1. 

North.  Who  rung? 

Ambrose.  1  have  taken  note  of  the  time  of  the  last  four  jugs,  sir, 
and  have  f<>und  that  each  jug  g.-iins  ten  minutes  on  its  predecessor 
— so  ventured  

Shephtrd.  Oh.  Mr.  Ambrose,  1  ut  you  wud  be  a  gran'  observer  o' 
the  motions  o'  the  heavenly  bodies,  in  an  Astronomical  Observatory  ! 
The  jug's  this  monunt  dead.  There — -in  wi'  a'  the  sugar,  and  a"  the 
whusky, — fill  up,  Awmrose,  fill  up!  That  stroop's  a  gran'  pour«-r, 
and  you're  a  prime  experimenter  in  hydrostatics. 

(Exit  MR.  AMBROSE,  gusurrans) 

Tickler.  You  knew  the  late  Malcolm  Gillespie  of  Crombie  Cot- 
tage, I  think,  James?  He  died  game. 

Shepherd.  Only  middlin'.  He  had  a  cross  o*  the  dunghill  in  him 
— which  is  the  case  wi'  a'  the  cruel. 

North.  He  should  not  have  got  faint  in  the  Court  House.  On  the 
scaffold  his  behavior  was  lirm  enough  ;  and  

Shepherd.  He  was  an  infamous  ruflian — and  inony  a  prime  worm 
he  broke — inony  a'  sweet-workin'  stcll, — ami  much  he  bragged  of 
hi*  duty  and  his  daring — but  a'  the  while  the  f.  arle<s  ieprol.ate  was 
'ivin' on  forgery;  and,  feenally,  naething  wud  satiM'y  him  but  to 
burn  the  house  o'  sin  by  the  litmus  o'  his  abandoned  liiiuners.  Yet 
he  declared  liefore  God  that  he  died — innocent. 

Nortli.  It  is  said  that  hij-h  interest  was  used  to  procure  a  com 
mutation  of  his  punishment.  I  hope  not.  No  man  who  knew 
right  from  wrong,  would  have  dared  to  put  his  hand  to  a  petition 
for  ijiercy  to  such  a  profligate  mid  hardened  villain.  Pardon  would, 
in  his  case,  have  been  defiance  of  justice — the  triumph  of  vice,  crime, 
and  iniquity,  over  the  laws.  Hut  there  are  pc»plc  who  will  petition 
for  the  forfeited  life  of  a  felon,  a  forger,  and  an  incendiary,  who  will 
be  thy  of  subset it. ing  a  pound  for  the  relief  of  the  blind,  :igid  widow, 
who,  industrious  ax  long  as  she  saw  Heaven's  light,  is  now  a  palsiul 
but  uncomplaining  puuj>er. 
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Tickler.  Nothing  seems  much  clearer  to  me,  sir,  than  the  natural 
direction  of  charity.  Would  we  all  but  relieve,  according  to  the 
measure  of  our  means,  those  objects  immediately  within  the  range 
of  our  personal  knowledge,  how  much  of  the  worst  evil  of  poverty 
might  be  alleviated  !  Very  poor  people,  who  are  known  to  us  to 
have  beei>  honest,  decent,  and  industrious,  when  industry  was  in 
their  power,  have  a  claim  on  us,  founded  on  that  our  knowledge, 
and  on  vicinity  and  neighborhood,  which  have  in  themselves  some- 
thing sacred  and  endearing  to  every  good  heart.  One  cannot, 
surely,  always  pass  by,  in  his  walks  for  health,  restoration,  or  de- 
light, the  lone  wayside  beggar,  without  occasionally  giving  him  an 
alms.  Old,  care-worn,  pale,  drooping,  and  emaciated  creatures,  who 
pass  us  by  without  looking  beseechingly  at  us,  or  even  lifting  their 
eyes  from  the  ground — cannot  often  be  met  with,  without  exciting 
an  interest  in  us  for  their  silent  and  unobtrusive  sufferings  or  priva- 
tions. A  hovel,  here  and  there,  round  and  about  our  comfortable 
dwelling,  attracts  our  eyes  by  some  peculiar  appearance  of  penury 
— and  we  look  in,  now  and  then,  i spoil  its  inmates,  cheering  their 
cold  gloom  with  some  small  benefaction.  These  are  duties  all  men 
owe  to  distress ;  they  are  easily  discharged,  and  even  such  tender 
mercies  as  these  are  twice  blessed. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir,  you  speak  weel.  I  like  you  when  you're 
wutty — I  admire  you  when  you're  wise — I  love  and  venerate  you 
when  you're  good — and  what  greater  goodness  can  there  be  in  a 
world  like  this  than  charity  ? 

Tickler.  But  then,  my  worthy  friend,  for  one  man  to  interfere 
with  another's  charities  is  always  delicate — nay,  dangerous  ;  for  how 
can  the  benevolent  stranger,  who  comes  to  me  to  solicit  my"  aid  to 
some  poor  family,  whose  necessities  he  wishes  to  relieve,  know 
either  my  means,  or  the  claims  that  already  lie  upon  me,  and  which 
I  am  doing  my  best  to  discharge?  He  asks  me  for  a  guinea — a 
small  sum  as  he  thinks — the  hour  after  I  have  given  two  to  a  bed- 
ridden father  of  a  large  family,  to  save  his  bed  and  bed-clothes  from 
being  sold  at  the  Cross. 

Skephenl.  But  you  maunna  be  angry  at  him — unless  he's  impu- 
dent— and  duns  you  for  his  donation.  That's  hard  to  thole. 

Tickler.  Yet,  am  I  to  apologize  to  him — uninformed,  or  misin- 
formed, as  he  is  about  me  and  mine — for  not  drawing  my  purse- 
strings  at  his  solicitation  ?  Am  1  to  explain  how  it  happens  that  I 
cannot  comply — to  tell  him  that,  in  fact,  I  am  at  that  moment  poor? 
He  is  not  entitled  to  hold  such  a  colloquy  with  me — yet,  if  1  simply 
say,  u  Sir,  1  must  refuse  your  petition,"  he  probably  condemns  me 
as  a  heartless  hunk^ — an  unmerciful  miser — and,  among  his  friends, 
does  not  abstain  from  hints  on  my  .sellish  character. 

Shepherd.  There's,  for  the  maist  part,   I  am  willing  to  believe,  a 
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spice  o'  goodness  about  the  greater  number  even   a   the  gadders 
atxiut  wi'  subscription  papers. 

TicJfltr.  Hut  a  spice,  James,  is  not  enough.  Their  motives  are  of 
tu"  mixed  a  kind.  Vanity,  idlene>s,  mere  desire  to  escape  ennui, 
curiosity  even,  and  a  habit  of  busy- l»ody ism,  which  is  apt  to  grow 
on  persons  who  have  no  very  strong  ties  of  affection  biudiug  them 
to  home,  do  sadly  impair  the  beauty  of  beneficence. 

Shepherd.  They  do  that — yet  in  a  great  populous  city*  like  Env 
bro',  much  good  must  often  be  done  by  charitable  people  form  in* 
themselves  into  associations — findiu'  out  the  deserving  poor,  g»-ttin' 
siller  subscribed  for  them,  visitin'  them  in  iheir  ain  houses,  espe- 
cially in  the  winter  time,  sir,  giein'  them  a  cart  o'  coals,  or  a  pair  <»' 
blankets,  or  some  worsted  st«»ckens,  and  so  on — for  a  sma'  thing  is 
aften  a  great  help  to  them  just  hangin'  on  the  edge  o'  want;  and  a 
meal  o'  meat  set  afore  a  hungry  family,  wha  hadna  expeckit  to 
break  their  fast  that  day,  not  only  fills  their  stamachs,  puir  sow  Is, 
but  warms  their  verra  hearts,  banishin'  despair,  as  by  a  God-gift, 
and  awaukenin'  hope,  that  had  expired  alang  wi'  the  last  spark  on 
the  ashy  hearth. 

Tickler.  Give  me  )  our  hand,  James.  James,  your  health — God 
bless  you — errtainly  a  young  lady— or  a  middle-aged  one  either — 
never  looks  better — so  well — as  when  in  prudence  and  meekness 
she.  seeks  to  cheer  with  charity  the  hovels  of  the  poor.  I  know 
several  such— '-and  though  tlii«y  may  too  often  be  cheated  and  im- 
posed <>ii  —  that  is  not  their  fault — and  the  discharge  of  a  Chri.-tiaii 
duty  cannot  fail  of  being  accompanied  by  a,  great  overbalance  of 
good. 

S/vplitrtl.  Oh  man  !  Mr.  Tickler — but  }ou  hae  a  inaist  pleasant 
face  the  noo — you're  a  real  glide  crelur — and  I  wad  fling  a  glass  o 
het  water  in  the  face  o'  uny  body  that  wad  daur  to  speak  ill  o'  A 
Ringle  letter  in  )oiir  name.  l*'i  no  time,  think  ye,  sir,  to  be  ringin' 
for  thi-  eiMcrs? — I  hear  them  cumin'  ! — That  cretur  A  win  rose  has 
the  pvwer  t»'  divination  ! 


(Enter  MK.  AUHKOKK,  his  brother  from  Gabrier*  Rwid,  tht 
Two  STKPIIKNS,  TAPPYTOORIK,  and  KING  PKWN,  each  with  a 
board  itf  oy tiers.) 

Tidier.  Fat,  fair,  and  fifty. 

tihrpherd.   What  desperate  breedy   beasts  eisters  maun  be, — for 
they  tfll  ni"  that  Km  bro'  dcvoor*  a  humb-r  thousand  every  day 
jfr'orth.   Why,   James,   that  in  only   about  two  oysters  to  i- . 

•  Tw«lv«  hundred  y«an>  »jo,  tb«  p»n  of  fVolUnJ  wbirb  now  cnnt«in>  it*  m«ti<>pnli>  wu 
•lt»cb*d  to  what  win  th*  Kingiinm  of  \>  niiu.nliiiii  KJ  win,  tb«  ru!*r  uf  that  kinfitlxm.  built  • 
fur.i.n  tl>«  nckf  liviglit  on  »lu.  h  th»  C**il«  now  ttand*.  Kcncr  aruM  Ui«  naiur  KJwin'« 
burg b, or  KIJI  .m  i.'. H.  MifnctirondtininubMl  10  Kubro'.  Tb«  Celtic  name  of  the  citjr  u  LltsK- 
Ui.v  •  irnihint  lti«  Hill  of  Kdwm.— M. 
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three  mouths.  I  arn  happy  to  see  from  their  condition,  that  the 
oyster  population  is  not  pressing  too  hard  on  the  means  of  subsist- 
ence. They  will  be  spared  the  report  from  the  Emigration  Com- 
mittee. 

Shepherd.  Tak'  them,  right  and  left,  sir, — this  way, — first  frae  ae 
brodd,  and  then  frae  anither — crossin'  hauns  like  a  young  leddy 
playin'  a  kittle  piece  on  the  piawno.  Tappytoorie — some  pots  o' 
porter.  1  think  1  see  a  cauld  roon'  o'  beef  ower  by  yonner  on  the 
sideboard,  lowerin'  arnang  a  fillet  o'  veal,*  a  pie  and  a  pasty,  a  how- 
towddie,  and  some  sma'ish  burds,  maist  like  snipes  and  wudcocks — 
for  the  long-bills  is  come  ower  noo  frae  Norway — just  like  a  three- 
decker  lying  at  anchor  in  the  middle  o'  as  mony  frigates;  Yon's 
what  I  ca',  sirs,  a  Core  o'  Reserve. 

North.  Were  you  at  the  Cattle  Show,  James,  t'other  day,  in  the 
Court  of  the  Oil-gas  Institution  ? 

Shepherd.  Eisters  dinna  interrupt  talkin'.  There's  a  beauty,  Mr. 
North, — obleedge  me  by  allooin'  me  to  let  it  down  your  throat. 
Hand  back  your  head  awee — open  Sesame — there  it  goes,  without 
ever  a  chuck, — didna  ye  hear't  play  plowp  in  the  stamach  ? 

Tickler.  Pleasing  picture  of  piety  ! — The  young  cormorant  feed- 
ing his  old  father. 

Shepherd.  1  was  at  the  Show.  But  sic  anither  prize-bill  as  you  I 
never  saw, — a  wee  wizzened,  waif-and-stray-looking  cretur — sic  a 
tawty  hide — a  mere  rickle  o'  banes — sae  weak  that  he  could  hardly 
staun', — and  evidently  a  martyr  to  the  rheumatism,  the  asthma,  and 
the  consumption. 

North.  But  the  breed,  James — the  breed  ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  doubt  the  breed  was  gude,  for  it  was  Mr.  Rennie's ; 
but  sic  a  specimen  !  I  defy  ony  judge,  since  the  days  o'  Gamaliel, 
to  decide  on  the  merits  o'  a  beast  in  sic  a  condition  as  you.  Sup- 
pose, sir,  by  way  of  argumentative  illustration,  that  a  prize  was  to 
be  given  to  the  finest  young  man  of  eighteen  that  could  be  produced, 
and  that  from  among  ever  so  many  noble  fellows,  all  instinct  with 
health  and  vigor,  the  judge  were  to  single  out  ae  urchin,  a  lean,  lank, 
yellow,  and  loose-skinned  skeleton,  and  put  a  belt  round  his  waist 
as  being  the  picked  man  of  all  England. 

North.  So  might  be  his  frame-work. 

Shepherd.  What?  Do  ye  mean  his  skeleton  1  But  the  prize  was 
no  for  skeletons — if  it  was,  a'  the  competitors  should  hae  been  pre- 
pared. Or  take,  sir,  a  shipwrecked  sailor  alFa  rock  in  the  middle  o' 
the  sea,  where  he  has  been  leevin',  puir  fallow,  ou  some  mootht'u's  o' 
tangle,  scarted  aflf  the  sluddery  stanes,  for  maist  part  o'  a  fortnicht, 

*  In  some  parts  of  Scotland,  where  cold  veal  is  considered  rathertnsteless,it  is  often  spoken  of 
by  the  name  of  "  kisg-your-sister,"  from  th«  reputed  insipidity  of  such  a  demonstration  ot 
family  affection. — M. 
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and  wringin'  the  rain  out  o'  his  troosers  to  keep  d«on  his  ragin 
thir-t — and  compare  him  wi'  me — just  me  mysell  siltin'  here  wi'  a 
brodd  o'  eisters  on  ilka  haun — after  a  denner  the  day  wi'  some 
freends  in  the  Auld  Town — and  a  December's  eating,  the  month 
that's  allooed  to  be  the  verra  best  in  the  hail  towmount.  and  wha 
wad  daur  to  pass  judgment  on  the  comparative  pints  o'  sic  a  sailor 
and  sic  a  shepherd  ?  As  for  the  bit  bill,  he  was  leevin'  then — 
though  nae  doubt  he's  dead  noo — for  it  was  a  raw  day,  and  he 
ket-pit  shiverin'  in  his  pen  like  an  aspen. 

North.  \  confess,  James,  there  is  something  in  what  you  say^ 
yet  a  bull  bred  by  Mr.  Rennie  of  Linton,  and  approved  by  Captain 
Batclay  of  Dry  *  must  have  been,  in  spile  of  his  delicate  state  of 
*>ealth,  a  rare  ai.imal. 

Shepherd.  There's  no  twa  mair  honorable  and  cleverer  chiels  in 
a  Scotland — but  it's  just  perfectly  impossible  to  decide  atween  ane 
or  twa  brute  creturs — or  human  anes  either — when  the  tane's  a'  that 
it  ought  to  be,  or  can  be,  in  health  and  speerits,  and  the  tiiher 
hingin'  head  and  tail,  little  oetier  than  an  atomy — it's  just  perfectly 
impossible. 

North.  The   Highland   Society,  James,   the   promoters    of  these 
great  Cattle  Shows,  is  the  most  useful  one  in  all  Scotland  ;  and  you 
wiH   be   glad,   I   am  sure,  to  hear,  that  under  their  auspices,    Mr. 
Black wotid  is  about  to  publish  quarterly  an  Agricultural    Ma- 
for  which  he  has  already  found  an  Editor  of  rare  accomplishments. 

Xhtphertl.  Oh.  man,  but  I'm  real  glad  o'  that!  sic  a  bulk's  a  great 
desideraw  tut:i — I'll  write  for't  mvsell,  and  sae  will  a  thou*an' 
ithers ; — !<ut  still  I  doubt  the  possibility  o'  judgin'  fairly  o' a  bill 
like  yon,  though,  nae  doubt,  he  would  h:ie  been  a  beauty  if  in  fine 
ruddy  health,  like  a  bailie  or  a  bisliop.  It  was  just  the  vice  \n>a 
wi'  yon  prize  pig.  She  was  just  a  fat  grunt,  and  had  lost  all  appear- 
ance o'  a  human  crctur.f  Extremes  -houM  be  avoided,  for,  us 
Horace  says, 

Stint  '-••!  i  i  deniqtie  fines. 
Quoa  ultra  citrnque  in-quit  coiittietere  rectum. 

North.  Very  sensible,  James.  In  like  manner,  with  respect  to 
horses.  A  colt  whose  sire  was  a  Uegulus,  and  dam  a  Mandane, 

*  Captain  liarclay.  who  accomplished  the  f*at  of  walking  a  thnutand  mile*  in  a  lliouiand 
OopMruiive  bourn,  inherited  f  am  hm  uncle  a  large  and  unprulital>l«  nlate.  at  fry.  n«-.ir  the 
•mail  town  «.f  Stonehnven,  about  aixtren  mile*  from  Aberdeen,  in  Scotland.  He  dvvotnl  him- 
self, for  »»ir».  tu  the  improvement  of  this  apparently  barren  land.  and.  In-  tucowion  and  alter- 
nation of  crorw,  »ubeoil  ploughing,  «pade  culture,  and  judicmn.  Rppliratinn  of  manurr.  »uc- 
•ewded  in  making  it  un«  ol  tb«  mov.  productive  properties  in  Scotland,  lie  took  to  rattle-l  • 
ai*o.  and  bi»  annual  »ale>  of  rtock  long  ilrew  crowdi  of  purchatxrn  fiom  all  part*  ul  the  king* 
4', m.  In  I>IU  he  rnadn  an  Agric  iltural  tour  ihmupli  Camilla  and  pnrt  ol'  tlie  t'niod  .'-'intrh. 
and  publolird  an  a<x?ount  of  n  on  hi*  return  to  Scotland.  !{••  \*  a  drx  mdm.i  of  KotM-rt  ll.irt  l«», 
•D'.tior  of  An  Apolojcy  for  the  l{uaJ>er»,  and  claim*  the  dorms nt  title  of  Karl  «.f  Allad\  • 

t  The  prajoice  *f  feeding  up  priie-cattle  to  eucb  obealty  thai  tin  ir  fle»h  \»  rendered^tinlit  lot 
tatr\.  !.»•  long  Keen  the  faabioa  IB  U'eal  Britain,  but  la  now  bcinp  "put  down"  by  good 
MM**.— M. 
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must  almost  necessarily  be  a  fine  colt — but  shut  him  up  in  an  empty 
stable  till  he  is  starved,  and  just  able  to  hobble,  and  is  there  a  man 
in  all  England  who  will  take  upon  him  to  say  that  he  can  still 
fairly  compare  all  his  points  with  those  of  another  colt  at  the  mo- 
ment of  starling  fur  the  St.  Leger,*  and  backed  at  even  against  the 
field  ? 

Shepherd.  Let  the  judge  ken  that  the  colt  belangs  to  Mr.  Pet  re 
or  Lord  Darlington,  and  name  sire  and  dam,  and  let  him  also  ken 
the  inferior  lineage  of  the  ither  competitor,  and  in  spite  o'  himsell 
he  will  prefer  the  starvelin',  and  the  mair  because  he  is  a  starvelin  ; 
for,  if  filled  up  and  fattened  to  the  proper  pitch,  wadna  he  indeed  be 
a  pictur?  But  it's  fa  use  reasoiiin'  ! 

North.  James,  you  astonish  me  by  your  knowledge  of  the  turf. 
You  are  a  perfect  Gulley.f 

Shepherd.  No  me.  I  never  saw  a  horse-race  for  higher  stakes 
than  five  pounds  and  a  saddle.  But  nae  races  for  siller  or  leather 
like  a — broose.  I  had  ance  a  din  powny,  about  fourteen  hands  but 
an  inch,  that  J  coft  frae  a  set  o'  tincklers,  that  beat  a'  for  gallopin' 
sin  the  days  o'  Childers  or  Eclipse.  I  wadna  hae  feared  to  hae  run 
him  against  Fleur  de-lis,  or  Acteon,  or  Memnon,  or  Mameluke,  or 
Camel,  or  Mullatto,  for  a  thousan'  guineas. 

North.   Weight  for  inches,  James. 

Shepherd.  Devil  mind  the  wecht.  Pats-and-Pans  never  ran  so 
weel's  whan  he  was  ridden  dooble — me  and  a  weel-grown  lass 
ahint  me,  for  I  never  could  thole  thin  anes'  a'  my  days.  His  favrite 
distance,  carry in'  dooble,  was  twal  miles  ;  and  he  used  generally  to 
do't  up  hill  and  doon  brae,  within  the  half  hour.  Indeed,  he  never 
came  to  his  speed  till  about  the  middle  o'  the  fourth  mile,  and  sic- 
can  a  cretur  for  wund  !  J  never  saw  him  blawu  but  ance,  and  that 
was  after  bringin'  the  howdiej  ahint  me,  a'  the  way  frae  Selkirk 
up  to  Douglas  Burn — no  short  o'  eighteen  miles,  and  bein'  just  ta'en 
aft'  the  gerse.  [| 

North.  Still,  at  Newmarket  or  Doncaster.  James 

Shepherd.  He  wad  hae  left  them  a'  as  if  they  had  been  stannin' 
— provided  they  had  allowed  me  to  carry  as  muckle  weeht's  I  chose; 
for  Pats-and-Pans  never  ran  steddy  urnier  the  twal  stane  at  the  least, 
and  wi'  a  feather  he  wad  hae  swerved  ower  the.  ropes,  and  played 
the  mischief  wi'  the  carriages.  Where's  Mr.  Tickler? 

•The  St.  Leger  is  the  principal  and  celebrated  trial  of  speed  at  Doneaster  Racps,  in  England. 
Mr.  (afterwards  Lord)  I'etre  was  long;  a  distinguished  man  on  the  turf.  The  Karl  of  Darling- 
ton, who  was  made  Duke  of  Cleveland  in  IcSW.  was  rather  a  huntsman  than  what  is  called  a 
Bporting-rnan.  Hon-es  of  his  breeding  were  much  prized. — M. 

t  Juhn  (juliey,  who  had  been  a  professional  pugilistic  prize-fighter,  made  a  large  fortune  by 
betting  upon  races,  and  finally  became  the  owner  of  extensive  landed  estates,  and  member  of 
the  British  Parliament. — -M. 

J  Howdie,—  midwife.         ||  Gerse. — grass. 
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North.  I  saw  him  slip  away  a  little  ago — just  as  he  had  cleared 
his  Imards 

S/>c)>hrrJ.  I  never  missed  him  till  the  noo.  Is  he  nflTto  Due-raw's, 
think  ye  ?  Yet  it's  ower  late,  for  isna  that  ten  that  thne  bits  o'  Fai 
ri«-s  are  chnppin1 1 

North.  Have  you  seen  Ducrow?     He  is  indeed  a  prodigy.* 

Shrplierd.  After  a',  sir,  it  canna  he  denied  that  the.  human  race 
are  maist  extraordinary  creturs.  What  canna  they,  hy  constant 
practice,  he  brought  to  perform  ?  It's  a  complexin'  place,  yon 
Circus ;  ae  man  draps  down  in  the  dust,  and  awa  out  «•'  the  door  mi 
his  doup ;  anither  after  him,  wi1  a'  celerity,  on  his  dhows;  a  third 
after  him  again,  soomin'  on  dry  laun  at  the  rate  o'  four  miles  an 
hour;  a  fourth  perpendicular  on  the  pawms  o'  his  hnuns,  and  a 
fifth  on  the  croon  o'  his  head,  without  ever  touchin'  the  grun'  wi* 
his  loofs  ava.  A'  the  while  the  1. -ing- lugged  fule,  wi'  a  maist 
divertin*  face,  balancin'  himsell  cross-U-gged  on  a  chair  wi'  ae  foot, 
it  spinnin'  roun'  like  a  whirligig.  Ordina'-y  sittin'  or  walkin'  seems 
perfectly  stupid  after  that — feet  superfluous,  and  legs  an  incum- 
brance. 

North.  But  Ducrow,  James,  Ducrow  ? 

Shepherd.  Then  in  comes  a  till,  pleasant-looking  fallow  o'  a  Ger- 
man, ane  lierr  Benjamin,  wha  thinks  nae  mair  t>'  balancin'  a  beam 
o'  wood,  that  inicht  he  a  roof-tree  to  a  house,  on  his  wee  finger,  than 
if  it  were  a  wundle-strae  ;  then  gars  a  sodger's  musket,  wi'  the  point 
:>'  the  beggonet  on  his  chin,  spin  roun,  till  it  becomes  nearly  invisi- 
ble ;  no  content  wi'  that,  up  wi'  a  ladder  aneath  his  lip,  wi'  a  laddie 
on't,  as  easily  as  if  it  were  a  leddy's  fan;  and,  feenally,  concludes 
wi'  twa  mail-cotch  wheels  on  the  mouth  o'  him 

North.  But  Ducrow,  Jam<>s,  Duerow  ? 

Sltejtherd.  Yon's  a  beaut  itu'  sieht,  sir,  at  ance  music,  dancin', 
Htatuary,  painting,  and  poetry  !  The  cirlurs  aneath  him  soon  cease 
to  seem  horses,  as  they  accelerate  round  the  circus,  wi'  a  motion  a* 
their  ain,  unlike  to  that  o'  ony  ither  four-footed  quadrupeds  on  the 
face  o'  this  earth,  mair  grarefu'  in  their  easy  swiftness  th.m  the 
flights  of  Arabian  coursers  ower  the  desert,  and  to  the  eye  o'  ima- 
gination, some  rare  and  new  created  animals,  fit  for  the  wild  and 
wondrous  pastimes  o'  that  greatest  o'  a'  magicians — Man. 

North.   But  Ducrow,  James,  Ducrow? 

Shffthrrd.  As  if  inspired,  possessed  by  some  spirit,  over  whom 
the  IHHH  >•'  attraction  and  gravity  hae  nae  control,  he  dallies  wi' 
danger,  and  Wars  a  (.-harmed  life,  suf«t  as  the  pigeon  that  ye  will 

•  I'oTiiw.  Sf  M**ntl  yt«f»  man«{r*r  of  AMtvy'i  Amphitheatre,  in  I^ndon.  w»»  by  In  tht  b«*t 
•qumttiaa  f*t(»rmn  «»er  »rnt  in  Kuruj*.  Thcra  w»«  nitur.il  |>rar<  in  tn>  in«v«m*nl».  »n4 
•ora«lbiM  Mtlnflvlr  |>ictur*Mu«  and  cl*Hic«l  in  In*  p*r>onali<>ni  nf  »taiui'»  from  tin  tinliqu*. 
H«  *m«  indilTorvnlljr  wlucatod,  u  fu  »»  boolti  art  rooecrnvd,  bot  be  knrw  lh«  wotld,  and 
Ur|*fortBe«  lo  ln>  widow,  wbo  immcdiaUljr  -took  k  crcond  btuband. — M. 
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afttimes  see  gang  tapsy-turvy  amang  the  clouds,  and  tumblin'  down 
to  within  a  yard  <>'  the  earth,  then  re-ascend,  like  an  arrow,  into  the 
sunshine,  and,  wheelin'  roun' and  roun'in  aft-repeated  circles,  extend 
proudly  a'  its  burnished  plumage  to  the  licht,  till  the  een  are  pained, 
and  the  brain  dizzy  to  behold  the  aerial  brichtness  beautifyiu'  the 
sky. 

North.  Bravo,  James  — excellent — go  on. 

Shepherd.  Wha  the  deevil  was  Castor,  that  the  ancients  mado 
a  god  o'  for  his  horsemanship — a  god  o'  and  a  star — in  comparison 
wi'  yon  Ducraw  1  A  silly  thocht  is  a  Centaur — a  man  and  a  horse 
in  ane — in  which  the  dominion  o'  the  man  is  lost,  and  the  superior 
incorpsed  with  the  inferior  natur  !  Ducraw  "rides  on  the  whirl- 
wind, and  directs  the  storm."  And,  oh,  sir!  how  suftly,  gently, 
tenderly,  and  like  the  dyin'  awa  o'  fast  fairy  music  in  a  dream,  is 
the  subsidin'  o'  the  motion  o'  a'  the  creturs  aneath  his  feet,  his  ain 
gestures,  and  his  ain  attitudes,  and  his  ain  actions,  a'  correspond  in' 
and  congenial  wi'  the  ebbin'  flight ;  even  like  some  great  master 
o'  music  wha  doesna  leave  aff  when  the  soiin'  is  at  its  heicht,  but 
gradually  leads  on  the  sowls  o'  the  listeners  to  a  far  profouncler  hush 
o'  silence  than  reigned  even  before  he  woke  to  ecstasy  his  livin1 
lyre. 

North.  Go  it  again,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Yon's  neither  walkin',  dancin',  nor  loupin',  nor  rinnin', 
nor  soomin',  nor  bangin'.  nor  floatin',  nor  fleein',  but  an  incon- 
ceivable conglomeration  o'  them  a' — sic  as  1  used  sometimes  to 
experience  whan  lyin'  in  a  dream  on  a  sunny  knowe  by  St.  Mary's 
Loch — believin'  mysell  a  disembodied  spirit — and  withouten  wings, 
giein'  the  eagle  and  the  hawk  the  go-by,  richt  afore  the  wund, — 
and  skimmin'  the  real  stars,  just  as  skaters  skim  their  images 
aneath  the  ice,  and  fearing  not  the  mountain-taps,  from  which, 
every  time  1  touched  them  wi'  my  foot,  upsprung  I  again  into  the 
blue  lift,  and  felt  roun'  my  brows  the  cool  caller  halo  o'  the  harvest- 
moon. 
•  North.  Empty  your  tumbler,  James — to  Ducrow's  health. 

Shepherd.  That  I  will.  But  I  houp  the  Circus  'Jl  no  injure  the 
Theatre  ? 

North.  Not  at  all.  Admirable  Murray* — incomparable  Mackay 
— perfect  Mrs.  Siddons,  and  elegant  Miss  Gray — cleverest  Jones — 
accomplished  Pritchard — manly  Denham — genteel  Stanley 

*  Mr.  W.  H.  Murray,  for  many  years  manager  of  the  principal  theatre  in  Edinburgh  was  an 
excellent  actor,  and  a  well-educated  gentleman.  His  sister  was  manied  to  Henry  Siddons,  son 
of  t/ie  Tragedy  Queen.  In  1S19.  he  produced  a  dramatic  adaptation  of  •'  Rob  Roy,''  in  which 
Mr.  Charles  Mackay,  [pronounced  Mak-Kye].  himself  a  native  of  Glasgow,  and  master  of  the 
West-Country  dialect,  made  an  immense  hit  as  Bailie  Nicol  Jarvie.  Scott,  who  went  on  th« 
first  night,  wa»  so  much  *rp,terested  that,  though  the  authorship  of  the  Waverly  Novels  was 
then  a  great  mystery,  he  left  his  box  between  the  scenes  to  remind  the  lady  who  played  Mattic 
that  she  must  have  a  lantern  with  her  mantle.  Tne  other  performers  named  here,  were  them 
attained  to  the  EdinJ  urgh  theatre,  and  very  popular.— M. 
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SJtfpherd.  Gie  ower  your  epithets  —  for  neither  you  nor  ony  man 
can  describe  an  actress  or  an  actor  in  ae  word  ;  —  but  I  ngree  wi' 
v<»u,  —  the  niair  general  the  speerit  <>'  pastime,  the  better  will  the 
Theatre  till  in  the  lang  run  ;  and  the  manager  and  his  sister  will 
aye  be  supported  by  their  freen',  the  people  o'  Embro,  wha  admires 
in  them  the  union  o'  professional  genius  and  private  virtue. 

North.  Their  health  and  happiness  —  in   the  jug,  James,  —  in  the 

j°g- 

•SJiepherd.  A  stranger  that  chanced  to  be  present  at  a  Noctes 
without  kennin'  whar  we  twa  was,  wud  never  jalouse  us  to  be 
Leeterautce,  Mr.  North.  We  seldom  hae  ony  brainless  bother 
about  books.  Sic  talk  maislly  marks  the  blockhead. 

Nortli,  You  know,  James,  that  1  would  not  give  an  intelligent 
and  independent  Tweedside  sheep-farmer  for  a  score  of  ordinary 
town  essay-mongers,  poetasters,  and  getters-up  of  articles.  The 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  Pastoral  run  in  a  channel  scooped  our 
by  themselves  —  they  murmur  with  a  music  of  their  own,  and  evet 
and  anon  overflow  their  banks  in  a  style  that  is  flood-like  and  im- 
pressive. lie  of  the  common  stair  is  like  a  canal-cut,  navigable  only 
to  flat-bottoms,  muddy  in  the  clearest  weather,  and  its  characterless 
banks  wearisome  with  their  gritty  gravel-walks,  on  which  you  meet 
nothing  more  lively  than  an  occasional  old  blind  horse  or  two  towing 
coals,  or  a  passage-boat  crowded  with  the  paltriest  people,  all  sorely 
sick  of  one  another,  themselves,  the  locks,  and  that  part  of  Scot- 
land  in  general,  .the  women  staring  at  you  from  below  ill-shaped 
bonnets  of  coarse  dirty  chip,  and  the  men  crowned  with  third-head 
water-proof  hats  —  napless  and  greasy  —  strolling  candle-snuffers,  pe- 
titioners, editors,  contributors,  and  a  sickly  man  of  tailors  perhaps, 
trying  change  of  place  and  posture.  Whereas 


.  Stop  a  wee.  and  I'll  sing  you  Ulue  Bonnets  —  by  a  fine 
fallow  —  a  fieen  o'  mine  in  Leith.  1  promised  him  that  1  wad  sing't 
at  a  Noctes. 

Write,  write,  tourist  OIK)  trareller  — 

Fill  up  your  pn^'fn,  and  \rrite  in  good  order  ; 
Write,  writ*-,  scribbler  mid  driv'ler  — 

Why  leave  such  margin*  \     Conic  uearer  tbe  border 

Many  a  laurel  dead,  flutters  around  your  head  ; 

Manv  a  toinf  it  your  mftnenlo  mori  : 
Come  from  your  garrets,  then,  M-MX  of  the  quill  and  poo— 

Write  for  mull  nli"]*.  if  you  write  not  for  glory 

Come  from  vour  room*,  •where  the  birthing  wiek's  Uurning  — 
Come  witii  your  tale*  —  speak  they  gladnes*  or  woe; 

C<>ii  •  fn>m  your  Kmall  beer  to  vim-gar  turning  — 
C"ii  «  where  the  1'ort  and  ihe  liurguiuly  flow. 
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Fame's  trump  is  sounding — topics  abounding, — 
Leave  then,  each  scribbler,  your  high  attic  ptory; 

Critics  shall  many  a  day  £peak  of  your  book,  and  say, — 
"  He  wrote  for  the  snuff-shop — he  wrote  not  for  glory." 

Write,  write,  tourist  and  traveller — 

Fill  up  your  pages,  and  write,  in  good  order; 
"Write,  write,  scribbler  and  driv'ler — 

Why  leave  such  margins  ?     Come  nearer  the  border. 

North.  Very  well,  indeed.  A  mere  literary  man,  James,  is  a 
contemptible  creature.  Indeed  I  often  wish  that  I  had  flourished 
before  the  invention  of  printing,  or  even  of  writing,  \\hat  think 
you,  James,  of  a  Noctes  in  hieroglyphics  ? 

Shepherd.  I  scarcely  ken  ;  but  1  think  ane  wud  no  look  amiss  in 
the  Chinese.  Wi'  respeck  to  mere  literary  men,  O  dear  me,  sir! 
hoo  I  do  gant  when  they  come  out  to  Mount  Benger  !  They  canna 
shute,  they  canna  fish,  they  canna  loup,  they  canna  warsle,  they 
canna  soom,  they  canna  put  the  stane,  they  canna  fling  the  hammer, 
they  canna  even  drive  a  gig,  they  canna  kiss  a  lassie  in  ah  aflf-haim 
and  pleasant  manner,  without  offendin'  her  feelins,  as  through  the 
dews  she  "comes  wadiu'  all  alane  ;"  and  what's  perhaps  the  maist 
contemptible  o'  a',  they  canna,  to  ony  eflfeck,  drink  whusky.  Ae 
glass  o'  pure  speerits  on  the  hill  afore  breakfast  wud  gie  them  a 
sick  headache  ;  and  after  denner,  although  the  creturs  hae  nae  objec- 
tions to  the  jug,  oh!  but  their  heads  are  wake,  wake — before  the 
fire  has  got  sun-bricht,  they  are  lauchin'-fou  — you  then  fin'  them  out 
to  be  rejected  contributors  to  Bl.-ickwood  ;  and  you  hear  that  they're 
Whigs  frae  their  wee,  sharp,  shrill,  intermittin',  dissatisfied,  and 
rather  disgustin'  snore,  like  a  soun'  ane.  aften  hears  at  nicht  in  moors 
and  mosses,  but  whence  proceedin'  ane  knows  not,  except  it  be  frae 
some  wildfool  distressed  in  sleep  by  a  stamach  fu'  of  slug-worms 
mixed  wi'  mire — for  he  aiblins  leeves  by  suction. 

North.  He  is  all  mind,  James  ;  king  of  the  Coteries,  and  monarch 
of  all  the  Albums.  His  mother  laments  that  he  is  not  in  Parlia- 
ment ;  and,  up  to  the  Preface,  used  to  hint  that  he  had  a  finger  in 
Ken  i  I  worth  and  Ivanhoe. 

Shepherd.  Yet,  after  a',  it's  far  frae  unamusin'  to  read  the  verses 
or  sic  ejeturs.  They're  aye  taukin'  o'  inspiration — o'  bein'  rapt, 
and  carried  awa  bythe  Muses — and  ridin'  on  Pegasus — and  climbin' 
Parnassus,  on  their  hauns  and  knees,  nae  doubt — and  drinkin'  Hip- 
pocrene  and  Helicon,  twa  kinds  o'  Grc-ek  wine,  ance  red,  but  noo 
tawny ;  and  though  no  like  to  flee  to  the  head,  yet  apt  to  soor  sair 
on  an  empty  stamach.  Yet  a'  the  time  (here's  no  a  \\hnt  mail1 
inspiration,  or  ravishment,  or  ridin',  or  climbin',  or  drinkin'  about; 
the  bit  versifying  creturs  o'  Cockneys,  than  there  is  about  a  gro 
VOL.  III.--4 
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oer's  clerk  copying  out  an  adverteesement  o'  sweeties  for  the  news- 
papers. 

North.  Yet  such  suns  of  genius  think  themselves  entitled  to  be- 
come unprincipled,  because  they  can  occasionally  count  their  fingers 
• — disdain  area-doors,  with  eyes  in  fine  frenzy  rolling — get  into  a 
network — that  is,  James,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson — a  thing  equally 
reticulated  and  discussated  with  equal  distances  between  the  inter. 
Btices — a  network  of  small  coarse  debts — attempt  to  commit  forgery 
—fall,  through  ignorance  of  the  forms  of  business,  into  the  inferior 
crime  of  swindling — off  on  the  coach-box  of  the  Carlisle  mail  to 
Liverpool;  and,  by  packet  that  is  to  sail  to-morrow  morning,  right 
slick  away  to  the  United  States. 

Shepherd.  You're  really  verra  interteenin*  the  nicht,  sir;  but 
dinna  be  ower  hard  on  them  a' ;  for  when  natur  has  kindled  the 
spark  o'  genius  in  the  heart  o1  a  fine  out-spoken,  enthusiastic, 
hopefu'  callant,  wi'  bauld  bricht  een,  like  far-keekers  spy  in'  rnto 
futurity,  isn't  delightfu'  to  grasp  his  haun,  and  to  clap  him  on  the 
shouther,  and  praise  him  to  his  face,  as  you  shove  ower  the  jug  to 
him,  and  ask  him  to  sing  or  receet  something  o'  his  ain, — and  tell 
ane  o'  your  bairns  to  gang  roun'  the  table  and  speak  till  him,  for 
that  he's  a  freend  o*  yours,  and  a  gran'  fallow,  and  no  to  mind  even 
about  climbin'  ontil  his  knee,  and  ruggin'  the  curly  locks  o'  him,  as 
black  as  a  raven  .' 

North.  How  delightful  for  a  town-talk-teased  poor  old  man,  like 
me,  to  take  refuge,  for  a  month  or  so,  in  a  deeper  solitude  even 
than  Buchanan  Lodge — the  house  at  the  head  of  the  glen,  which, 
know  it  ever  so  well,  you  still  have  to  search  for  among  so  many 
knolls,  some  quite  bare,  some  with  a  birk  or  two,  and  some  of  them 
each  in  itself  a  grove  or  wood, — self-sown  all  the  trees,  brushwood, 
coppice,  and  standards. 

Shepherd.  You're  getting  desperate  descriptive  in  your  dotage — 
sir — dinna  froon — there's  nae  dishonor  in  dotage,  when  nature's  its 
object.  The  aulder  we  grow,  our  love  for  her  get*  tenderer  and 
niair  tender,  for  this  thocht  aflen  comes  across  our  heart,  "  in  the 
bosom  o'  this  bonny  green  earth,  in  how  few  years — shall  1  IK;  laid — 
dust  restored  to  dust !"  That's  a'  1  mean  by  dotage. 

North.  What  a  difference,  James,  between  the  din  of  twenty  little 
waterfalls,  that  absolutely  seem  pursuing  one  another  away  down 
the  glen,  and  as  many  hackney  conches  jolting  along  a  street  !  A 
composure  in  all  faces  and  figures  that  you  meet  going  out  to  work 
or  coming  in  from  it — or  sitting  or  walking  alxuit  the  house!  Quiet 
without  dulness — without  languor — peace  !  Thore  the  gloaming  is 
indeed  pensive — each  star  an  it  rises  sparkles  contentment — and  the 
moon  is  felt  to  belong  more  especially  to  this  one  valley,  most  Ix-au- 
tiful  of  all  the  valleys  of  this  earth.  Not  an  action  of  all  my  life — 
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not  a  word  I  ever  uttered — not  a  tale,  or  poem,  or  article,  or  book 
in  two,  three,  or  four  volumes,  that  1  ever  wrote — not  one  of  all 
the  panegyrics,  anathemas,  blessings,  curses,  prayers,  oaths,  vows, 
and  protestations,  ever  pronounced,  denounced,  and  announced  anent 
me,  known  to  one  single  dweller  in  all  the  vale  !  There  am  I  strictly 
anonymous.  That  crutch  is  as  the  crutch  of  any  ordinary  rheumatic 
— and  I,  James,  have  the  unspeakable  satisfaction  of  feeling  mysel 
— a  Cipher. 

Shepherd.  What  are  ye  hummin'  at,  sir.  You're  no  gaun  to 
sing  ? 

North.  Why  does  the  sun  shine  on  me, 

When  its  light  I  hate  to  see: 
Fain  I'd  lay  me  down  and  dee, 
For  o'  life  I'm  weary  ! 

O  'tis  no  thy  frown  I  fear— 
"Tis  thy  smile  I  cauua  bear — 
'Tis  thy  smile  my  heart  does  tear,— 
When  thou  triest  to  cheer  me. 

Ladies  fair  hae  smiled  on  me — 
A'  their  smiles  no  joy  could  gie— 
Never  lo'ed  I  ane  but  thee, 
And  I  lo'e  thee  dearly  ! 

On  the  sea  the  moonbeams  play — 
Sae  they'll  shine  when  I'm  away — 
Happy  then  thou'lt  be,  and  gay, 
When  I  wander  dreary  1 

Shepherd.  Some  auld  fragmentary  strain,  remindrn'  him,  nae 
doubt,  o'  joys  and  sorrows  lang  ago  !  He  has  a  pathetic  vice — but 
sing  what  tune  he  may,  it  still  slides  awa'  into  Stroud  Water. 

North.  Oh,  James!  a  dream  of  the  olden  time 

Shepherd.  Huts!  huts!  I  wush  you  maunna  be  gettin' rather  a 
wee  fuddled — sir — hafflins  fuu — preserve  me,  are  ye  greetin' ?  The 
whusky's  maist  terrible  strong — and  I  suspect  has  never  been  chris- 
sened.*  It's  time  we  be  aff.  Oh !  what  some  o'  them  he  has 
knowted  wud  gie  to  see  him  in  this  condition !  But  there's  the 
wheels  o'  the  cotch.  Or  is't  a  fire-engine  ] 

Enter  AMBROSE  to  announce  the  arrival  of  the  coach. 

Dinna  look  at  him,  Mr.  Ambrose — he's  gotten  the  toothache — and 
likewise  some  ingon  in  his  een.  This  is  aye  the  way  with  him  noo 
— he's  far  aff  a'  on  a  sudden — and  begins  greetin'  at  naething,  or  at 

*  To  Christen  whisky — a  social  domestic  crime  of  infinite  daikness — is  to  add  wfttei 
to  it.— JVL 
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things  that's  raither  an.usin'  as  itherwise.  There's  mony  th  usan* 
ways  o'  gettin'  fou — and  1  ken  nae  rnair  philoaophiotl  employment, 
than,  in  sic  oil  vat  ions,  the  study  o'  the  varieties  o'  human  cha- 
racter. 

North.  Son  James 

Shepherd.  Pardon,  father — 'twas  but  a  jeest.  I've  kent  you  noo 
the  better  pairt  <»'  twenty  years — and  never  saw  I  thae  bright  een — 
that  bricht  brain  obscured — for,  wi'  a'  our  daffin' — our  weel  timed 
damn* — our  dulce  e*t  desipere  in  loco — that's  Latin,  you  ken — we  re- 
turn to  our  hame,  or  our  lodgings,  as  sober  as  Quakers — and  as 
peacefu',  too, — weel-wishers,  uiie  und  a',  to  the  hail  human  race — 
even  the  verra  Whigs. 

North.  Sometimes,  my  dear  Shepherd,  my  life  from  eighteen  to 
twenty  four,  is  an  utter  blank,  like  a  moonless  midnight— at  other 
times,  oh !  what  a  refulgent  day  !  Had  you  known  me  then,  James, 
you  would 

Shepherd.  No  hae  liked  you  half  as  weePs  I  do  noo — for  then, 
though  you  was  dootless  tall  and  strain-lit  as  a  tree,  and  able  and 
williu'  baith  to  fecht  man,  doug,  or  deevil,  wi*  een,  tongue,  feet,  or 
hauns,  yet,  as  dootless,  you  was  jtrooder  nor  Lucifer.  But  noo  that 
you're  bent  down  no  that  muckle,  just  awee,  and  your  "  1}  art  liallits 
wearing  thin  and  bare,"  sac  pleasant,  sae  cheerfu',  sae  fu'  o'  alloo» 
ances  for  the  fauts  and  frailties  o'  your  fellow-creturs,  provided  only 
they  proceed  na  frae  a  bad  heart — it's  just  perfectly  impossible  no  to 
love  the  wise,  merry  auld  man — 

North.  James,  I  wUh  to  consult  you  and  Mr.  Ambrose  about  the 
propriety  and  prudence  of  my  marrying 

Shepherd.  Never  heed  ye  propriety  and  prudence,  sir,  in  mair- 
rying,  ony  mair  than  ilher  folk.  Mairry  her,  sir — mairry  her — and 
Ml  be  godfather — for  the  predestined  mither  o'  him  will  be  an  Epis- 
copalian— to  wee  Christopher. 

North.  As  the  Reis  Ellendi  well  observes  *j  the  interpreters  of 
the  Three  Powers — we  must  not  name  a  child  till  we  have  ascer- 
tained its  sex.  But,  Ambrose,  open  the  ears  of  Dioiiysius. 

(MR.  AMBROSE  oj>cns  a  secret  </oor,  and  flings  it  open.) 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Gurney — the  short-haun  writer  !  Dinna  be  frighted, 
•if.  What  a  cozy  contrivance  !  A  green-baized  table  o'  his  ain— 
twa  wax  oawnles — a  nice  wee  bit  ingle — and  a  gae  big  jug  ! 

North.  Not  a  whisper,  James,  that  Mr.  Gurney  doe»  not  catch. 
I  will  explain  the  principle  to  you  at  our  first  leisure.  You  know 
the  elements  of  acoustic*  I 

Shepherd.  Cow-sleek*, — cow's  horns.  What  do  you  mcnn  ?  Let 
mo  try  your  toddy,  Mr.  Guruey.  Oh,  man  I  but  it's  strong.  Good 
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night,  sir ;  dinna  steer  till  ye  extend.*     Come  awa',  Mr.  North — 
Awmrose,  rax  him  ower  the  crutch. 

North.  What  a  hobbletehoy  I  am,  James — Allons.  But  hark  ye, 
James — are  you  the  author  of  the  "  Relief  Meeting.?''  No?  I  wish 
I  knew  how  to  direct  a  letter  to  him  about  his  excellent  article.  Let 
us  off  to  Southside — and  sup  with  Tickler. 

Glee, — for  Three   Voices. 

Fall  de  rail  de, 
Fall,  lull  loll  de, 
Fall  de  lall  de, 
Fall,  lall  le,  <fec. 

[Exeunt  Ambo  et  Ambrose. 

"  That  ii — -Jo  not  stir    unti.  you    have  extended,  or  transferred  your  shirt  hand  joteJ  into 
oriinary  writing. — M. 
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North.  John,  the  quaighs.f     Here,  gentlemen,  is  some  Glenlivet. 

*  Thin  wa*  »n  itnarinary  interlocutor.  In  November,  I'-IO.  Maga  commenced  a  »«ne«  ol  i»- 
terttnne  article*,  entitled  •'  Re.-<>ll»ction».  by  M.irk  Macrabin.  the  Camrronian."  which  ran 
through  many  volume*,  and  j,rofe»*ed  to  lelale  iqcidertu  connected  with  the  career  of  reveiai 
of  the  prrarhi-rn  and  profe*«om  of  the  reli|>iou>  peel  founded  in  S-mlnnd  by  Rirhard  Cameroo. 
The  locale  of  thin  Met.  which  mar  l>e  >«id  to  have  included  the  relique*  of  th«  utrrn  eothu»i- 
a»tic  Covenanter*,  wai  chiefly  in  YluinfrirMhire.  Allan  Cunningham,  Imiiwlf  from  that  part 
ef  Scotland,  wan  believed  to  have  b«f>n  the  writrr,  and  the  mure  no,  as  the  >eriea  wan  gemmed 
with  many  very  charming  »natrhr»  of  ntng*. — M 

t  Tho**  qunigki.  which  were  little  cutm  of  curi<  unly  dovetailed  wn«dn.  umially  inlaid  In  nil- 
Tec.  wen  of  Miehland  birth,  .^-ott  had  many  of  them,  with  a  hi«t<>ry  attached  to  each,  and 
that  reserved  for  huown  ute,  and  greatly  valued,  had  travelled  from  Kdmbnrgh  to  Derby  is 
tlie  canteen  of  I'rince  (*har!e«  Stuart.  It  in  not  difficult  in  imaginr  how  true  Scotchmen  would 
value  fn/iif*«  which  the  line  of  the  Chevalier  bad  lonchrd.  or  which  had  belonged  to  Job* 
H'ime.  (author  of  the  plav  of  '  pourl**.")  or  to  William  CantKir>-  who.  bv  the  war.  waa  no 
Cardinal,  but  ProUiKnt  f.'huptain  to  William  111  ,  and  afterwardi  Principal  of  the  Univenitr 
of  K'liuburgb — or  to  Allan  Ramaav,  the  poet,  to  Deacon  Hrodie  (who  wa*  hanged  on  a  drop  of 
}<ii  own  invention.)  or  to  fluhop  (Tamertin,  ratperted  in  Kdinlxirgh  alike  by  Catholic  and  Pro* 
lMU.nl.  The  Doyle  here  tnenlionrd  wa>  an  ln«h  Buhnp.  wlu>  wrote  a  gnat  many  w  » 

fwlitiee  and  polemic*,  and  died  IB  l<ll  II*  planted  even  ihe  Cathnhr*.  by  leclaring  that  "  if 
•  rebellion  were  raging  from  Carnckfergu*  to  Cap*  Clear,  no  •caleoce  of  •xoooxinunioaUoB 
would  ever  be  fulminated  Lv  a  Catholic  prelate."— M. 
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the  same  sort  that  carried  the  prize  the  last  time  our  friends  the 
Barons  of  Exchequer  had  a  competition  anent  the  dew. 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  that  meikle  black  ane.  Safe  us,  Mr.  North, 
whare  got  ye  a'  this  cleckin'  o'  quaighs  ?  My  certy,  there's  aught 
o'  them — 

North.  Whisky  in  glass  is  a  gem  set  in  brass,  says  the  adage  : 
porter  in  glass  is  as  heathen  as  the  mass,*  quoth  another.  I  stick 
in  all  these  affairs  to  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors. 

Macrabin.  This  is  a  queer-looking  little  gentleman.  Any 
history  ? 

North.  No  quaigh  unhistorical  shall  ever  press  my  board.  That 
lordly  dish  belonged  to  the  Prince  of  Wales.  He  gave  it  to  old 
Invernahyle,  who  left  it  to  your  humble  servant.  His  Royal 
Highness  had  it  in  his  holster  at  Drummossie. 

Macrabin.  A  precious  relic  indeed !  And  what  may  this  yellow- 
faced  burly  concern  be  ? 

North.  Ah  Mac,  my  dear,  that  is  a  quaigh  I  set  a  very  particular 
value  upon.  Tickler,  it  shall  be  yours,  if,  as  in  the  course  of  nature, 
you  see  me  out.  That  bit  of  boxwood  has  often  touched  the  lip  of 
our  comrade,  Charlie  Hay.  You  know  it  well. 

Tickler.  Ah,  poor  Charlie !  I  do  remember  it.  It  was  John 
Home's  legacy  to  Lord  Newton,  youngsters. 

Shepherd.  It  has  seen  niony  a  deep  brooze  in  its  day.  I'll  war- 
rant the  chields  o'  the  Poker  hae  lippened  to  it  a'  round. 

North.  Ah,  James,  James !  there  is  something  very  pleasing  in 
such  memorials  as  these.  That  Sir  Morgan  is  playing  with  was  Dr. 
Webster's;  it  was  originally  Caidinal  Carstairs's.  He  taught  King 
William  to  sip  whisky  out  of  that  identical  chip  of  yew. 

Odoherty.  The  Glorious for  ever ! 

Tickler.  This,  which  I  hold  in  these  reverend  fingers,  was,  if  I 
mistake  not,  the  property  of  umwhile  Deacon  Brodie. 

North.  It  was.  That  quaigh,  gentlemen,  is  from  the  roof-tree  of 
the  cottage  at  Leadhills,  wherein  Allan  Ramsay  was  born :  Allan 
left  it  to  Bishop  Geddes ;  that  holy  father  bequeathed  it  to  my  wor- 
thy friend,  Bishop  Cameron  ;  and  he,  in  turn,  transferred  it  by  a 
codicil  to  myself.  Ah,  Tickler !  we  have  had  a  sore  loss  in  our 
good  Bacuelor  of  Salamanca. 

Tickler.  We  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.  He  was  the  only 
Papist,  except  Kempferhausen,  that  I  ever  could  tolerate.  M'Crie's 
book  wenc  to  his  heart,  I  believe. 

North.  And  Doyle's  pamphlets.  That  fellow's  tricks  did  more 
to  kill  Cameron  than  all  the  rest  of  it.  Peace  be  with  him  !  He 
was  a  noble,  a  generous  character — a  true  Christian,  Sir  Morgan,  by 
all  that's  purple,  this  night  in  Paradise. 

*  Porter  should  be  drank  out  of  "its  native  i-ewter."— M. 
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Odoherty  (sings.) 

No  churchman  am  I,  for  to  mil  or  to  write, 
No  statesman  or  soldier,  to  plot  or  to  fii^lit, 
No  sly  innn  of  business,  contriving  a  snare, 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  the  whole  of  mj  care. 

Come,  North,  sound  a  retreat  to  your  timbers. 
North.  John,   the  decanters.     Gentlemen,   The  King,  God  bless 
him  ! 

(Invisible    musicians  play  the  National  Anthem — three    times 
three,  <tc.  <&c.  c£c.) 

Gentlemen,  a  bumper.  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ! 
Long  life  to  him  !  and  u  fig  fur  Rascals,  Radicals,  and  Rats  !  All 
the  honors. 

Shepherd.  Lord  keep  us,  what  a  din!  ye'll  deave  me,  callants: 
ye  should  mind  you're  aiming  the  Elders  of  Israel,  and  keep  soin« 
decency  wi'  your  daflin. 

Macrabin.  Mr.  President,  I  beg  a  bumper.  Gentlemen,  long  as 
I  have  been  conversant  with  forensic  disputation,  and  not  entirely  a 
stranger  to  the  more  ornate  and  elaborate  eloquence  of  the  festive 
board,  i  am  free  to  say  that  my  impressions  at  this  moment  go  to 
impress  me  with  a  lively  conviction  that  I  never  rose  to  address  any 
assembly  of  Christian  citizens  under  feelings  and  impressions  of 
that  character  of  trepidation,  invitation,  and  an  accumulation  of 
diffident  scrupulosities,  with  which  I,  at  this  moment,  rise  to  pro- 
pose, gentlemen,  a  bumper  toast  to  this  Enlightened  Society.  I  s-iy, 
gentlemen,  that  it  is  the  most  anxious,  the  most  nervous  moment  of 
my  existence.  And  yet,  gentlemen,  when  I  look  around  me,  and 
contemplate  the  benignity  with  whieh  so  many  eminent  and  illus- 
trious men  are  condescending  enough  to  receive  me  upon  this  occa- 
sion, it  asks  no  mighty  effort  of  candor,  gentlemen,  to  confess,  as  I 
now  do  not  fear  to  confess,  that  I  rise  with  pride  and  confidence  in 
this  very  distinguished  circle.  Gentlemen,  year  follows  year,  lus- 
trum lustrum,,  and  decad  decad.  Time  flows  on,  my  lu<i;  genera- 
tions pass  into  oblivion,  and  arc,  in  fact,  lost  sight  of;  dut  when 
the  body  fail*,  the  spirit  may  be  immortal  :  and  that,  my  lud  —  that, 
gentlemen — that  high,  that  heroic, — standing  here  as  I  do, — I  will 
add,  that  holy  thought,  that  it  in,  my  lud,  that  in  that  way  wliirli  I 
cannot  adequately  express,  is  uppermost  in  my  l><>-<,ni.  and  that  I 
hope  and  trust  meets  wilh  a  responsive  echo,  gentlemen,  in  every 
bosom  that  beats  on  that  bench.  Gentlemen,  I  feel  but  too  deeply 
that  1  have  not  sufficiently  developed  nil  the  feelings  which,  at  iliis 
moment,  agitate,  and,  1  may  say,  overwhelm  my  sensations ;  1>ut, 
gentlemen,  cold  and  unworthy  as  this  brief  address  may  be,  I  shall 
have  miserably  indeed  disapj  uinted  my  own  most  fervid  wishes,  the 
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most  ardent  aspiiati<>ns,  gentlemen,  of  my  own  heart,  mind,  soul, 
and  intellect,  if,  my  luds,  I  have  failed  to  convey  to  your  lordships' 
bosoms  some  faint  notices  of  these  emotions — emotions,  gentlemen, 
of  which,  while  life  continues  to  animate  the  veins  in  this  hand,-- 
\vhile  patriotism,  gentlemen,  while  patriotism,  honor,  and  faith,  aie 
not  yet  expelled  from  my  heart  of  hearts, — I  venture  to  assure  you, 
gentlemen,  I  for  one,  shall  never  he  ashamed — no — never  !  In  one 
word,  then,  gentlemen,  I  perceive  that  all  minor  deficiencies  and 
lapses  are  merged,  as  tliey  ought  to  be,  and  ever  will  be,  and  ever 
have  been,  in  that  deep  and  sacred  feeling  of  devotion  and  rever- 
ence with  which  you  are  all  prepared  to  drink  what,  in  spite  of  the 
two  immortal  names  that  have  already  received  your  plaudits,  I 
will  venture,  gentlemen,  to  pronounce  THE  toast  of  this  evening.* 
Gentlemen,  this  is  the  20th  of  March,  1828.  (The  devil  it  is!  Hear, 
hear  /)  This  day,  gentlemen,  is  the  anniversary  of  that  day  on  which 
the  illustrious  Christopher  North  first  opened  his  eyes  upon  a  world 
which  his  genius  and  virtue  were  destined  to  illuminate,  gentlemen, 
to  delight,  to  instruct,  and  to  revivify.  (Hear,  hear.)  This,  gentle- 
men, is  the  seventy-third  birthday  of  our  immortal  host.  Gentle- 
men, I  add  no  more.  Here  is  Christopher  North!  Health,  strength, 
and  length  of  days,  to  the  illustrious  Caledonian,  the  Champion  of 
the  Faith  !  (Immense  applause — three  times  three,  &c.  &c.  etc.) 

Shepherd.  Let's  gie  him  time  to  think  o1  thanks.     Here's  a  sang 
— ye'll  no  be  backward  at  the  tchorus.     (Sinys.) 

Tune, — O'er  the  Muir  amaiig  I  fie  Hentlier. 

In  Embro  town  they  made  a  lave, 

In  Enibru  at  the  Court  o'  Session, 
That  Kit  and  his  lads  were  fautors  a'  I 
An'  guilty  o'  a  high  transgression. 
Decreet  o'  the  Court  o'  Session  ; 
Act  Sederunt  o1  the  Session; 
Kit  North  and  his  crew  were  fautors  a, 
And  guilty  o'  a  high  transgression. 

In  the  Parliament  Hou«e  the  Whigs  were  croose, 

In  the  Parliament  House  at  the  Court  o'  Session ; 
There  was  Cobrun  to  blaw,  and  Jamffrey  to  craw — 
Crooseucss  and  gabs  their  best  possession. 
Decreet  o'  the  Court  o'  Session, 
Act  sederunt  o'  their  Session  ; 
Wh^gery's  light,  and  Whigs  are  bright, 
JW  a  Tory  creed»is  a  fool's  traiiBgrcssion.f 

*  Thi«  is  a  pretty  fair  sample  of  the  peculiar  description  of  oratory  called  "  after-dinne.  rlo- 
quence  "— M. 
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In  Etnbro  town  the,re  d  walla  a  man 

That  never  gauijs  near  their  Court  o'  Session, 
A  vif  aul«l  man,  wi'  a  tirap  in  his  can, 

Has  gien  a'  the  Whiijs  in  tlie  land  a  threshiu', 
Decreet  o'  his  Court  o*  Session, 
Act  sederunt  <>'  his  Session  ; 
The  Whips  thev  are  neerdoweels.  great  and  sma*, 
And  cheap,  cheap  <>'  a  hearty 


Frae  Embro  town  his  word  gangs  out, 

Frae  Ambrose'  spence,  his  Court  o'  Session, 
And  the  deevil  a  prig  tltat  stinks  o'  Whig, 
But  dunifounder'd  he  sinks  in  consternation, 
Decreet  o'  this  Court  o'  Session, 
Act  sedernnt  «>'  the  Session  ; 
The  Whit's  are  found  out,  and  in  siccan  a  rout, 
That  their  hurdles  are  scantily  worth  a  tlireehin 

North,  (on  his  leys  without  crutch.)  Gentlemen,  many  thanks  to 
you  for  your  prose  eulogies  and  your  verse  eulogies,  and  for  the 
strenuous  eulogies  of  your  hurras;  and,  above  all,  for  the  sterling 
and  precious  eulogies  of  your  friendly  looks.  I  feel  myself  very 
happy  at  this  moment  —  I  have  done  my  duty  —  I  have  succeeded  in 
all  that  I  have  wished  to  perform  —  and  my  health,  thank  God,  is 
very  tolerable  for  a  Septeg«-narian  Whig-hater.  Gentlemen,  I  am 
not  in  the  habit  of  making  long  speeches.  I  thank  you  heartily  for 
your  countenance  on  this  occasion  ;  and  I  beg  leave  to  thank  you 
very  seriously  in  this  bumper  of  port,  for  the  support  you  have 
afforded  the  King,  our  royal  and  gracious  master,  my  excellent  fiiend 
the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  myself,  all  through  the  troublesome 
nine  months  which  it  cost  us  three  to  eject  the  Whigs,  and  to  dam- 
aye  the  Philo-whigs  so  completely,  that  it  can  no  longer  be  of  tho 
smallest  consequence  either  to  Turk,  Je,w,  or  Christian,  what  they 
do  or  what  they  say,  whether  they  be  all  out  of  place,  or  only  all 
out  of  character,  influence,  and  power.*  Gentlemen,  fill  your 
glasses.  I  beg  to  diink  the  immortal  memories  of  the  Right 
Honorable  William  Pitt,  and  the  Most  Noble  Robert  Marquis  of 
Ixmdonderry  ;  and  may  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  acting  steiidily  on 
their  principles,  and  trusting  exclusively  to  their  friends  and  disci- 
pies,  complete  the  great  work  he  has  HO  gallantly  begun  ;  and  hav- 


The  Tory  J>arty,  who  little  magined  h<-w  *onn  their  favi.rile  vould  amnnuh  them  oy  granting 
Caihulic  kmanri|.iti<  n.  which  at  one  time  ha  cuongly  o|>noeed,  »«re  in  rapture*  at  the  Uukc  » 
•eceM  an  to  wwer.  —  M 
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ing  heretofore  saved  England  and  Europe  in  the  field,  finally  rescue 
his  country  and  the  cause  of  order  and  government  all  over  the 
world,  from  the  bad  consequences  of  Whig  and  Philo-whig  practice, 
and  the  worse  consequence  of  Whig  and  Philo-whig  theories ! 
Solemn  silence,  gentlemen  all, — Ti<  ya^  /££«£  sdft  davov-ruv  I 

Shepherd.  Baud  him  there,  Mr.  Tickler,  if  that's  no  twae  words 
o'  Latin  I'm  a  Pagan  Greek. 

North,  (filling  two  bumpers.)  I  sip  corrected. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Macrabin,  I  think  naething  o'  your  way  o'  speakin'. 
Yon's  no  real  oratory.  It's  a'  made  at  hame,  and  muckle  pains  it 
maun  cost  ye  to  gie't  an  extemporaneous  air  o'  deception.  You 
couldna  propose  Mr.  North's  health  in  anither  speech  the  noo  aff 
haun  ? 

Macrabin,  (hem.)  I  now  rise,  my  lud,  under  sensations  of  that 
sort,  my  luds,  that  it  may  be  difficult  for  you,  sittin  there  as  you  do, 
to  understand,  gentlemen.  Gentlemen,  I  beg  leave  to  remind  you, 
that  this  is  the  evening  of  the  first  day  of  April,  anno  domini,  one 
thousand,  eight  hundred,  and  twenty-eight,*  (hear,  hear!)  And 
now,  gentlemen,  when  I  have  mentioned  this  fact,  for  a  fact  I  say  it 
is,  and  1  fear  not  to  bottom  this  averment  on  all  the  almanacks  of 
the  day,  be  they  of  Aberdeen,  or  Poor  Robin,  or  Francis  Moore, 
physician,  or  Henry  Brougham,  school  master-in-chief  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  (hear!)  But  to  return,  gentlemen,  I  venture  to 
observe,  in  limine,  that  there  are  a  thousand  reasons,  gentlemen, 
why  this  particular  night  ought  to  be  cherished,  and  hallowed,  and 
venerated,  and  crowned  with  glory,  and  honor,  and  reverence,  gen- 
tlemen, by  every  man,  woman,  and  child  (hear,  hear !)  in  the 
dominions  of  George  the  Fourth,  by  the  grace  of  God,  of  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  King,  defender  of  the  faith,  and  his  sheriffs  in 
that  part,  (hear!)  (confound  it) — I  say  there  is  indubitable  argu- 
ment, why  this  evening  should  witness  the  shedding  of  a  bumper  of 
beer,  porter,  punch,  port,  or  claret,  by  every  human  Christian  now 
extant  in  the  whole  circumnavigable  globe  !  (Hear,  hear  !)  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Jury,  nor,  standing  here  as  I  do,  is  it  at  all  incumbent 
that  I  should  occupy  a  lengthy  space  of  your  precious  time,  with 
any  detailed  examination  of  the  averments  of  the  other  party,  —  my 
learned  friends  will  not  suspect  me  of  any  thing  personal ;  no,  no, 
my  luds,  looking  merely  to  things  in  general,  and  the  broad  ex  facie 
appearance  of  the  case,  I  do  not  hesitaft  to  affirm,  that  the  counter 
proposition  is  entirely,  and  totally,  and  wholly,  and  funditus,  an 
untenable  proposition — a  false,  gentlemen,  and  a  groundless,  and  an. 
utterly  absurd,  and  contemptible,  and  quackish,  and  ridiculous,  and 
base,  and  vile,  and^ irrelevant  proposition,  (hear,  hear,  hear!)  Such 

*  This  oration  may  be  taken  as  a  specimen  of  the  ordinary  post-prandial  manner  of  uning  a 
maximum  of  wo«U  i'>c-'iivry  a  miiiiiiuin  of  ideas. — M. 
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an  one,  gentlemen,  as  no  court,  no,  nor  no  jury,  would  ever  lister. 
to  for  a  moment,,  were  it  not  in  trod  need,  gentlemen,  I  will,  and 
must  say  it,  under  that  portentous  and  truly  fascinating  and  basi- 
li«kian  glare  of  gorgeous  and  rhetorical  embellishment,  (hear!)  and 
amplification,  with  which  no  one,  as  we  all  know,  knows  better  h«.\v 
to  illustrate  and  decorate  the  most  untenable  and  egregious  humbug, 
(I  use  plain  language  on  a  plain  subject,  gentlemen,)  than  the 
learned  gentleman  whom  we  have  had  the  high  satisfaction  of  hear- 
ing, my  lud,  since  this  court  assembled,  (//par,  hear!)  Now,  to 
n  turn,  I  venture  to  assert,  that  the  reason  of  the  case  is  as  plain, 
clear,  distinct,  and  intelligible,  as  that  two  and  two  make  four,  or 
that  the  learned  gentleman  now  in  my  eye,  my  luds,  is — no  conju- 
ror— begging  his  pardon — (1  mean  no  personality):  in  a  word,  to 
descend  from  things  in  general,  to  a  brief  statement  of  the  case  now 
before  you,  this,  gentlemen,  is  the  evening  of  the  1st  of  April, — 
this  is  the  anniversary  of  a  day,  which  will  ever,  1  think,  be  hallowed 
in  the  eyes  of  the  remotest  generations  of  mankind,  and  which,  at 
all  events,  has  vivid  claims,  sitting  here  as  we  do,  upon  us,  (hear, 
hear!)  Verbunt  now  umplius,  (hear,  hear!)  Gvntlemen  all,  fill 
your  glasses ;  here's  Christopher  North,  Enquire,  who  this  evening 
completes  the  seventy-third  year  of  his  age,  gentlemen,  (hear,  hear!) 
and  many  happy  returns  to  him  of  the  1st  of  April.  Christopher 
North,  gentlemen,  long  life  to  him,  and  prosperity  to  Maga  the 
Great! — (All  the  honors — Immense  applause,  <£c.  ii'c.  <C-c.) 

North,  (with  hi*  crutch.)  Gentlemen,  1  beg  leave  to  return  you 
my  best  thanks,  for  the  kind  way  in  which  you  have  now  drunk  my 
health  j  and  1  must  also  take  the  opportunity,  since  1  am  on  my 
Jegs,  of  thanking  you  for  \onr  valuable  and  steady  support  of  Maga 
the  Great,  as  our  facetious  friend  has  been  pleased  to  cull  her;  and 
especially  for  your  efficient  assistance  and  inflexible  fidelity  to  the 
high  and  holy  cause  of  Protestant  Toryism,  all  through  the  late 
eventful  crisis  of  the  political  concerns  «>f  this  country.  You,  gen- 
tlemen, were  faithful  found  among  the  faithless  ;  (hear,  hear!)  and 
now  that  the  horizon  is  clearing,  I  believe  I  may  venture  to  assure 
you,  that  neither  pilot  nor  Bailor,  who  helped  to  weather  the  storm, 
are  at  all  likely  to  be  forgotten  by  either  owner  or  passengers. 
U/ear,  hear,  hear!)  Gentlemen,  we  have  had  a  hard  tussle;  but 
[Providence  has  been  pleased  to  bestow  blessing  and  success  in  the 
long  run,  where  these  were  ^)cst  deserved,  (hear!)  and  1  think  my 
good  friend  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  myself  may  now  be  safely 
Kii'1  to  be  pretty  well  upon  our  seats  again.  (Jfvar,  hear!)  And, 
by-the-by,  I  don't  think  1  can  do  better  than  propose  his  Grace's 
health,  (hear I)  He  writes,  to-day,  that  his  tumble  from  his  cab 
a  mere  scratch,  and  that  he  nas  already  quite  rcco\n«l  that, 
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(hear,  hear!}  but  nevertheless,  here  goes— Arthur,  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington ;  may  his  days  be  many  and  his  glory  full ! 

Tickler.  With  all  my  heart  ;  and  may  I  propose  this  small  addi- 
tion ? — May  he  see  clearly,  and  adhere  steadily  to  the  principle, 
that  the  nation  is  Tory,  and  that  other  vital  principle,  that  concilia- 
tion is  humbug,  (Hear,  hear,  hear!) 

Omnes.  The  Duke,  God  bless  him,  and  hang  conciliation ! — 
(  Three-times-three.) 

Tickler.  1  believe,  Sir  Morgan,  you  have  just  arrived  in  Auld 
Reekie. 

Odoherty.  Or  you  should  have  seen  me  at  Southside.  I  came 
right  through  on  the  Mail ;  for  you  know  I  was  absent  last  birth- 
day, and  I  could  not  think  of  playing  the  truant  twice. 

North.  Thank  ye,  Odoherty.  Well,  and  how  left  you  the  ene- 
my 1 — all  at  blank,  eh? — Quite  down  in  the  mputh? — No  symptoms 
of  resurrection  ? 

Odoherty.  Not  a  twist. 

Tickler.  And  the  Duke  looking  well  ? 

Odoherty.  Never  better.  1  saw  him  cantering  old  Blanco  White, 
as  usual,  down  Whitehall,  the  morning  1  started,  as  fresh  as  a  daisy. 
Hang  it,  he's  not  the  boy  to  be  worried  and  worn-out  like  a  parcel 
of  prating  mountebanks.  Do's  the  word.  Indeed  I  am  told,  the 
first  address  he  made  to  his  cabinet  was, — "Gentlemen,  I  hope 
you'll  excuse  me  for  one  hint  preliminary — Do  as  much  as  you  can, 
and  say  as  little." 

Tickler.  "  Imperatoria  brevitas  /"  I  beg  your  pardon,  James, 
give  me  the  Bordeaux. 

Shepherd.  The  schoolmaster  is  abroad,  Hairy  Brougham  ;*  and  I 
hope  ye'll  find  the  length  o'  the  taws  yoursell  belyve.  You'll  l>e 
nane  the  waur  o'  somo  mair  schulin'.  I  wish  the  Duke  wad  ca'  a 
new  paurliament,  and  kick  oot  a'  the  dregs  o'  the  Cannin's  pairty. 

Tickler.  Oh,  nonsense!  What  signifies  it  whether  they  are  all 
out  of  place,  or  only  all  and  every  mother's  son  of  them  out  of 
character,  influence,  and  power1?  (Hear,  hear!)  They  may  make 
fair  clerks,  some  of  them.  Let  them  alone,  James. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  but  I  wad  mak  a  clean  house  o'  ihe  haill  tott  o' 
them.  I  hae  nae  faith  in  sic  creepy,  sleiky,  cunning  creatures; 
they'll  hear  ony thing,  or  they  would  never  hae  staid  wi'  the  Duke; 
and  neither  him  nor  Peel  ever  to  gie  them,  no  even  the  whistle  o' 
a  bonny  word,  in  favor  o'  either  Navareen  nor  free  tred.f  Ey  ! 
sirs,  some  folk  hae  grand  stoot  stamachs  o'  their  ain  ! 

*  One  of  Brougham's  remarks,  about  this  time,  -which  ha»  become  an  aphorism,  was  in  com- 
ment on  the  fact  that  K»gland  -was  ruled  by  a  military  Premier  :  the  soldier  sits  in  the  Cabi- 
net, said  he.  intending  to  govern  by  sword  and  ordnance,  but  I  would  tell  him  that  the  fc/iunl 
mmlrr  in  nlira.iil.  —  M. 

t  In  July,  182U,  Mr  Canning  had  made  a  treaty  by  which  England  bound  herself  to  support 
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Odoherty.  Pooh  !  pooh  !  Mr.  Hogg,  you  rusticals  rue  apt  to  take 
thiniis  rather  too  seriously.  Why,  man,  do  but  consider  £4000 
£5<><K),  £0000,  £10,000  per  annum,  James — these  arc  pretty  things, 
besides  the  pretty  houses  and  the  pretty  pickings.  Oh,  dear  sir, 
you  don't  understand  the  world  as  it  is. 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  no;  but  I  undeistand  aboot  eneugh  to  gar  me 
despise  inaist  feck  o'  the  upper  pairt  o't  gay  en  heartily. 

North.  It  is  very  sad  to  say  it,  James  Hogg,  even  here  among 
friends,  but  it  is  a  world  worse  to  know  and  feel  it,  that  the  charac- 
ter of  our  public  men,  in  general,  has  sustained,  durl-ig  these  twelve 
months  bygone,  a  very  considerable  deal  of  damage.  Who  has 
escaped  ?  Hang  «uie,  my  cocks,  if  1  can  lay  my  hand  on  more  than 
three  at  this  moment.  The  dear  Duke,  of  course,  being  one. 

Shepherd.  And  honest  auld  John  o'  Eldon  another. 

Odoherty.  And  Peel. 

North.  Peut-etre — but  no,  I  meant  rny  Lord  Melville — Scotland 
has  reason  to  be  proud  of  that  nobleman.*  As  to  Peel,  nobody  can 
admire  his  talents,  or  his  principles,  in  the  main,  more  than  myself; 
but  between  ourselves,  he  is  afraid  of  bearding  the  Liberals  ;  and  if 
that  feeling  be  not  subdued,  say  and  do  as  he  may,  he  will  never  be 
an  efficient  House  of  Commons'  Aaron  for  our  admirable  Moses — 
who,  by-the-by,  seems  to  need  no  Aaron  at  all,  at  all,  in  the  Lords. 

Odoherty.  lie  indeed  !  Why,  no  man  speaks  better — plain,  clear, 
distinct,  manly,  downright — just  a*  Lord  Dudley  said,  the  im/xratoria 
brevitus.  Why,  the  House  of  Lords  have  too  much  sense  to  listen 
to  long  speeches  from  any  lx>dy.  Even  poor  dear  Canning  would 
have  been  extirguished  in  a  fortnight. 

Tickler.  Canning  !  extinguished  ! !  O  dear  !  O  dear !  what  a 
world  this  is ! 

"  Ah  !  who  would  climb  the  solar  height, 
To  set  iti  such  a  sturk-M  night  f" 

OrMC«  in  the  fTruppie  for  independence.  In  S*j  irml-rr.  IWT,  Ibrahim  Pacha,  the  Turkish  OOY- 
•TBorof  (iieece,  acrved  with  iheailrnirau  of  the  com  Lined  fWu  of  K  HI:  I  ami.  Franco,  ami  Kutcia, 
to  nu»|»ml  hOBlililim  again*!  the  <irr.-k».  |.rr|,arat»ry  to  a  treaty  ol  {fare.  11*  violatod  thfi 
trgc»,  anil  the  all  led  flreU.  which  brJ  blcxkuJed  the  Turkish  (tret  la  thr  harbor  of  .Navanno, 
immediately  entered  the  port.  Th«  Turk>  fi»i!  into  an  Knch»r.  »hii>  and  a  battle  eniued, 
(Oct  a  I.  IH.T.)  in  which  the  Turkinh  Heel  wa>  almoet  annihilated,  and  by  vrhi.-h  Ihe  in<lr|*iid- 
»nce  of  Hrrrrr  waa  virtually  achieved.  The  Tark>  rr»i»ted.  and  war  with  Kuxia  via»  th*  r»- 
•all.  Turkey  defended  well,  at  hr«t.  but  in  the  MK-ond  cauifiaicn.  ib«  II  u>»ian»  lurvvd  Itie  |'»>»x>n 
•f  the  Balkan,  capturrd  Adnanuple  (the  M-rond  city  IB  the  empire.)  and  forced  th«  Sultan  to 
coctonl  to  t*rmi  of  peaca.  dictated  (not  very  harahly)  almtot  at  the  very  gate*  of  Con»tanti- 
•opl*.  When  I'artiament  mrt.  after  the  naval  conflict,  the  Kins  ••|'»ech  ni'ntiontd  the  battle  of 
Nararino  »»  "  an  untoward  event.''  Tin-  moat  curiuut  fart  waa  that  Sir  Kdward  Codnngton. 
th«  ii'ittah  Admiral,  bad  itrictly  obeyed  h»  in»irurti>>ii>.  which  wrre  not  to  Ore  a  (hot  until 
the  Turk*  Aret  a<-i».)  on  the  otfen»ire  and  that  the  lx>rd  Ilipli  Admiral,  (then  I'uke  of  Clarence, 
and  afurwardu  William  IV  )  when  di»pat<  hinc  the«e  in>tructioai,  actually  wrote  the,  emphatic 
word*,  "  tin  H.  AW,"  under  in.  oltinal  iifnalare  '  M. 

The  *rcond  Vi.-ount  k.elTille.  ron  of  Henry  Dundaa,  lb<  blend  and  »uppurl«r  if  Williaic 
Pitt— who  dtMrt*^  i  im  at  the  end  :— M 
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Macrabin,  The  tappit  hen's  with  you,  Mr.  Tickler  ?* 

Tickler.  Here,  North,  I  shall  shove  her  along  the  mantel-piece  to 
you.  Pray,  Odoherty,  speaking  quite  among  ourselves,  what  are 
the  true  people  saying  to  it  in  town  ? 

Odoherty.  Deuced  little.  But,  hang  it !  there's  no  denying  the 
fact,  they  are  not  pleased. 

Tickler.  I  thought  so.  The  Quarterly  mum  as  a  mouse  as  to 
things  in  general,  but  bold  enough  as  to  the  corn,  and  on  the  right 
side;  I  am  happy  to  see — John  Bull  grumbling  audibly — the  Post 
still  at  its  post,  as  if  Ellenborough  were  not  gagged — the  Standard 
dropping  odd  hints — why,  the  new  God  really  seems  to  have  no 
thoroughstitch  advocate  in  the  London  press  of  any  consequence, 
except  the  Courier  and  New  Times,  both  of  which  concerns  it  will 
take  time  to  place  where  they  were  before  the  rat  at  the  strike. 
This  looks  baddish,  don't  it? 

Odoherty.  Why,  so  far  as  the  Duke  is  concerned.  I  believe  there 
has  been  no  minister  since  Pitt  so  universally  trusted  :  but  he,  I 
daresay,  had  more  difficulties  to  get  over  than  we  know  of.  And  to 
speak  the  plain  fact,  he  fell  into  one  or  two  blunders.  The  leaving 
out  old  Eldon  was  one ;  and,  with  reverence  be  it  said,  the  taking 
in  Lord  Ellenborough,  clever  speaker  as  he  may  be,  was  another — 
he  is  a  man  without  either  blood,  or  land,  or  money  even  ;  and  his 
stool  might  have  been  more  efficiently  rilled. \ 

North.  \  once  heard  him  speak,  and  think  he  will  turn  out  a 
valuable  hand  in  the  long  run — why  was  he  taken  in  ? 

Odoherty.  He  can  speak  well,  and  fears  no  Whig — and  he  had 
heard  so  much  of  the  private  feelings,  in  certain  quarters,^  about 
that  bloody  blunder  of  the  noodle  Codrington,  that  when  mum  was 
to  be  the  word,  it  was,  I  suppose,  thought  or  felt  to  be  a  matter  of 
necessity  to  take  him  into  the  firm  bodily. 

North.  So  Metternich's  coming  over,  1  hear.||  How  will  he  man- 
age with  Dudley  ? 

Odoherty.  O,  he'll  manage  them  all,  except  the  Duke,  who  will 
manage  him.  He'll  cut  no  jokes  about  the  new  Premier,  such  as  he 
sent  home  to  the  sensitive  heart  of  poor  Canning. 

North.  Of  Cunning?     Jokes? 

*  Tappit  hen,— in  drinking,  this  usually  means  a  tin  pot,  with  a  knob  on  the  top,  containing 
a  quart  of  ale. — M. 

T  Considering  that  Lord  Eldon  was  77  years  old  at  this  time,  and  by  far  too  ultra  in  hjs  Ton 
politics  lor  Wellington's  new  system  of  moderate  concessions  to  the  people,  the  not  restoring 
him  to  the  Ministry  and  tlie  Woolsack  was  the  reverse  of  a  blunder.  In  his  place,  Lord  Lynd- 
hurst,  (son  of  Copley,  the  American  painter,)  was  continued  and  was  as  pliant  as  could  be 
desired  at  the  proper  lime  Lord  Ellenborough,  albeit  an  able  man,  was  unfitted  for  such  a 
responsible  post  as  that  of  conducting  the  government  of  the  East  Indies,  and  afterward* 
•howed  such  nvarked  ^efficiency,  when  Governor-General  of  India,  that  he  was  peremptorily 
recalled. — M. 

t  As  evinced  by  the  "**•{?«  it.  JWiZ ''  instructions. — M. 

!|  For  forty  years,  Prince  .Metternich  Foreign  Minister  of  Austria,  was  the  most  powerful 
Mibject  in  Europe.  The  Hevoiutiuii  of  lc4.->  dr<  ve  him  irom  office  and  into  eijl«.  He  returned 
to  Austria  in  1&61,  Lui  K;..  uot  rmiuued*  office.-  -U. 
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Odo/ierty.  Aye,  to  be  sure  ;  did  you  never  hear  the  real  history 
of  the  Treaty  of  London  ? 

North.  Not  I,  truly. 

Odokerty.  It  was  this.  Metternich  writing  to  Princess  Liever. 
about  the  St.  Petersburgh  Protocol,  said  "  J'arturiunt  mantes — Can- 
nirt:'s  bell  enfant  dtt  nord,  will  be,  after  all,  still-born"  My  lady, 
shortly  after  this,  chose  to  resent  some  part  of  Metternich's  pro- 
ceedings— his  marriage,  I  believe  ;  and  Canning,  who  was  at  that 
time  doing  his  possible  in  the  corps  diplomatique,  chancing  to  b'e  in 
her  boudoir  one  pretty  morning  among  "  the  wee  short  hours,"  the 
fair  dame  thought  fit  to  >h»\v  him  the  old  Fox's  taunting  epistle. 
You  may  guess  the  effect  on  the  vainest  man  in  Europe.  He  went 
home  biting  his  nails,  and  war,  war,  war — 

North.  Tantajnc  animis  crclestibus  ira;?  Good  God!  what  are 
we  made  of?  Yet  was  George  Canning  made  of  the  finest  clay. 

Mucrubin.  What  a  scandalous  concern  was  all  that  explanation- 
row  !  Upon  my  word,  The  Times  made  me  sick  for  a  week  on 
end. 

Tickler.  No  wonder — gabble,  gabble,  gabble — guarantee,  guaran- 
tee, guarantee, — pledge,  pledge,  pledge — fudge,  fudge,  fudge. 

Odohtrly.  Perhaps  you  have  not  heard  of  the  real  history  of  the 
break-up  of  the  paU.-h-wr»rk  neither) 

North.  Possibly  not.  But  say  on.  Hnve  you  seen  the  last 
Number  ? 

Odoherty.  I  don't  take  in  your  magazine. 

North.  But  every  other,  editors  and  all. 

Shejilterd.   Hem! 

Odoherly.  Truth  never  lies  in  a  well,  but  always  in  a  nnt-shHl. 
The  Whig*  at  last,  after  months  of  work,  extorted  from  a  high 
quarter  a  most  reluctant  consent  to  the  coming  in  of  Lord  Holland. 
The  consent  was  given,  but  every  one  felt  from  that  hour  that  the 
Confidence  was  gone.  The  Tories — Herries  and  Copley,  1  mean — 
took  heart  of  grace  accordingly,  and  so  the  smash.  The  imiiicd'mte 
cause  however,  was  old  Tierney's  eternal  babliling  at  Bro»kes's. 
That  disgusted  Huskisson  ;  and  when  //••  was  willing  to  separate 
from  the  faetion,  what  bolt  hud  they  to  keep  the  concern  together] 
I ."i. I  Goderich,  who  in  worth  fifty  thousand  Hu*kittona,  had  no 
more  the  w»rt  of  tact  for  managing  matters  among  such  a  set  of 
hungry  griping  tricksters,  than  for  being  an  attorney  or  a  stock -job* 
her.  There  was,  by-the-by,  another  original  element  of  ruin. 
Goderich  never  trusted  Brougham — :m<l  Brougham,  who  hud  ma<le 
Canning  his  own,  wml  and  body,  revolted,  in  /aft,  from  the  hour 
that  Lansdowne  failed  for  the  Premiership.  You  can  see  th«  yum 
against  Goderich  in  the  hist  Kdmbii'gh,  plain  eiiouuh— and  that 
could  be  nothing  but  the  Banister's,  utid  wunid  be  Kurd  Chancel- 
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lor's  own  private  #wm  ;  for  ne,  in  truth,  sacrificed  his  Premiership 
to  the  Whig  leaders;  and  moreover,  was  left  out  by  the  Duke, 
simply  and  solely  on  account  of  his  feelings,  of  a  personal  nature,  in 
regard  to  Lord  Lansdowne,  and  Lord  Holland,  and  Lord  Carlisle. 

North.  Your  story  is  probable,  and  may  be  gospel.  But  really 
now,  who  cares  about  these  things'?  There  are  present  difficulties 
enough,  God  knows.  There  are,  as  Grant's  speech  anent  the  corn 
is,  of  itself,  abundant  evidence,  two  parties  still  in  the  Cabinet — and 
it  is  clear  enough,  that  de  facto  there  is  all  but  a  professed  opposition 
of  a  worse  sort  still  going  on — I  mean  the  opposition  of  the  House 
of  Commons  to  the  House  of  Lords. 

Odoherty.  Most  true.  Canning  had  completely  taken  possession 
of  all  the  young  fry  in  the  Lower  House,  and  there  they  are  now,  a 
pack  of  empty-headed,  solemn  economists,  prigs  and  dolts,  ready  to 
stick  to  any  leader  who  will  cant  the  liberal  slang  of  the  day, — I 
mean  to  any  one  of  that  stamp  but  Huskisson.  He  has  been  da- 
maged, so  that,  for  the  present,  he  is  pretty  near  powerless  with  them 
— but  time  soon  wipes  out  all  impressions  from  light  minds,  and  let 
Pee]  look  to  himself  and  his  leadership  against  another  session.* 

North.  What  an  egregious  pack  of  slumberers  the  old  Tory  Lords 
are  !  Why  can't  they  open  their  eyes,  and  see  that  it  will  not  do 
to  keep  their  seats  in  die  Commons,  lumbered  with  all  this  brood  of 
idle  Lord  Johns  and  Lord  Harries — that  if  they  mean  to  save  any- 
thing, they  can  only  do  it  by  looking  about  them,  and  putting  in 
fellows  that  have  both  brains  and  tongues  to  do  their  business  for 
them  ?  The  interest  will  go  to  pot  if  they  persist  much  longer. 

Tickler.  Strange  blindness  !  Can't  they  look  over  the  land,  and 
perceive  a  fact  which  stares  all  but  themselves  in  the  face,  that  the 
literary  talent  and  influence  of  this  nation  is,  to  a  fraction,  with 
them  and  their  just  cause;  and  then  ask  of  themselves  how  the 
deuce  it  happens,  that  in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  talent,  and 
the  influence  of  talent,  are  to  a  fraction  against  them  1  By 
Heavens  !  if  we  had  the  Dukes  of  Rutland  and  Newcastle  here, 
1  think  it  would  be  no  hard  matter  to  put  them  up  to  a  thing  or 
two. 

Odoherty.  Pooh  !  pooh !  They  have  as  clever  a  fellow  as  any  of 
us  among  themselves — Lord  Lowther.j- 

North.  They  have;  but  Lowther  is  one  of  themselves,  and  there- 
fore the  prayer  of  Timotheus,  may  still  stand, — 

*  Huskisson  attempted  to  pain  more  preponderance  in  the  Wellington  Cabinet,  while  also 
fishing  for  popularity  out  of  it.  than  the  Duke  liked,  and  -was  turned  out  in  a  very  summary 
manner,  at  the  earliest  opportunity.  His  convulsive  efforts  to  continue  in  oltice  excited  so 
much  lauphter  and  contempt  that  his  character,  as  a  public  mar.,  saqk  to  zero. — \1. 

t  Now  Karl  of  Lonsdale.  lie  was  1'resident  of  the  Council  in  Lord  Derby's  Adnunistr* 
turn.  Io0'2. — M. 

VOI,  III.— 5 
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"  O  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us, 
To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us  !" 

Shepherd.  I  wad  like  to  be  a  member  of  it,  war  it  but  for  a* 
single  session.  And  aiblins  when  they  were  discussing  corn,  or 
sheep,  or  nowt,  or  the  sawmon  quastion,  I  could  tell  them  as  meikle 
practical  sense  as  ever  a  laird  i>r  lord  in  the  bang — it  1  could. 

North.  The  honorable  and  learned  member  fur  Selkirk,  Pee- 
bles, Lanark,  and  Linlithgow,  hath  said  well.  By-the  by,  talking  of 
Laidlaw,  why  does  Allan  Cunningham  call  him  Walter? — and  why 
does  the  Edinburgh  Reviewer  repeat  the  blunder  ! — 1  was  glad, 
however,  to  see  that  Jeffrey  had  the  sense  to  quote  "  Lucy's  Flitting  ;rt 
'tis  one  of  the  sweetest  things  in  the  world — and  William  Laidlaw 
should  take  courage  and  publish  a  volume.  Not  a  few  staves 
of  his  have  1  sung  in  the  old  days,  when  we  used  to  wash  our 
faces  in  the  Douglas'  Burn,  and  you,  James,  were  the  herd  on 
the  hill.  Oh,  me  !  those  sweet,  sweet  days  o'  langsyne,  Jamie ! 
Here's  Willie  Luidlaw's  health,  gentlemen.*  Oh,  dear  ! — (Great 
applause.) 

Shepherd.  Oh,  Mr.  North  !  it's  weel  as  I  mind  you  the  first  time 
ye  cam  up  Yarrow — thirty  years  come  Lammas — yes,  it  was  just 
the  ninety-eight — and,  eh  me  !  but  ye  war  a  buirdly  ane  in  thae 
days — ye  didna  look  meikle  uboon  fivc-and-thirty — and  nae  wonder, 
for  I'm  sure  nae  stranger  wad  take  \e  for  meikle  aboon  sixty 
now. 

North.  And  yet  1  have  been  no  Cornaro,  except  as  in  keenness  of 
appetite.  Abernethy  would  speak  less  dogmatically  about  absti- 
nence and  his  eternal  fourteen  ounces  of  simple  <i»od  and  small 
glass  of  sarsaparilla  water,  if  he  had  ever  collogued  with  some  of 
us.  Eh,  Tickler  ? 

Tirkler.  Yes,  indeed.  What  a  capital  book  Abernethy's  Lectures 
make  !  They  have  sucked  them  out  of  the  Lancet  now,  and  you 

•William  I.iidlaw  va*  the  ion  of  a  (arm«r  on  th«  Dnug'.u-bnrn,  near  Kttnck  Fonet,  t  > 
whom  Hogg  had  b*en  vhepberd  for  ten  yean-  Srott  had  broom*  intiinme  with  l.aidlar/  in  hi* 
country  exrum»n>  in  que»t  of  old  b.illad.  fur  hi*  "  MindreUy  of  the  .Scotti«..  Iiord»r,"  and  in  1-01, 
wa»  brought  by  him  into  a  knowing*  <if  Hogg,  liiin»«lf  a  lovrr  *nd  writer  of  K  ni;«,  and  whoM 
mother  wa*  celebrated  fur  hivinu  by  In-art  M-vrrnl  old  ballad*  in  a  more  prrlrrt  lorm  than  any 
vthrr  inhabitant  of  the  Vale  of  Kitrick  l,»iJl.w  InJ  written  k»me  j-.<u>.  and  an  *ong  of 
"  l.ucjr'*  Klitting."— a  mmple  and  pathetic  picture  of  a  poor  Kttrick  utaidrn'*  frehngi  on  lear- 
inj  a  wirrice  wbrre  >be  had  been  li.ij  py — ha«  long  and  iuu»te«er  be  a  (aronle  (aav>  Lockbarl) 
with  all  who  undentand  the  delicari»>  jf  the  h'cotlich  dialect  and  thr  iiiannm  of  the  dulrict 
in  wbirh  the  *cene  i*  aid.  llaving  tailed  a*  a  farmer,  he  wa>  invitrd  by  r%otl  to  occupy  a 
houM  on  hi«  iand.  ami  try  to  live  bjr  tin  j*n.  Scott  obtained  him  a  guud  dval  of  work— chiefly 
eucnpilation — and  finntly  made  him  tlrward  of  the  AbboUford  jr.  j.r.v  WjuhingUm  Irviujj. 
wb«  mrt  l.aidlaw  and  bu  wife  al  Scott  •  table,  imi  warmly  praiMtd  the  intelligence  of  hi* 
iniad  anJ  the  simplicity  of  Inn  manner.  Mi>nr*  diaryed  bun  al»o  in  term*  of  praiw.  Scott 
wu  uniVI*  to  bold  a  pen  during  hi*  Mtvere  illnew  nil-li  and  Laidlaw  acted  a*  bu  amanu- 
•  n*i*  and  wrote  from  hi*  dictation  the  greater  part  of  the  linde  of  l.aiumrrinoor,  the  whole  o( 
the  Legend  of  Moniro*e.  and  nearly  allof  Ivanho*.  When  h«  returned  (mm  Italy,  to  die, 
J.aiiile-r  raceived  tnni  al'.Abbui*ford  and  hi»  lir.t  wordii  were.  "Ha!  Willie  l.aidlaw!  O, 
man.  hr»  often  have  1  thought  ul  you  !"  He  alirnded  bootl  IB  ht*  l«t  uiomenu  and  ioUowe4 
bun  k>  tu*  grare.—  M. 
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may  have  them  all  in  a  single  compact  stout  volume  by  themselves. 
I  took  it  with  me  t'other  day  on  the  top  of  the  mail  to  Glasgow,  and 
I  swear  I  passed  my  five  hours  most  exquisitely.  The  Hang  its! 
and  Eg  ads !  and  so  forth,  give  a  wonderful  lightness  and  relief  to 
the  doctrine.  But,  as  you  say,  the  burden  of  the  whole  song  is 
fourteen  ounces  and  sarsaparilla — a  very  Sangrado. 

North.  He  has  the  honesty,  however,  to  confess,  that  he  has  not 
always  practiced  as  he  preaches.  That  shows  life  in  a  mussel.  Oh! 
he  must  be  the  prince  and  king  of  all  oral  instructors.  1  only  wish 
they  had  given  us  a  face  of  the  old  boy,  for  I  never  saw  him,  and  I 
think  no  interesting  book  ought  ever  to  be  published  without  a  cut 
of  the  inditer's  physiognomy. 

Shepherd.  What  a  capital  ane  of  your  worship  that  is  on  the  last 
new  cover  of  Maga  !  I  wish  Tamrnas  Cammel  would  follow  your 
example,  and  tip  us  a  sample  o'  himsell  with  the  New  Monthly.  I 
never  saw  Tammas  Cammel.  What  like  is  he? 

North.  Never  saw  Campbell  ! — Is  it  possible  !  I  love  him,  de- 
spite his  politics. 

Tickler.  And  I ;  but  must  say,  the  personality  of  that  magazine 
of  his  begins  to  be  very  nauseous  to  me.  Why,  they  usp.d  to  speak 
of  Ebony's  personalities — there  is  more  of  that  in  every  one  number 
of  the  New  Monthly  now,  than  there  ever  was  in  any  three  of  ours 
in  our  wildest  days — and  of  a  worse  kind.  He  has  got  some  most 
filthy  contributors  in  Dublin. 

Odoherty.  Horrid  creatures  !  I  think  their  late  attacks  on  Lord 
Manners  are  about  the  basest  thing  I  ever  met  with.*  .For  what 
class  of  readers  can  these  be  meant  1 

Tickler.  For  your  delicate  countrymen  of  the  Association,  of 
course — though  1  acquit  O'Connell.  Hang  him,  with  all  his  faults, 
Dan,  is  a  gentleman. 

Odoherty.   By  libelling  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

Morgan  has  bread  and  cheese — and  Sheil  has  bread. 

Have  any  of  you   read   my  old  chum,  Sir  Jonah   Barrington's 

Memoirs  1 

North.  Yes,  and  with  edification.    Are  his  facts  facts,  Odoherty] 
Odoherty.  Not  knowing,  can't  say  ;   but   they  are   amusing,  and 

that's  enough  for  me.    As  to  the  general  truth  of  the  picture,  I  have 

no  doubt  of  that.f 

•  The  article  is  entitled.  "The  Manners  Testimonial,"  and  is  to  be  found  in  the  second 
volume  of  Shell's  "Sketches  of  the  Irish  ]Jar."  Lord  Manners  had  been  Chancellor  of  Ireland 
for  twenty  years,  during  which  he  opposed  the  Catholics,  in  public  as  well  as  in  private,  and 
when  he  was  dismissed,  it  was  not  surprising  that  one  of  them,  in  sketching  his  character  ana 
ean.'f.r,  should  do  it  not  ttjth  a  rose-ncented  crayon. — M. 

1  Hir  Jonah  Harrington,  Judge  of  the  Admiralty  Court  in  Ireland,  from  1^07  until  1830,  va- 
thor  of  Historic  Memoirs  of  Ireland,  and  of  Personal  Sketches  of  His  own  Times,  which  are 
extre:mly  graphic  and  lively,  and  have  obtained  much  popularity  wherevei  the  Knglish/in- 
guage  is  spoken. — M 
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North.  Docs  Harrington  scribble  in  the  New  Monthly  too  ? 

Odohcrty.  I  think  not. 

Tickler.  \  hope  your  jriend  has  better  taste.  What  a  vile  system 
this  is,  of  encouraging  all  the  broken  down  roues  of  Boulogne  and 
Dieppe  to  write  their  recollections  of  the  societies  they  were,  in 
their  better  days,  suffered  to  contaminate  in  town  !  1  venture  to 
say,  that  Ilarriette  Wilson  is  nothing  to  the  inditers  of  these 
"Clubs  of  London,"  "  Drafts  on  Lafitte,"  "Anecdotes  of  the  Beef- 
steaks," and  K>  forth,* — these  escape  valves  or  the  bitterness  of  the 
black-balled  and  the  ejected  !  Heavens  !_in  what  vile  days  we  live. 
Grub-street  has  travelled  westwards  with  u  vengeance.  Here,  fill 
a  bumper  all  round — Confusion  to  the  felon-traitors  of  the  festive 
board — their  pandcrers — and  their  paymasters  / 

Omnes.  Confusion  to  thj;  traitors  of  the  festive  board  ! 

(Three  rounds  of  a  groan.) 

North.  By-the-by,  Sir  Morgan,  what  could  induce  Campbell  to 
stuff  thai  last  Magazine  of  his  with  that  stupid  piece  of  politics  7 
Who  wrote  those  drivels? 

Odoherty.  Poor  Mackintosh,  I  was  told.  He  writes  occasionally 
for  Campbell — particularly  that  inimitable  series  of  jettx  df-splfen, 
entitled,  "Opinions  for  1820,  1827,  1&28,"  cfcc.  Poor  Jemmy  ap- 
pears to  be  on  his  last  legs.  He  was  just  in  full  scent,  on  a  very 
g«K»d  permanent  snuggery,  when  the  machinery  of  the  Whig-jobbers 
suddenly  broke  the  main-spring  in  January  last. 

North.  Ah!  he  was  one  of  a  legion  of  such  sufferers.  What  a 
pretty  number  of  sly  threads  were  a-weaving  !  We  saw  something 
of  it  here,  but  we  had  not  time  for  a  bi'lly-full.  It  was  coming. 

Shepherd.  Say  as  ye  like;  the  Whigs  are  better  friends  mat)  the 
Tories.  They're  no  fear'd  to  lend  a  lift  to  folk,  that  have  stood  by 
them  when  their  backs  were  at  the  wa'.  As  for  our  folk,  they're 
poor  pluckless  chields  ancnt  thae  things  in  common.  Let  me  we 
a  single  man  of  genius  that  they're  done  ony thing  for  in  our  time. 
There's  Cammel  has  his  pension,  and  there's  Dugald  Stewart  got  an 
eight-arid-twenty  years'  renewal  of  his  patent  sinecure,  only  the  day 
afore  the  Omnigathcrum  were  turned  out.f  When  will  ye  hear  of 
«nir  friends  doing  onything  like  that  for  the  like  of  me  or  Allan 
Cynningham,  or  ony  other  man  •>'  genius  f 

North.  Never.     And  do  you   thank   your  God,  sir,  that  you  aro 
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above  needing  their  assistance.  In  the  present  state  of  literature, 
James,  such  men  as  you  need  nothing  but  diligence  to  be  rich,  at 
least  independent ;  and  in  the  present  state  of  this  country — I  don't 
mean  to  9isguise  my  sentiments — James,  the  man  who  condescends 
to  pocket  either  pension  or  sinecure,  unless  he  has  earned  them  by 
public  service,  and,  moreover,  can't  live  without  the  money,  that 
man,  be  he  high  or  low,  deserves  to  bear  any  name  but  that  of  a 
TORY;  for  that,  sir,  is  only  a  synonyme  for  PATRIOT — and  PATRIOT, 
if  I  have  any  skill'in  such  affairs,  means  HONEST  MAN. 

Tickler.  You  are  quite  right,  Christopher.  The  Finance  Com- 
mittee ought  to  be  cut  to  the  quick — if  they  don't,  it  had  been  better 
for  them  never  to  be  born.  They  may  lose  a  few  rotten  members 
by  such  bold  work ;  but  the  Duke  can  afford  all  that.  Let  him 
show  them  all,  that  though  Whigs  can  chatter,  it  is  Tories  only  who 
ever  will  reform. 

North.  Yes,  yes,  Timothy  ;  it's  no  time  for  mincing  matters  now. 
We  have  a  debt  which  no  man  ought  to  cry  out  against,  because  it 
was  contracted  in  the  noblest  as  well  as  the  most  necessary  of  all 
causes.  The  fact  is,  that  we  are  horribly  crippled  by  our  debt ; 
and,  whatever  direct  means  may  be  ultimately  taken  to  diminish  the 
burden  itself,  (which  must  be  diminished  ere  we  can  hold  our  heads 
heaven-high  again)  the  indirect  means  must  be  taken  forthwith.  I 
mean  that  all  unnecessary  expenditure  must  be  got  rid  of,  because 
that  alone  can  give  real  strength — the  strength  of  vigorous,  solid, 
general  faith,  to  the  government  of  the  country  ;  and  nothing  can 
we  hope  for  but  from  a  strong  government — a  gigantically  strong 
one — a  real  thorough  Tory  one.  What  says  Timotheus? 

Tickler.  Timotheus  says  that  he  knocks  down  Odoherty  fora  song. 

Odoherty.  (Sings*} 

Air, — "  Tfiey  may  rail  at  this  life." 

They  may  rail  at  the  city  wlK-re  I  was  first  born, 

But  it's  there  they've  1  ne  whisky,  and  butter,  and  pork, 
An'  a  nate  little  spot  for  to  walk  in  each  morn, 

They  calls  it  Daunt's  Square,  aud  the  city  is  Cork ! 
The  Square  has  two  sides,  why,  one  e:ist,  and  one  west; 

And  convauieut's  the  ragiou  of  frolic  and  spree, 
Where  salmon,  drisheens,  and  beef-steaks  are  cook'd  best, 

Och!  Fish  amble' a  the  Aiden  for  you,  love,  aud  me. 

If  you  want  to  behold  the  sublime  and  the  benuteous, 

Put  your  toes  in  your  brogues,  and  see  sweet  Blarney  Lane, 
Where  the  parents  and  chil.dcr  is  comely  and  duteous, 

And  "dry  lodgiu"  both  rider  and  beast  entertain: 
In  the  cellars  below  dines  the  shishin'  young  fellows, 

What  comes  with  the  butter  from  distant  Tralee ; 
While  the  lan'lndy,  chalking  the  score  on  the  bellows, 

Sings,  Cork  is  au  Aideu  for  you,  love,  iuid  me. 

This  song  upon  Cork  wa»  written  by  Dr.  Magiuc,  a  native  of  that  "  beautiful  city." — M. 
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Blackpool  is  another  sweet  place  of  that  city, 

Where  pig*,  twigs,  mid  w«ivers,  they  all  grow  together, 
With  its  small  little  tauyarus — oeh,  more  is  the  pity — 

To  trip  the  poor  beasts  to  convert  them  to  leather  1 
Farther  up  to  the  east,  is  a  place  great  and  famous, 

It  is  called  Mallow  Lane — antiquaries  agree 
That  it  holds  the  JShibbftn  which  once  held  King  Sltamut:— 

Oh  1  Cork  is  an  Aiden  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

Then  go  back  to  Daunt's  Bridge,  though  you'll  think  it  is  quart 

That  you  can't  see  the  bridge — fuix !  you  uefer  saw  the  like 
Of  that  bridge,  uor  of  one-sided  Buckingham  Square, 

Nor  the  narrow  Broad  liuie,  that  leads  up  to  the  Dyke  I 
Where  turning  his  wheel  sita  that  Saint  "Holy  Joe, 

And  nuinbrtllax  are  made  of  the  best  quality, 
And  young  vargintt  sing  -  Colleen  dan  crtnttliin  a  mo" — * 

And  Cork  is  an  Aiden  for  you,  love,  and  me. 

When  you  gets  to  the  Dyke,  there's  a  beautiful  prospect 

Of  a  h»ng  gravel  walk  between  two  rows  of  trees ; 
On  one  side,  with  a  beautiful  southern  aspect, 

Is  Blair'*  Castle,  that  trembles  above  in  the  breeze! 
Far  off  to  the  west  lies  the  lakes  of  Killarney, 

Which  some  hills  intervening  prevents  you  to  see; 
But  you  smell  the  sweet  wind  from  the  wild  groves  of  Blarney— 

Och  1  Cork  is  the  Aiden  for  you,  love,  and  me  I 

Take  the  road  to  Ohuimire,  tin-  road  to  Blackrock,  or 

The  Mvee1  Boreemaunah,  to  charm  your  eyes, 
If  you  d<-ubt  what  is  M'lV,  take  a  drain  of  Tom  Walker, 

And  if  you're  a  Walker,  toss  off  Tommy  Wisef  1 
I  give  you  my  word  that  they're  both  lads  of  xpirit ; 

But  if  a  "  raw-chaw"  with  your  gums  don't  agree. 
Beamish,  Crawford,  and  Laue,  brew  some  porter  of  merit, 

Tho'  Polteen  is  the  nectar  for  you,  love,  and  iue. 

Oh,  long  life  to  you,  Cork,  with  your  pepper-box  steeple, 

Your  girls,  your  whisky,  your  curds,  and  sweet  whey  1 
Your  hill  of  Gliuimiie,  and  shops  where  the  people 

Oets  decent  new  clothes  down  bri/ont  the  COH!  quay. 
Long  life  to  sweet  Fair  Lain-,  its  pipers  and  jigs. 

And  to  sweet  Sunday's  well,  and  the  bank*  of  the  Lea, 
Likewise  to  your  coorf-house,  where  judges  in  wigs 

Sing,  Cork  is  an  Aiden  for  you,  love,  and  me ! 

Shepherd.  The  devil  the  like  i'  this  wnild  o'  thae  Eerish  sangs  for 
doonricht  unintelligible  nonsense.  Yet  they're  fu*  o'  natur,  and 
nalur  o'  a  maist  dcevertin'  sort,  too — but,  oh,  man,  Odoherty  !  sing 
us  something  pathetic. 

Odohtrty.  Out  with  your  fogle  then,  James.  Here  goes  one,  if 
not  of  the  Old  Huiley,  at  Irast  one  of  the  new  Bailey  songs.J 

*  Cmtlm  6u  traatki*  auto,— An  Irish  phrnM,  «i/nifrin(t  "  The  pretty  girl  wakming  het 
*ow  "  Tb«r«  w  i  delightful  Inth  M«ludjr  k»tnag  thu  name. — M. 

t  W»lk«r  Mid  WIM  w«ra  n*al  JulilUrm  of  whi.kf,  in  Cork.  Ucainiih  .V  Crawford  and  l.an» 
are  eminent  br«w*ra. — M. 

t  Thu  parudjr  »  alw  by  Maginn.  The  original,  "I'd  b«  a  buiurfljr,"  wai  written  by 
Thoraa*  HayBM  Ba)rl«y.  a  •oof-n\*ktr  of  non»  oule,  and  author  of  •uin*  plajri  and  nuvela. 
H«  died  in  U£W,  «••!  wa»  {mpulM  IB  hi*  da;  -M. 
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1. 

Fd  be  a  botlle-fly,  buzzing  and  blue, 

With  a  Chuuy  proboscis,  aud  nothing  to  do, 

But  to  dirty  white  dimity  curtains,  aud  blow 

The  choicest  of  ineats,  when  the  summer  days  glow  ! 

.Let  the  hater  of  sentiment,  dew-drops,  aud  flowers, 

Scorn  the  insect  that  flutters  in  sunbeams  aud  bowers; 

There's  a  pleasure  that  noue  but  the  blue-bottle  knows,— 

'Tis  to  buzz  in  the  ear  of  a  mau  in  a  doze  1 

2. 

How  charming  to  haunt  a  sick-chamber  and  revel 

O'er  the  invalid's  pillow,  like  any  blue-devil ; 

When  pursued,  to  bounce  off  to  the  window  and  theu 

From  the  pane  to  the  counterpane  fly  back  again ; 

I'd  be  a  bottle-fly,  buzzing  and  blue, 

With  a  Chuny  proboscis  and  nothing  to  do, 

But  to  dirty  white  dimity  curtains  and  blow 

The  choicest  of  meats  when  the  summer  days  glow  I 

Mr.  North,  I  knock  you  down  for  a  stave.     Come,  old  un.     Cant. 
North.  "  Oh  yes !"  by  the  same  author. 

OH  YES  ! 

1. 

Oh  yes!  my  soul  the  lenf  resembles, 
Which,  fann'd  by  lightest  zephyrs,  tremblea 
As  though  each  fibre  thrill'd  with  life, 
And  shrunk  from  elemental  strife — 
•    What  though  the  moon  is  full  and  bright, 
Aud  Philomela  charms  the  night? 
Can  melody  or  moonshine  cheer 
The  sorrow  that  is  rooted  here? 

2. 

Oh  nol  the  lip  may  seem  to  smile, 
And  shroud  a  breaking  heart  the  while  1 
'  The  burning,  throbbing,  aching  brow,  • 

May  seem  as  smooth  as  mine  is  now 
And  paiu  intense  may  flush  the  cheek  I 
Then  ask  me  not  why  still  I  seek 
The  festive  haunts  of  heartless  folly — 
'Tis  but  to  feed — my  melancholy  I 

3. 

The  red  rose  hath  no  charms  for  me ; 
Tis  too  much  like  a  peony. 
tJive  me  the  lily,  pure  as  bright, 
The  chaste,  the  delicate,  the  white  1 
Fit  type  of  me !  and  oh  !  ye  powers, 
If  souls  of  poets  dwell  in  flowers, 
When  fate  has  sealed  my  body's  doom, 
Oh  I  let  me  in  the  lily  bloom  1 
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.  I  ca'  that  singing.  Nane  o'  your  falsettos  —  and  damn 
jour  shakes  —  liut  clear  as  a  hell. 

North.  No  flattery  —  my  beloved  James.     I  hate  all  puffing. 

Shepherd.  And  what  think  you,  then,  o'  Maister  Cobrun,  the 
great  London  publisher? 

Tickler.  Evils  work  their  own  cure  —  'tis  a  general  rule  ;  and  in 
the  issue  this  will  prove  no  exception.  The  thing  already  disgusts 
everybody  that  has  sense  enough,  as  old  Tully  says,  to  keep  a  hog 
from  putrefaction.  No  allusion  to  you,  Jemmy. 

Shepherd.  Allude  as  ye  like,  Timothy.  For  me,  I'm  free  to  own 
that  if  I  was  a  bookseller,  and  fand  that  way  was  best  wi'  a  view  to 
the  till,  it  wadna  be  nae  delicate  nonsenses  o'  scrupulosities  that 
wad  gar  me  refrean  frae  turning  the  penny  to  the  outermost  farthing. 
Hang  it,  what  signifies  palaver!  Colburn  began't,  to  be  sure,  but 
there's  ither  folk  following  in  his  tail  now  —  and  they'll  a'  be  at  the 
same  tricks,  belyve  —  there's  naething  can  haud  against  the  para 
graphing. 

North.  I  differ  from  you,  James.  God  knows  how  any  gentle- 
man should  even  for  a  moment  endure  the  degradation  of  seeing 
his  name  paraded  in  this  fashion  —  but  they  will  ere  long  —  sooner  or 
later  they  must  open  their  eyes,  and  see  what  we  onlookers  have 
seen  from  the  beginning  —  and  act  accordingly.  Such  men  as 
Ward,*  now  —  what  sort  of  poison  must  it  be  to  them  not  to  be  able 
to  take  up  a  newspaper,  without  seeing  themselves  stuck  up  in  this 
horrid  style,  to  the  wonder,  the  pity,  must  I  add  the  contempt,  of  the 
rational  public?  Sir,  if  1  were  a  novelist,  1  am  by  no  means  sure 
that  I  should  have  any  objections  to  deal  with  Mr.  Colburn,  for  I 
hear  the  man's  a  civil  man,  and  an  economical,  and  an  exact,  and  a 
thriving;  but  one  thing  1  am  sure  of,  and  that  is,  that  I  would  make 
it  my  sine  gud  non  with  the  gentleman,  that  he  should  leave  my 
book  to  sink  or  swim,  as  might  happen,  without  any  of  his  infernal 
bladder-work. 

Tickler.  What!  You  are  sensitive,  Kit  ?  You  could  not  bear  to 
see  it  said  of  you,  as  it  ix  in  all  the  papers  of  Mr.  Lister,  (a  fine  fel- 
low he  is,  notwithstanding,)  that  you  had  just  returned  from  a  tour 
on  the  continent,  where  your  fume  as  the  author  of  Yes,  or  No,  or 
Herbert  Milton,  or  Herbert  Lacy,  or  Vivian  Grey,  or  George  God- 
frey, or  whatever  else  it  might  be,  had  procured  you  the  honor  of 
invitations  to  the  tables  of  several  crowned  heads!!!  This  would 
stomach  you,  —  would  it,  my  dear? 

Ninth.  Oeh!  och  !  och  !  Give  me  the  brandy,  Macrabin.  No 
claret  could  wash  that  down  ! 

•  Robert  Plumrr  Ward,  who  figured  ID  political  lib  until  I-.3.  whtn  h«  retired  on  the  ID- 
tr*li«*  sinecure  of  Av  Jitar  ol  the  Civil  l,i«t  itouin.ni>  h  •  (Kin.  with  win  •!«.  in  early  life.  \\r 
bed  i  r.-<lur«l  a  »Uni)»rd  work  on  th«  Law  of  Nation*,  bu  vrrula  Tremaine,  Le  Vare.  IJo  Chlford. 
•IK!  «  liter  MO.  u.  LovcU.  lie  died  in  I  «!(!.  ~M. 
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Shepherd.  Or  aiblins  ye  wad  like  weel  to  light  on  a  small  bit  of 
news,  as  it  were,  extracted  frae  some  country  chronicle  or  gazette, 
certifying,  that  the  innkeeper  at  siccan  a  place,  in  the  immediate  vi- 
cinity of  siccan  a  hall,  or  castle,  or  hill,  or  dunghill,  had  sent  a  cask 
o'  porter,  and  a  side  o'  beef,  to  Christopher  North,  Esq.,  in  humble 
acknowledgment  of  the  great  addition  to  his  custom,  since  his  last 
splendid  romance  of  De  Gammon,  or  Fitzfiddle  —  had  rendered 
the  neighborhood  the  haunt  of  visitors, — noblemen,  gentlemen,  and 
ladies,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  frae  the  four  winds  o'  Heaven.  Ye  wad  notice 
the  puff  lately  about  Torrhill  meikle  to  that  effect ;  and,  od  !  I 
daursay  ye  wad  hae  liket  weel  to  be  in  honest  Horautio's  shoon  on 
the  occasion. 

North.  OTOTOI  !  Toraroi  !  cpev  !  •Bftraj'oi !  fl  I 

Macrabin.  And  then  to  have  your  birth  and  parentage  displayed, 
"We  understand  that  Christopher  North,  Esq.,  the  celebrated  au- 
thor of  De  £ore,  is  a  gentleman  of  independent  fortune,  holding  ex- 
tensive landed  property  in  the  counties  of  Perth,  Kincardine,  Kirk- 
cudbright, Argyll,  and  Mid-Lothian.  The  family  is  ancient,  and  of 
the  first  distinction.  Mr.  North  is  first  cousin  to  his  Grace  the  Duke 
of  Banff,  and  brother-in-law  to  Sir  Craw  M'Craw  of  that  ilk.  The 
Guildford  family  are  understood  to  be  descended  from  a  collateral 
branch  of  the  same  distinguished  house.  John  North,  Esq.,  the  emi- 
nent Dublin  barrister,*  has  also,  we  hear,  some  pretensions  to  a  con- 
nexion with  the  great  novelist's  family." 

Tickler.  Go  on.  "  It  is  a  truly  agreeable  symptom  of  the  spread 
of  taste,  when  persons  of  this  caste  condescend  to  enlighten  and  en- 
tertain their  contemporaries  with  their  vivid  recollections  of  those 
splendid  circles,  in  which,  from  station  and  accomplishment,  they 
must  ever  have  been  welcome  guests."  Would  that  do  ? 

Macrabin,  (sings.) 

Run,  ladies,  run — there's  nothing  like  beginning  it — 
Reading  of  crim.  con.  is  better  far  than  sinning  it ; 
Buy,  mothers,  buy,  the  Miss  will  be  a  sober  'un, 
That  meditates  nightly  the  Novelists  of  Colburn. 

Run,  ladies,  run — 'tis  written  by  no  garreteer — 
We  encourage  only  aristocratic  merit  here ; 
No  Wapping  merriment,  or  Strand  sentimentality, 
Gilt-edged  paper,  dears,  and  real  ink  of  quality. 

Shepherd.  Whisht.     That's  stoopit. 

North.  Thank  you,  Peter.  Upon  my  word,  I  see  no  reason  why 
Wright  and  Warren  should  have  all  the  poetry  to  thetnselves.f 

*  Mr.  North,  whose  progress  through  College  and  at  the  Irish  bar  was  very  brilliant,  but  his 
Parliamentary  career,  from  ^hich  much  was  expected,  was  a  comparative  failure.  In  1830, 
when  Sir  Josiah  Harrington  was  dismissed  from  the  oflice  of  Judge  of  the  Irish  Admiralty 
Court,  North  was  appointed  in  his  stead,  but  died  the  year  following,  aged  forty-two. — M. 

t  Warren,  the  blacking-maker,  and  Wright,  the  wine-merchant,  (whose  "  curious  port"  and 
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Odoherty.  A  good  hint,  d — me!  I'll  make  Colburn  fork  out  five 
pounds  for  the  suggestion.  There's  so  many  hands  engaged  already 
hi  the  prose  department,  that  1  suppose  one  could  have  no  chance 
of  a  berth  there,  Macrabin ;  but  if  you  be  disposed  to  try  your  for- 
tune in  town,  I  think  it  highly  probable  I  could  lend  you  a  lift  to 
something  snug  in  the  verse  line.  Hang  it,  that  very  song  would  do. 

Macrabin.  Faith,  if  songs  would  do,  he  should  have  no  lack  of 
them.  But  I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir  Morgan,  between  you  and  me,  I 
think  I  have  a  better  idea  than  that  to  suggest.  By  jingo,  I  have  it 
— it  will  do,  sir — it  will  do — it  will  do — 

North.  What  will  do,  my  chuck  ? 

Macrabin.  Chalk. 

North.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macrabin.  Chalk. 

Tickler.  Confound  him,  what  does  he  mean  by  chalk  ? 

Shepherd.  Cawk. 

Macrabin.  Odoherty,  you  are  au  fait  at  such  things — what  would 
it  cost  to  cover  all  the  walls  about  Cockneyland  with  tri-uncials, 
after  this  fashion  ] — (Dips  his  finger  in  wine.) 

Odoherty.  Let  me  see — I'll  engage  to  find  a  trusty  fellow  at  six- 
teen shillings  a  week — 

North.  Not  extravagant.  Upon  my  word  the  plan  might  be 
worth  considering — 

Shepherd.  Worth  considering!  Why,  as  I  hne  a  saul  to  be  savit, 
it's  worth  gowd  in  goupins — here  fill  us  a  bumper  all  round — hero's 
Colburn  and  the  crayons  for  ever! — three  times  three — aye,  that's 
your  sorts.  Now  for  a  stave — a  ballad  o'  the  best. — (Sinys.) 

Chalk  !  chalk  !  why  the  <1.  vil  dinna  yc  chalk  I 

Stand  to  your  ladders,  inul  blaze  in  jjood  order; 
Up  wi'  your  capital*,  catch  catch  the  Cockney*  alt 
Frae  the  Hum|>8tcad  hills  and  the  liattcrsea  border. 

Chalk  '.  chalk  !  puffing-men, 

Fyke  nac  tnair  wi'  the  pen, 
Here's  better  service,  ami  cheaper  for  Culburn ; 

Try  tin-  in  \v  tartan!  hum, 

Oar  gable,  yctt,  and  him. 
Stare  like  a  strumpet,  frae  Hownslow  to  Holborn. 

Ch.ilk  !  Chalk  !  boith  "  ORANBT"  ami  "  N.WXANBT," 

Chalk  them  ahint  yc  and  chalk. them  nt«>r«  ye  ; 
Cluilk  ilka  ciotmin^,  ntid  cnntiv  hit  comer  by, 

"  lUiumrrK  WIIA»M,"  mi. I  "  CLUB-LAUD,  A  BTOBT." 
Cluilk  every  mithcr's  mm, 
Till  we  u  ;ul  aft  we  run 

•»rivmll«d  ebampagB*  »rr»  j  »tn.  iic»l)r  madt  from  native  »1<w*  in  J  rixweberrim)  w»r»  ntmoni 
for  •nliitmj!  UM  Mnrir**  of  tt.»  Miuc* — (or  th»ir  ntw»p«p«r  adv«niMm>>nu  and  jittfl*.  Th« 
d«U  wall*  IB  aad  atraut  l,<>o«lon  w»r»  chalked  wilb  (ifaotio  in»ctij>iion«  calliof  publia 
M'.cnUaa  U  lb«u  uikHuUcturw  — M. 


IMPROVISATION.  59 

WEIGHT'S  IN  THE  COLONNADE  ! — SOHO  HOLI>S  EADY  I 

Buy,  IF  YOU  BEN'T  A  BEAR, 

BUY  BOBBY  WARD'S  DE  VERB  1 
Glower,  gaupus,  aud  shool  out  the  ready  1 

Macrabin,  (The  trombone — poker  and  tongs — sings.  Air,  "  Di 
placer  me  balza  il  cwor.") 

Del  ciakar  coufounda  lo  corps ; 
E  perche  ?     Per  Gingho  10  so : 

I  puffauti  del  orribil  bore 

Perche  non  pillorono  uel  row  1 

Scampo  mi  disgustera  ? 

Boro  sempre  bothera  ? 

Gran  Editor  confido  in  te  ! 

Deh  !  tu  lascia  Cobron  e  Leigh  I 
Cento  ragamuffi  ciakrons  intoruo  ? 
Piu  fouli  scorno 
Scornar  non  puo : 

No — no — no — 

North.  Non  bisogno  cangiar  ni  voce  ni  faccia  per  esser  angelo  1 

Shepherd.  Come,  lads,  ye're  sinnin'  against  the  fundamentals. 
Fill  your  glasses,  baith  o'  you.  Polly  botho  dammero  gablebo 
skinki  fordoitikinibragh  ?  Come,  come,  ye  heathen  Greeks! 

Tickler.  There,  now,  translate  your  stave,  Macrabin,  in  uswn 
porci. 

Macrabin,  {bagpipe — sings.) 

Air— Waters  of  El.le  * 

Yarrow  and  Ettrick,  now  your  streams  are  flowing, 

Purer  than  silver  to  sweet  Selkirk  town ; 
On  Altrive  brae  once  more  the  broom  is  blowing, 

Lambkins  are  gay  on  soft  Mount  Benger's  down. 

There  'twas,  at  eve,  in  yonder  byre  reclining, 

Hogg,  ever  dear,  first  fill'd  a  cup  for  me  ; 
"  Drink,  drink,"  he  cried,  to  me  his  quaigh  consigning, 

Far  in  the  north  they  brew'd  this  barley-bree. 

Hogg's  cherish'd  quaigh,  with  eager  lips  I  drain'd  it, 

I  would  have  drain'd  it  had  it  been  a  bowl ; 
Minister,  session,  never  had  restrain'd  it, 

Nor  yet  the  Tweeddale  presbytery's  control. 

( Great  Applause.) 

Worth.  Adjutant,  that  was  an  extemporaneous  touch  of  Macra- 
bin's.  It  was,  I  assure  you.  You  used  to  improvis — (confound  it, 

*  In  the  novel,  called  "  Glenarvon.';  written  by  Lady  Caroline  Lamb,  (shortly  after  her 
amour  with  Lord  Byron  ha4.  become  known)  in  which  a  song  commencing 

"Waters  of  Elle,  thy  limpid  stream  is  flowing," 
was  written  by  hei  noble  lover,  though  not  included  in  IIIK  collected  works. — M. 
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I'm  getting  muzzy)  admirably  yourself — though  not  quite  a  Theo- 
dore Hook.  Come,  Rough  and  Ready,  be  your  theme  that  bottle 
of  whisky. 

Odoherty,  (chants.) 

WHISET. 

Sing,  jovial  Muse,  bow  from  tlie  furrow'd  field, 
By  hands  laborious  till'd,  ai-ose  that  grain, 
By  gods  and  men  adored  ;  whose  vital  juice, 
Fermented  and  sublimed,  in  copper  still 
Ascending  clear,  (sweeter  than  morniug  dew 
On  summer  fields,  or  breath  of  odorous  beds 
Of  blushing  roses,  pinks,  or  violet*,) 
Gives  life  to  drooping  nature,  wit  to  fools, 
To  cowards  courage,  and  on  many  a  nose, 
Erst  unadorn'd.  bids  mimic  blossoms  grow. 
Whisky,  yeleped,  soiil-fuscinatiug  draught  1 
Thjee  1  invoke,  whilst  thy  uurivull'd  power 
I  sing  in  lofty  verse;  goddess  of  stills  ! 
Divine  Multhea  !     O  thine  aid  bestow,     ^ 
Aa  tliou  art  wont,  when  oft  my  drowsy  pat* 
I  scratch  for  verses,  and  my  pen  assault 
"With  tooth  poetic.     So  may'st  thou  never  see, 
Within  thy  temple  more,  the  odious  face 
Of  Gauger,  or  more  odious  far  and  dread, 
Surveyor  or  inspector,  dreaded  more 
Than  midnight  goblin,  whose  insidious  ken, 
Greedy  of  seizure*,  darts  from  hole  to  hole, 
Inquisitive.     But,  lo !  my  glass  is  out. 
And  with  the  inspiring  potion  halts  my  song. 
*  *  * 

Shepherd,  Noo — that  tanker's  owre,  Mr.  Tickler,  you  too,  sir 
maun  contribute  to  the  conviviality  o'  the  company.  Either  sing 
or  spool. 

Tickler.  James,  I  will  spoot. 

ODE    ON    TIIK    DISTANT    PROSPECT    OF    A    GOOD    DINNER. 

Ye  distant  dishes,  sideboards  blest 
With  HalfordV  peptic  pill- 
Where  grateful  gourmand*  still  attest 
Illustrious  Robert's  skill ; 
And  ye  that,  girt  with  IrgumrM  round, 
Or  in  the  purest  pnntry  bound, 
Oti  silvery  surfucu  lie; 
Where  ;>J/c — *altni — xauce  tomate, 
FriniiiiLini  framed  with  nicest  art 
Attract  the  glist'ning  eye. 

Ah  1  richest  scent  1  perfume  bclored  I 
Blest  odors  bieutlicd  iu  vain — 

•  Bit  H«»ry  Htlford  at  tin.  period.  Ih*  Iradipf  rhy.ici»n  in  London  — M. 
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Where  once  my  raptured  palate  roved, 
And  fain  would  rove  again. 
I  feel  ihe  gales  that  now  ascend, 
A  inomeutery  craving  leud — 
As  curling  round  the  vapors  seem 
My  faded  faculties  t'  excite, 
Restore  my  long-pall'd  appetite, 
And  soothe  me  with  their  steam. 

Say,  Monsieur  Ude,*  for  thou  hast  seen 
Full  many  a  jovial  set 
Discoursing  on  la  bonne  cuisine, 
In  social  union  met — 
Who  foremost  now  prepare  to  pray 
J)es  cotelcttes  d  la  chicoree  ? 
Saute  de  saumon — qni  V attend? 
What  young  Amphitryons  uow  vote 
Nothing  like  pigeons  en  compote, 
Or  taste  the  vol-au-vent  ? 

While  some  at  lighter  viands  aim, 
And  towards  digestion  lean 
Poularde  aux  trii/ex,  or  d  la  creme, 
Or,  agneau  aux  racines ; 
Some  hardier  epicures  disdain 
The  distant  chance  of  doubtful  pain, 
Aud  queue  a'esturyeon  try  ; 
Still  as  they  eat  they  long  to  cease, 
They  feel  a  pang  as  every  piece 
Passes  their  palate  by. 

But,  lo  1  the  entremets  are  placed 
To  greet  the  gourmand's  nose, 
Bedeck'd  with  all  the  pride  of  paste, 
Confcctive  prowess  shows. 
One  earnestly  devotes  his  praise 
To  beiyuets  a  la  lyonnaise, 
Others  survey  with  mix'd  delight 
Gelee's  d' orange — de  marasqitin  ; 
While  some,  with  looks  ecstatic,  scau 
The  souffles  buoyant  height. 

Best  fare  is  theirs  by fed, 

Less  pleasing  to  digest; 

The  taste  soon  gone,  and  in  its  stead, 

Oppression  on  the  chest. 

Theirs  joyous  hours,  and  jocund  nights, 

Wit's  playful  sallies,  fancy's  flights, 

. 

*  Ude  was  a  French  "artist."  who  published  a  book  on  Cookery  He  left  the  service  o 
the  Karl  of  Sefton,  (a  gre^J  epicure,  familinrly  called  "Cod's  head  and  shoulders.*' — from  his 
peci'iar  make,)  because  his  lordship  had  taken  the  liberty  of  adding  a  little  cayenne  to  soup 
which  Monsieur  Ude  had  sent  to  table  !  He  finally  became  mtiitre  d' hotel  and  cuisinier  to  the 
Duke  of  York,  and  said,  on  his  death,  "  Mon  Diau  !  what  can  he  do  without  me?" — M. 
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And  goodly  cheer  as  e'er  was  seen — 
The  aged  H»>ok — the  Chain  jwigne  bright) 
liurguiiiliii's  b.-.-t.  an  i  claret  light, 
The  vintage  of  nineteen. 

Alas !  regardless  of  their  doom 
Each  rich  ragout  Uiey  take, 
N<>  souse  have  they  of  pains  to  come, 
Of  head  or  stomach-ache. 
Yet  se*  hov.  all  around  them  press, 
Th'  attendants  of  each  night's  excess; 
Fell  Indigestion's  followers  vile : 
Ah  !  show  them  where  the  hateful  crew 
Scotf  calomel  and  pills  of  blue, 
Ab  !  tell  them  they  have  bile. 

These  shall  the  Gout  tormenting  rack, 
The  vampire  of  the  toes. 
Night-mare,  Lumbago  iu  the  bock, 
And  Colic's  painful  throes  ; 
Or  languid  Irver  waste  their  youth, 
Or  caries  of  a  double  tooth, 
Its  victim's  nerves  that  nightly  gnaws. 
Vertigo — Apoplexy — Spleen, 
The  feverish  h-unl — the  visiige  green, 
The  leugtheu'd  Liuthoru  jaws. 

Tins,  a  cr>n*omtne,  precious  prize  1 
Is  tempted  now  to  try; 
To  restless  nights  a  sacrifice, 
And  dire  acidity. 

Till  throbs  of  heartburn — ague's  pauga. 
And  Cholera's  fiercely-fixing  fungs, 
Have  left  him,  livurlcss,  to  moan 
.    The  bloaU-d  form — the  pimpled  face. 
The  (uttering  stej) — th'  expiring  trace 
Of  good  digestion  gone, 

To  each  his  twitches,  all  are  men, 
Condemned  to  pick  their  botie; 
The  p-Hd-  man  in  another's  den, 
The  rich  man  in  his  own. 
Yet,  why  nhould  I  of  lorrnenU  treat  ? 
Since  we  were  made  to  drink  and  eat. 
Why  should  I  prophesy  their  pain  I 
Stoiiiachit  wen-  forui'd  for  holding  food — 
No  more — while  our  digestion's  good, 
*Tis  folly  to  abstain.  , 

North.  Most  fxcH-llcnt,  mj  dear  Timothy.  After  all,  yt.u  are  the 
man  among  u«  fur  a 

Tickler,  I  knew  you  would  like  it.  But  the  author  is  thirty 
years,  at  least,  my  junior. 


PARODIES.  63 

North.  But  the  parody  is  not  complete  without  the  lines  that 

usually 

Ticker,  (spouts.) 

BY    A   LADY. 

UN £8   WRITTEN   ON   THE    BACK   OF   THE   ODE,   ON   THE   DISTANT    PROSPECT   OF   A 
GOOD    DINNER.* 

Pleasures  of  eating!  oh  1  supremely  blest, 
And  healthy  far  beyoud  e'eu  Halford's  skill, 
If  thy  strong  stomach  can  iudeed  digest 
All  that  thy  palate  loves,  -without  a  pill ; 

By  me  how  envied — for  to  me 

The  herald  still  of  misery, 
Good  eating  makes  its  influence  known 
By  aches,  and  pains,  and  qualms  alone ; 
I  greet  it  as  the  fiend  to  whom  belong 
Dyspepsia's  vulture  train,  and  nightmare's  prancing  throng. 
It  tells  of  bright  champagne,  and  sauterne  iced, 
Of  patties,  sauces,  souffle  and  aspic, 
Of  meats  too  fondly  lored,  too  richly  spiced, 
Of  many  a  cause  to  fear  I  shall  be  sick  1 
For  what,  but  dread  lest  I  should  soon 
Be  sorely  ill,  withholds  my  spoon ; 
When  turtle — soup  of  soups — is  near ; 
What  but  the  sad-restraining  fear, 
Lest  heartburn,  tyrant  dire,  usurp  his  reign, 
And  realize  the  pangs  that  friends  and  doctors  feign. 

Shepherd.  That's  gude  poetry,  ony  hoo.  What's  it  and  the  pre- 
eediri'  odd  parroddies  on  1 

North.  Nay,  James,  that  would  be  painting  his  name  below  the 
picture  of  the  Blue  Lion.  What!  you  are  not  all  going  to  leave 
me  at  this  early  hour? 

Omnes.  Doch-an-dorrach  !| 

Shepherd,  (sings.) 

The  day  may  daw, 

The  cock  niay  craw, 

But  we  will  taste  the  barley-bree  1 

North.     Whate'er  the  standard  tipple,  whisky's  best 

To  greet  the  coming,  speed  the  going  guest — (Rings.) 

Enter  JOHN,  with  the  black  bottle. 

Macrabin,  (sings.) 

Air — "  Sweet  ffome." 

'Mong  poets  and  novelists  on  we  may  jogg ; 

Be  they  ever  so  clever,  there's  none  like  our  Hogg 

A  light  from  the  skies  seems  to  centre  on  him, 

*  This  is  a  parody  on  Lines  written  in  a  copy  of  ''  The  Pleasures  of  Memory." — M. 
t  Stirrup-cup.     The  name  and  the  deed  are  the  same  in  Scotland  and  Iielaud.     When  the 
guest's  feet  were  in  the  stirrups,  a  parting-glass  was  given  to  him. — M. 
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And  leave  everything  round  it  imperfect  and  dim. 
Hogg  —  Hogg—  great,  great  Hogg  I  — 
There's  no  bard  like  Hogg  I 
There's  no  bard  like  Hogg  1 

Without  genius  like  Hogg's  learning  dazzles  "in  vain  ; 
Oh  give  us,  we  cry,  our  bright  Shepherd  again. 
The  wit  and  the  rhyme  jump  to  life  at  his  call, 
And  the  true  native  sentiment,  better  than  all. 

Hogg  —  Hogg  —  sweet,  sweet  Hogg  1 

There's  no  man  like  Hogg  1 

There's  no  man  like  Hogg  !  (Great  appiauM.) 

North.  Dearly  beloved  Shepherd  —  your  paw.  How  the  dunces 
vince,  my  lad,  at  the  honor  in  which  the  author  of  the  Queen's 
Wake  is  held  all  over  Scotland,  and,  most  of  all,  in  Maga  the  Mag- 
nificent —  the  focus  of  the  many  lights  —  the  concentrated  essence  of 
the  many  liquids  of  Scotland. 

Shepherd.  Puir  deevils  —  but  they  do  that  —  and  oh,  sir  !  they're 
bitter,  bitter,  bitterest  o'  a'  at  the  Noctes  Ambrosianae.  Some  o' 
them  hae  even  had  the  impudence  to  Uik  the  leeberty  in  my  ain 
house  to  - 

North.  I  understand  you,  James.  But  by  the  spirit  of  Robert 
Burns,  I  swear 

Shepherd.  Whist.  Nae  swearin'  in  this  hoose.  Was  na't  verra 
kind,  very  freenly  in  John  Lockhart  to  dedicate  "  the  Life  "  t<>  me 
and  Allan  Kinningham  ?* 

North.  Not  a  whit.  What  else  could  he  have  done  ?  The  besfc 
pledge  a  writer  can  give,  James,  of  the  sincerity  of  his  admiration 
of  dead  genius,  is  his  love  of  the  living  —  and  - 

Shep)u-rd.  O  pity  me  the  day  —  sir  —  how  the  dunces  do  hate  him 
and  you  —  and  the  Magazine  —  and  Ediubro'  and  a'  Scotland  —  and 
indeed,  some  o'  them,  for  your  three  sakes,  the  wide  warld,  and  a' 
mankind  —  this  life,  and  the  life  to  come  ! 

North.  Naturam  expel  las  furca,  tamen  usque  recurret. 

Shepherd.  1  ken  that  quotation  —  and  cun  translate  it  too— 

Kick  the  confounded  scouu'rel*  to  Auld  Nick, 

Til  kick  and  come  again—  and  come  again  and  kick  I 

North.  Yes  !  they  will  come  sneaking,  James,  up  along  my  avenue, 
to  the  sore  annoyance,  no  doubt,  of  the  flowers,  that  nod  their  heads 
to  Mich  visitors  as  my  Shepherd,  and  smile  welcome  to  him  with  a 
thousand  cye« 


Oh!  the  dear  dummies  !  may  nae  untimely  blight  ever 
blast  or  blacken   their   brichltifss  —  but  their  dewy  lives  a'  be  blest, 


•  Lockkart'.  Lift  of  Burn^-M. 
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•whether  short  and  sweet,  as  that  o'  the  puir  bit  annals  that  see  but 
ae  spring  and  ae  simmer,  and  never  ken  winter  ava',  ignorant,  as  is 
easy  to  be  discerned  frae  their  thochtless  faces,  as  they  keep  drying 
their  locks  in  the  sun,  that  there  is  in  natur  sic  things  as  sleet  and 
hail  and  frost,  and  ice,  and  snaw — naething  but  saft  dews  and  rains, 
that  niak  a'  things  grow  and  glow,  and  the  earth  murmur  to  hersell, 
like  a  bonnie  sleeping  lassie  dreamin'  o'  her  sweetheart — or  langer 
and  mair  checkerd,  like  that  o'  the  perannals,  that  often  keep 
blumein'  on  to  Christmas,  and  are  gathered  by  some  tender  haun', 
to  furnish  a  winter  posy  for  the  breast  o'  beauty,  or  a  winter  gar- 
land wi'  whilk  to  wreath  her  hair. 

North.  Beautiful,  my  James — quite  beautiful — exquisite — quite 
exquisite. 

Shepherd.  What !  the  impident  creatures  come  to  you  too,  sir, 
wi'  their  albums  and  their  trash  aneath  their  oxters? 

North.  Too  often.  Be  rny  gates  open,  day  and  night,  to  every 
honest  man  ;  and,  to  share  rny  hospitality  with  sons  of  genius  from 
afar,  shall  be  my  delight  till  1  die. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  tawk  o'  deein' — dinna  tawk  o'  deein'  even  in  a 
metaphor.  Were  North  dead,  the  sun  micht  as  weel  die  too;  for 
what  in  this  warld  could  he  see  worth  shinin'  on  then! 

North.  But  'tis  hateful  to  have  one's  Dulce  Domum — one's 
Sanctum  Sanctorum,  profaned  by  hollow-hearted  intruders,  with  a 
bill  of  lading  in  their  pockets,  who  afterwards  libel  the  very  spider 
on  your  wall,  and  accuse  him  of  murdering  flies,  in  a  way  offensive 
to  the  shade  of  his  great  ancestress — the  first  weaver  of  the  web  of 
his  house — Arachne.  Is  it  not  so,  Bronte  ?  Won't  you  henceforth 
bark  at  the  beggars  1 

Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — \\huirwhurrwhurr  ! 

Shepherd.  What'n  tosks  !  Savage  and  sagawcious !  Tear  the 
trarnpers,  Bronte. 

Bronte.   Whurrurrwhurnir — bow — wow — wow  ! 

Shepherd.  The  gang  !  Some  o'  them  wi'  claes  unco  napless,  and 
a  bit  sair-woven  tip-penny  \\atchchain,  that  changes  color  every 
time  you  look  at  it ;  and,  sate  us,  siccan  a  hat !  And  ithers  o'  them 
again  wi'  sirtoos,  nae  less,  and  a  fur  foraging  cap,  and  a  bunch  o' 
seals  as  big's  my  nieve — but  a's  no  goold  that  glitters — wi'  their 
coats  o'  arms,  forsooth,  engraven  on  the  chucky-stanes,  and  beasts 
they  pretend  to  be  their  crests — but  wi'  little  siiler  in  their  pouch, 
or  I'm  deceived  sairly — neither  cash,  credit,  nor  character — which, 
if  you  please,  sir,  let  us  drink  in  a  bumper-toast. 

North.  The  Three  C's. — Cash,  Credit,  and  Character  !  Hurra — 
hurra — hurra  ! 

Shepherd.  Weel,  sir, — as  I  was  say  in' — in  they  come — you  ken 
the  dour  out  by — lootin'  their  heads  aneath  the  lintel,  though  it's 
VOL.  III.-6 
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better  than  sax  feet  ony  day,  just  like  a  gander  gaun  in  at  a  gate 
that  he  cou'dna  touch  the  arch  <>',  war  he  to  try  to  flap  hiiusell  up  into 
a  flee, — and  there  they  keep  fummliu'  in  the  toince  wi'  their  Spanish 
cloaks,  nae  less  fastened  round  their  ihrapples,*  (Heaven  grant  it 
may  never  be  waur  wi1  them.)  and  it's  a  gude  quarter  o'  an  hour  o' 
precious  time  lost,  afore  they  can  get  their  daft-neer-do- well  look  in' 
head-gear  to  tak'  haud  o'  \on  pegs.  Then  they  canna  eat  this,  and 
then  they  canna  eat  that,  wi'  their  tale  ;  but  let  them  alane  a  wee, 
and,  hech  sirs  !  but  you  see  they're  desperate  hungry — rnaist  voraw- 
cious — four-meal-a-day  chiels,  when  they  get  them,  which  is  plainly 
no  aften — at  breakfast  eatin'  the  verra  shells  o'  the  fowre  eggs — in 
the  forenoon  chowin'  cheese  and  crusts,  and  drinkin'  porter  gin  you 
were  to  let  them  hae't — at  denner  helpin'  themsells  afore  the  mis- 
tress, and  never  offerin'  to  put  so  muckle's  a  potuwto  on  the  plate  o' 
my  bonny  wee  Jamie,  God  bless  him  ! 

North.  The  mistress — my  dearest  Shepherd — wee  Jamie,  and  a' 
the  lave  o'  them — here's  to  them  all — and  God  bless  them  indeed — 
•well  do  they  deserve  his  blessing,  James — and  thou  too,  my  friend. 
Come,  James,  sit  nearer  the  old  man. 

Shepherd.  \  canna  get  ony  closer  for  the  crutch.  Oh  !  sir — Mr". 
North — but  I  do  like  you  weel,  weel.  Faith,  I'm  maist  greetin'. 

North.  That  Glenlivet  is  very  strong,  James. 

Shepherd.  Haud  your  tongue — it's  no  that.  But  to  return  to 
thae  stravaigers — after  eatin'  and  drinkin'  you  out  o'  house  and  ha', 
and  stupifyin'  ye  wi'  their  Cockney  clishmaclavers  till  you're  like  to 
acunncr,  aff  they  set  in  the  mornin'  early,  without  lettin'  the  ser- 
vant lass  ken  the  color  o'  their  coin,  wi'  a  shirt  on  their  backs  and 
a  pair  o'  stockings  on  their  legs,  and  a  silk  pocky  handkerchief  in 
their  pouch — no  belangin'  to  them — and  sailin'  awa'  to  Lunnan  in 
the  steerage  o'  some  dirt-gabbert,  for  they  canna  afford  smack  or 
steamer.  In  a  month  or  twa  you  see  them  libelling  you  in  perio- 
dicals, or  what's  inair  unendurable  yet,  laudin'  you  with  their  flat- 
tery, sickenin'  to  my  stammach,  as  whuppit  up  soor-milk,  that  Maims 
in  the  middle  «•'  the  table,  and's  ca'd  flummery. 

North.  The  Athcn&um  ? 

Shepherd.    Jiutsae.     Yon  young  Eerisher  had  better  keep  a  calm 

8Ugh. 

North.  Yea -muni's  the  word  for  him,  and  some  of  his  com- 
peers. What  think  you  of  that  story  of  the  dressing-case  .'  It  was 
a  bad  sign  of  the  Time*.  The  new  Times  are,  I  foar,  not  so  good  as 
the  Old. 

Shepherd.    Ten  guineas  for  a  dressing-case  !f     Wull   ye  tell  me, 

•  7V.i/v.i.»   -thn.-a  -M 

Allnmon  to  a  induction  in  London,  where  a  tradesman  rh»rjr»d  Mr.  Rroenon.  a  man  of 
Mrtt»r».  with  swindling  Him  out  of  a  drw»i»£-ea»4  It  turned  out  that  Ib*  accoxd  had  mado 
UM  attempt,  but  without  »ucr*w.— M. 
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BJr,  what  is  a  dressing-case.  •  Does  the  whalp  shave  wi'  gowden 
razors?  But  hoo  did  the  bizziness  terminate  ?  Did  the  auld  lang- 
bearded  Jew  carry  aft' his  article? 

North.  Ask  at  Bow-street. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doubt  he's  weel  acquainted  with  •  Gray's  Elegy — 
and  really  when  I  saw  the  -cretin-  out  at  Mount  Benger,  lying  saf, 
conceity  on  a  bit  knowe,  I  cudna  help  saying  intil  mysell — 

"  Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown." 

North.  1  much  fear  he  has  no  talents — poor  fellow.  Yet  he 
might  speak  the  truth.  He  ought  not  to  say  what  he  knows  to  be 
false.  You  remember  a  saying  of  Dr.  Johnson's,  James? 

Shepherd.  No  me.  It  passes  the  power  o'  my  understandin'  tc 
comprehend  hoo  sic  a  clever  chiel  as  that  Buckingham  can  thole 
contributors  of  that  class.*  And  wad  hae  thocht,  that  after  a'  his 
travellin'  though  this  wide  and  weary  warld,  he  wad  hae  fund  out 
by  this  time  which  side  his  bread  was  buttered  on — but  that  cawve, 
that  coof  Creeto — the  Cawker — and  Pert  Paddy,  are  cretures  that 
wull  soon  kill  ony  critical,  for  naething  sae  deadly  to  a  young  new  - 
wark  as  a  feelin'  towards  it  in  the  public  mind  o'  cool  contempt. 
He'll  no  be  lang  i'  faidin'  that  out — let  him  kick  all  such  out  o'  the 
concern — and  under  his  able  owspices,  the  Athenaeum,  I  hope,  will 
flourish. 

North.  I  hope  it  will.  Buckingham's  politics  and  mine  are  wide 
as  the  poles  asunder — but  I  respect  the  independent  spirit  of  the 
man,  the  energy  of  his  character,  and  his  talents. 

Shepherd.  Nane  o'  a'  the  new  weekly  periodicals  will  ever  cut  out 
the  Literary  Gazette. 

North.  Never,  James.  And  simply  for  one  reason — Mr.  Jerdan 
is  a  gentleman,  and  is  assisted  by  none  but  gentlemen. 

Shepherd.  And  havein'  taen  the  start  he'll  keep  \t — let  the  lave 
wrup  and  spur  as  they  like  after  his  heels.  But  I  like  to  see  a  gude 
race,  so  I  houp  nane  o'  them  '11  be  distanced. f 

North.  "Tis  a  pretty  race.  The  Athenaeum  is  well  laid  in  upon  his 
flank — and  there  goes  the  Sphynx  and  AtlasJ  at  a  spanking  rate — 
looking  within  the  ropes  like  winners  ;  but  the  rider  of  the  ould 

*  James  Silk  Buckingham  (whose  nine  volumes  on  America  will  be  remembered — for  their 
weight.)  was  founder  ofthe  literary  London  Journal  called  "The  Athenajum,"  which  is  'Ihi 
Jiiineum  of  Bulw«rs  Paul  Clifford. — M. 

1  William  Jerdan  was  Editor  of  the  Literary  Gazette,  in  London,  for  five  and  thirty  years. 
In  his  hands  it  was  an  organ  of  much  weight,  but  latterly  was  deficient  in  spirit.  Jerdan!s 
recently  published  Autobiography,  in  four  volumes,  is  a  remarkably  provoking  book.  He 
mixed,  on  familiar  terms,  with  all  the  men  of  mark  and  mind  in  Great  Britain,  fur  half  a  cen- 
tury, and  while  he  relates  very  little  about  them,  is  perpetually  declaring  that,  had  his  papers 
been  in  order  and  his  tirrre^not  so  much  pressed,  he  cuuld  have  told  a  great  deal  : — M. 

J  The  Sphynx  was  one  of  Buckingham's  many  speculations — born  but  to  die.  The  Atlas, 
Commenced  in  1826,  flourished  awhile  under  the  editorship  of  Robert  Bell,  author  of  a  Life  of 
Canning  but  is  now  a  third-rate  journal,  with  small  circulation  and  no  influence.—  M. 
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horse  has  him  in  hand,  and  letting  him  loose  within  u  rod  of  tha 
judges'  stand,  he  will  win  the  gold  cup  by  two  lengths  at  least — and 
1  take  him  at  even  against  the  field  for  the  Derby. 

Tickler — Odoherty — Macrabin — (una  voce.)  Ua,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Shepherd.  What  the  deevil  are  you  ne'erdoweels  guffawin'  at? 

Macrabin.  The  best  caricature  of  you  both  ever  drawn,  by  Odo- 
herty !  See  here ! 

Shepherd.  Hae  ye  daured,  Odoherty,  to  draw  a  carricatoor  o' 
us  twa  ?  A  wee  thing  wad  gar  me  gie  you  the  braid  o'  your  back 
on  the  Turkey  carpet. 

Odoherty.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

North.  One  other  toast  before  we  part.  Here's  to  the  health  and 
happiness  of  the  only  Whig  I  ever  knew  whom  it  was  possible  to 
love — the  amiable,  ingenious,  enlightened,  and  most  eloquent — 
whom  f 

Omnes.  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey  —  Jeffrey —  Jeffrey  !  Hurra, 
hurra,  hurra ! 

Shepherd.  And  no  Sir  Walter? 

North.  He,  my  dear  Shepherd,  is  at  all  times  in  our  hearts. 

Tickler.  Come,  now,  hands  all  round  the  table — are  the  quaigha 
filled  I  Ay,  John,  you  may  well  stare  wild  like  a  goshawk.  Hero 
goes  —  (sing*.) 

Air,—lMbtl. 

Come,  jolly  boys,  and  never  disuuiled, 

One  cup  for  friendship's  sake 
Let's  now  with  claret  nobly  freighted 

Our  docb  and  hurras  take ! 

We  up  Leith  Walk,  ere  now,  have  often  stoited, 
With  a'  the  warld  awake — 

Jolly  boys,  jolly  boys,  jolly  boys. 
Farewell,  dear  h«t*L,  be  soon  and  blithe  our  meeting, 
Jolly  boys,  jolly  boys,  jolly  boys. 

Shfphrrd.  Nae  harm,  my  dear  lads,  in  partin'  wi'  a  bit  bonny 
«ang  o'  rny  ain — no  sae  merry,  but  yet  no  melancholy. 

GOOD  N10HT  AND  JOY  BE  Wi'  YOU  A'. 

He  night  is  wearing  to  the  wane, 

And  daylight  glimmering  east  awa'; 
The  little  stcniies  dance  amnin. 

And  the  moon  bubs  aboou  the  *hnw. 

Uut  though  Uie  t«-in|i.  -t  tout  and  blaw 
Upon  hit  loudest  midnight  horn, 

Good  night  an*  joy  be  wi'  you  a', 
We'll  maybe  meet  agaiu  the  morn. 
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O,  we  hae  wander'd  far  and  wide, 

O'er  Scotia's  land  of  firth  aud  fell ; 
And  mouy  a  bonny  flower  we've  pu'd, 

And  twined  them  wi'  the  heather  bell 

We've  ranged  the  dingle  and  the  dell, 
The  hamlet  and  the  baron's  ha', 

Now  let  us  take  a  kind  farewell, — 
Good  night  and  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

Ye  hae  been  kind  as  I  was  keen, 

Aud  follow'd  where  I  led  the  way, 
Till  ilka  poet's  love  we've  seen 

Of  tins  aud  mony  a  former  day. 

If  e'er  I  led  your  fcteps  astray, 
Forgie  your  minstrel  aince  for  a' ; 

A  tear  fa's  wi'  his  parting  lay, — 
Good  night  an'  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

Omnes — Gude  iiicht  and  joy  be  wi'  us  a'. 

(Exeunt!) 

North,  (Demi-Transatlantic.)  John,  open  the  windows — upon  my 
word,  'tis  a  very  fine  morning.  Get  the  hot-bath  ready,  John,  and 
my  dressing  things — I  must  get  through  the  rest  of  that  infernal 
Emigration  Report  yet  before  breakfast.* 

(Left  yawning.) 

*  It  is  here  stated  (ante,  p.  41)  that  North  was  73  years  old,  on  the  20th  of  March,  1828, 
which  -would  give  1755  HS  the  year  of  his  birih.  But,  subsequently  in  this  volume  (p.  306),  It 
is  declared  by  North  that  he  was  exactly  21,  on  June  10.  1772,  which  would  make  him  born  in 
1751.  The  latter  date,  as  his  own,  is  to  be  preferred.— M. 
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No.  XXXV1I.—OCTOBER,  1828. 

Picardy  Place — Scene  the  Oval. —  Time  Seven  in  the  Evening. 
NORTH  and  TICKLER. 

North.  Is  not  Mrs.  Ambrose  an  incomparable  coffee-brewstreasl 

Tickler.  She  is,  indeed.  I  never  got  reconciled  to  the  continental 
custom  of  creamless  and  sugarless  coffee,  North.  The  Dairy  Com- 
pany excels  itself  to-night. 

North.  Honey  your  bap,  Tickler — I  know  you  prefer  it  in  the 
comb — and  this  has  been  a  glorious  season  both  for  clover  and 
heather. 

Tickler.  Virgin  honey,  indeed — but  be  so  good  as  to  give  me  the 
marmalade — after  the  essence  of  flowers,  the  fruit  smacks  of  para- 
dise, and  I  shall  conclude  wit.h  jam. 

North.  To  resume  our  conversation — What !  says  a  great  gabv  in 
England,  or  a  great  rogue  on  the  continent — what,  are  you  then 
going  to  permu  the  Russians  to  eat  up  all  Europe,  leaf  by  leaf, "as  a 
maiden  spinster  eats  a  lettuce? 

Tickler.  You  remember,  North,  Sir  Bob  Wilson*  wrote  a  book  on 
this  subject  many  years  ago,  which  sadly  terrified  several  old  women 
who  are  holders  of  India  stock.  Sir  Robert — he  was  a  knight  in 
those  days — Sir  Robert  drew  maps,  and  charts,  and  plans,  and  cam- 
paigned as  actively  on  paper  as  ever  he  retreated  at  Hnnoz.  He 
marched  the  troops  of  Russia  from  post  to  pillar  over  the  bellies  of 
the  Austrians,  Prussians,  Poles,  Saxons,  Turks,  Jews,  and  Atheists, 
all  sprawling  on  the  flat  of  their  backs.  Slap  in  like  manner  he 
dashed  them  down  from  Trebizond  to  the  northern  bank  of  the  Eu- 
phrates, ninety  miles. 

JfortJi.  To  Arzroun,  one  hundred. 

Tickler.  To  Sinope,  two  hundred  and  twenty. 

North.  To  Scutari,  opposite  Constantinople,  a  little  more  than  jive 
hundred. 

Tickler.  Across  the  Istnmus  of  Asis  Minor  to  Alexandretta  (  a  sea- 

•  Thi»  fir  Robert  Wil*nn  VM  a  Geneitl  In  the  BritUh  M>r»ic».  and  publuhcd  an  account  ol 
the  expedition,  under  Ab»rcrombjr.  in  K()t>t.  in  which  be  lir»l  In.upht  the  charge  againit 
Napolron  of  having  poi»s>n«d  the  prinnnrr*  »t  J<iiTa.  In  1-1.1  he  aMiitrd  in  the  •»•  • 
valetui  at  I'ah*.  In  I -VI  he  t>  •>  diuiiincj  the  M>rnr«  for  trunp  nfA  the  people  at  Qu«e« 
Caroline'*  funeral,  but  wai  *ub»e<)u«n'lr  r«uior»d.  and  died  in  IMO,  after  hiring  been  MTOO 
I«an  U.VMBOT  of  Gibraltar.  He  labored  und*r  a  KuMia- phobia,  and  Tented  it  In  print.— M. 
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port  town  opposite  Cyprus,  in  the  Mediterranean,  and  only  sixty 
miles  from  Aleppo,)  little  more  than  four  hundred. 

North.  And  to  the  Red  Sea  from  thence,  not  more  than  Jive  hun- 
dred. 

Tickler.  Yes — these  were  his  very  words.  Now,  all  this  is  done 
so  easily,  so  gently,  so  quietly,  so  gingerly,  that  people  would  think 
they  were  reading  a  French  road-book,  with  all  its  mysterious  cal- 
culations of  postes  and  postes  et  demi.  Then,  continued,  Sir  Bob, 
they  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  get  down  the  Red  Sea. 

North.  Perfectly  regardless  of  the  fate  of  King  Pharaoh  of  Egypt. 

Tickler.  Through  the  Straits  of  Babelmandeb,  (which,  by  the  way. 
they  used  to  call  BabelrnandeZ  in  my  schoolboy  days,)  and  then, 
with  fair  weather  to  their  tail,  they  would  have  nothing  to  do  but  to 
take  Sir  John  Malcolm,*  or  whoever  else  should  reign  in  his  stead, 
by  the  back  of  the  neck,  and  drown  him  in  any  convenient  part  of 
the  harbor  of  Bombay. 

North.  Or  else  there  was  Persia  open  to  the  march — get  through 
Daughistaun,  and  Shirvaun,  Tchiraun,  and  many  more  places  ending 
in  aim,  and  floating  gaily  adown  the  Persian  Gulf,  sail  from  Ormus, 
and  so  make  themselves  masters  of  India. 

Tickler.  It  is  amusing  to  remember  the  mouthing  of  our  Modern 
Munchausen.  All  the  time  several  people,  otherwise  respectable, 
were  so  shallow-pated  as  to  believe  that  this  cock-and-bull  history 
had  as  much  sense  and  truth  in  it  as  the  Adventures  of  Aladdin 
and  the  Princess  Badroulboudour.  And  it  remains  a  standing  proof 
of  the  imbecility  of  human  intellect,  that  it  was  seriously  answered 
in  the  Quarterly  Review. 

North.  For  our  parts,  when  we  read  it,  we  said  that  we  had  a 
higher  opinion  of  Bob's  reading  in  consequence,  as  it  was  perfectly 
evident  he  must  have  been  fresh  from  the  perusal  of  that  most  ad- 
mirable of  all  romances — that  most  philosophical  of  all  works  of 
science — that  most  delightful  of  compilations  of  Ethics,  viz.  the  Ro- 
mance of  Gargantua,  as  written  by  Master  Alcofribas. 

Tickler.  You  are  more  at  home,  North,  in  Rabelais  than  I  am — 
bis  prodigality  overwhelms  my  senses  and  my  reason. 

North.  For — Vertue-Bosuf,  as  Rabelais  would  say  himself — the 
whole  idea — many  of  the  very  phrases  and  locutions— almost  the 
places — the  entire  plan,  spirit,  and  regulation  of  the  campaign — are 
pillaged,  plundered,  conveyed,  and  abducted  from  a  celebrated 

*  Sir  John  Malcolm  was  a  Scotchman,  who  went  to  India  as  a  cadet,  and  rose  high  in 
military  and  diplomatic  rank,  including  that  of  Plenipotentiary  to  Persia  and  Governor  ol 
Bombay.  Returning  to  England,  he  entered  Parliament,  but  died  soon  after,  in  1S33.  His 
Histcry  of  Persia,  and  some^  books  on  India,  are  standard  works. — His  brother,  Sir  Pulteney 
Malcolm,  was  the  Admiral  in  Command  during  the  war  with  America  in  IS14-15,  and  was 
stationed  from  the  early  part  of  J81G  to  July.  1S17.  at  St.  Helena,  where  he  conciliated  the  re- 
gard of  Napoleon. — M. 
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chapter  thereof, — that,  I  mean,  in  which  the  three  Captains  of  his 
.  anie  before  King  Picrochele,  and  promise  that  prince  that  they 
will  make  him,  if  he  follows  their  advice,  the  most  honored  and 
renowned  monarch  that  ever  made  his  appearance  on  the  face  of  the 
world,  since  the  days  of  Alexander  the  Macedonian,. 

Tickler.  Brush  up  my  memory  of  the  wittiest  work  of  the  wittiest 
of  all  Frenchmen. 

North.  Swashbuckler,  Dustaille,  and  Smelltrash,  came  before 
their  king,  and  told  him  how  they  were  to  overcome  the  world — to 
make  him,  among  other  things,  King  of  Trebizond — to  massacre  all 
the  Mahometans,  unless  they  were  baptized — to  rebuild  Solomon's 
temple — to  sweep  through  Syria,  Palestine,  Lydia.  and  many  other 
places  most  abominably  misspelt  in  the  usual  editions  of  Sir  Thomas 
Urquhart,  as  they  probably  will  be  in  Mag.i — and  returning  thence, 
to  make  but  one  mouthful  of  Europe — England,  Ireland,  and  Scot- 
land being  gulped  up  in  a  single,  parenthesis.  Picrochele  having 
believed  all  this,  went  to  war,  which  ended  in  his  being  a  beggar- 
man,  awaiting  for  the  coming  of  the  Cocklicranes,  to  be  restored  to 
his  kingdom. 

Tickltr.  1  see  the  application  ;  though  that  the  Emperor  Nicho- 
las has  any  chance  of  coming  to  this  bumble  estate.  I  am  far  from 
believing;  and  sorry  should  1  be  if  there  were  any  chance  of  seeing 
his  diademed  head  covered  with  a  beggar's  clout. 

North.  I  should  be  most  sorry,  too,  Tickler,  because  he  is  a  good 
Anti-Catholic  of  the  Greek  persuasion,  who  would  vote,  if  he  had  a 
vote,  for  the  restoration  of  the  penal  laws  in  Ireland  to-morrow. 
Secondly,  because  he  is  the  representative  of  that  house  which 
crushed  the  Jacobin  power,  and  broke  up  the  continental  system. 
Thirdly,  because  he  is  a  good  free-mason,  having  been  made  in  our 
presence  in  the  Canongate  Kil winning. 

Tickler.  Reasons  sufficient  for  being  sorry  were  he  ever  to  be  to 
far  reduced  as  to  look  for  the  advent  of  the  Cocklicranes  to  be  rein- 
stated  on  the  throne  of  all  the  Russias ;  yet  I  am  not  in  the  least 
degree  grieved  that  he  is  now,  in  his  proper  person,  exhibiting  the 
enormous  absurdity  of  the  Hob  Wilsmiian  school  of  Munchau.>enism. 

Nortk.  Why  I,  v\  ho  flatter  myself  I  know  a  thing  or  two,  said 
from  the  very  fust,  that  Russia,  unsubsidized,  unassisted  by  foreign 
armies,  unsupported  by  foreign  cuhinct-s,  could  not  move  forty  thou- 
sand real  soldiers — I  put  Cossack*,  &c.,  admirable  as  they  are  at 
home,  or  in  pursuit  of  H  defeated  enemy,  out  of  the  question — I  say 
that  Russia,  of  herself,  could  not  move  forty  thousand  men  forty/ 
miles  beyond  her  own  frontier,  without  being  cursedly  hampered. 

Tickler.  And  the  more  uncivilized  the  enemy,  North,  the  greater 
the  difficulties.  In  rich  countries,  where  there  are  wealthy  cities,— 
fut  burghers  to  be  robbed, — greasy  monasteries  to  be  rifled, — 
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chests  and  golden  plains  to  be  broken  open  or  cut  duwn — there  the 
honest  system  of  perquisitions,  the  vivere  rapto  plan,  might  succeed. 
Will  that  do  in  Turkey  ? 

North.  Alas!  no.  The  invading  army  must  there  bring  all  its 
provisions,  all  the  demands  of  its  commissariat,  all  its  ordnance  and 
battering  train  with  it ;  and  these  things  are  to  be  paid  for  in  one 
way  or  another — either  way  being  equally  inconvenient  to  his  impe- 
rial majesty. 

Tickler.  "  Here  goes  the  Emperor  Nicholas,"  shouted  all  the 
gentlemen  of  the  press  all  over  Europe, — "one  day  at  Moscow,  the 
next  in  Constantinople.  What  is  the  Duke  of  Wellington  doing? 
Oh  !  unhappy  ministry,  you  are  ruining  the  country,  by  permitting 
the  conquest." 

North.  How  intensely,  Tickler,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  must 
have  laughed !  Somewhat  as  Hannibal  did  when  he  heard  the  old 
snuffling  sophist, — one  of  a  class  of  men,  who,  by  the  way,  very 
much  resembled  in  information  and  honesty,  our  journalists  at  pre- 
sent,— lecturing  him — him  of  Cannse — on  the  art  of  war.  How 
actively  he  must  have  rubbed  his  ear,  as  he  heard  blinkard  after 
blinkard  talk  of  walking  to  Constantinople,  as  the  Cockneys  on 
Easter  Sunday  walk  to  Greenwich  fair. 

Tickler.  Wait,  gentlemen,  he  might  have  said,  all's  not  over  yet. 
Wait  till  Russia  is  aggrandized  by  the  taking  of  the  city  of  the 
Cassars. 

North.  Well  did  he  know  that  this  campaign  of  Russia,  on  her 
own  resources,  was  the  most  impolitic  act  she  could  commit  ;  and 
he  had  no  objection  that  she  should  divert  herself,  by  flinging  away, 
in  an  idle  and  uncalled-for  contest,  the  stamina  of  ten  years'  politi 
cal  existence. 

Tickler.  The  poor  paltry  politicians — the  creatures  whose  names 
have  become  a  byword  of  scorn — tlie  sitting  part  of  the  Canningites 
— had,  by  that  most  bungling  of  all  pieces  of  diplomacy,  the  treaty 
of  the  o'th  of  July,  made  us  auxiliaries — art  and  part — in  this  Rus- 
sian invasion  ;  and  the  cunning  men  about  the  Czar  must  have 
chuckled  at  their  triumph  over  them,  the  idiots  xar'  s^o^xv. 

North.  But  "  A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  our  dream,"  my 
boy.  These  gentlemen  found  the  laugh  considerably  altered.  They 
were  left  to  Fight  the  battle  by  themselves — with  what  success,  all 
the  world  knows. 

Tickler.  Proo  ! 

North.  Now,  rny  good  little  masters  and  misses,  did  the  Duke  do 
right  or  wrong]  Was  it  better  for  him  to  let  the  Russians  cut 
their  own  throats,  or-to  mount  hi*  grand  Waterloo  horse,  and  play 
their  game  ? 

Tickler.  The  boy  who  has  been  booby  for  five  years   in  each 
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•uoccsstve  class  of  the  High  School  could  answer  that  question 
aright. 

N<trth.  But  the  Greeks,  Tickler,  the  Greeks! 

Tickler.   Fiddle-di-dee. 

North.  These  fellows  must  he  settled  as  the  interests  of  Europe 
dictate.  They  or  their  petty  affairs  cannot  he  of  any  conse,quenoe, 
ti'.ic  that  the  great  European  interests  are  at  stake.  And  I  think 
that,  since  they  got  into  the  hands  of  Messrs.  Joe  I  In  mi*,  Orlando, 
Luri«uis.  CajKi  d'Utria,  Trelawney,  Steain-Engine  Galloway,  Apol- 
lo, and  Mercurius,  and  the  rest,  the  world  in  general  care  as  little 
•bout  them,  a>  they  do  about  the  last  cargo  of  Christian  and  Liberal 
patriots  shipped  for  the  colonies  of  Australasia. 

Tickler.  But  then,  says  some  interminable  querist,  holding  you  by 
the  button,  there's  the  French  expedition  to  the  Morea.  Chateau- 
briand writes  an  immensity  about  it  in  the  Journal  des  Debats.  Are 
not  you  horribly  afeard  of  that !  Come,  confess. 

North.  At.  ani  !  not  we.  Why,  it  is  ours  when  we  want  it.  Why 
it  should  intend  us  harm,  w<»  cannot  see;  and  even  if  it  contem- 
plated any,  have  not  we,  the  rulers  of  the  seas,  the  absolute  disposal 
of  all  persons  and  things  in  the  Peloponnesus  I  Had  we  not  in 
more  noisy  days  the  French  garrison  in  Malta,  and  the  French 
army  in  Egypt,  as  completely  in  our  hands  as  if  they  were  in  the 
hulks? 

Tickler.  Come — come — what  do  you  say  about  the  Pacha  of 
Egypit 

North.  An  excellent  fellow,  lately  converted  to  Christianity,  and 
enrolled  as  a  ruling  elder  of  the  Kelief  Kirk  of  Kirkintnlloch,  by 
the  persuasion  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Dobbie,  and  Miss  Elizabeth 
Shanks.  /A  will  not  annoy  us.  Perhaps  in  course  of  time  he  may 
yield  to  good  advice,  and  surrender  his  country  to  our  sate  keeping, 
with  the  same  goo<J  humor  thut  the  Great  Mogul  surrendered  his. 

Tickltr.  India? 

North.  Dinna  fa«h  your  thootnb  about  Indin.  It  is  a  long  inarch 
from  the  Caspian  \A>  the  pa-si->  of  A I  lock — and  there  is  many  a 
tftutiibling-lilock  ill  the  uuv.  And,  moreover,  listen  to  one  word—- 
if there  wan  an  tine  an  army  as  Napoleon  Bonaparte  marched  against 
KuMiia  hiTM-ll.  at  the  past.es  uf  Altock,  we  could  prove  it  to  you, 
that  without  tiring  a  gun,  we  (the  Eng!i>h.  we  mean,  not  ourselves, 
C.  N.)  have  it  in  our  power  to  make  it  "  a'  \\ede  away'1  almost  as 
rapidly  an  the  army  of  King  Sennacherib  of  Assyria;  and  that  by 
the  time  it  came  within  sight  of  the  foredoomed  ground  of  I'anniput, 
It  would  not  be  able  to  put  fiO.OOO  men,  and  they  ja<ied  and  worn 
out,  to  oopc  against  quadruple  the  number  of  as  line  a  *»et  of  fellows 
us  ever  pulled  a  trigger. 

TiclcUr.  Barring  always  the  grenadiers  of  England. 
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North.  No,  laddie — for  it  must  be  to  a  very  young  person  we  are 
addressing  this  argument — if  we  lose  India  it  will  not  he  by  an 
invasion  from  Russia.  When  the  time  comes  we  shall  give  the 
world  an  essay  on  that  subject,  which  will  illuminate  it  to  the  centre 
of  its  soul. 

Tickler.  North,  you  are  in  great  force  to-night !  And  now  having 
thus  most  triumphantly  proved,  that  we  have  no  need  t<»  go  to  war 
with  Russia — that  she  is  injuring  herself  much  more  than  we  could 
injure  her — that  no  English  interest,  direct  or  indirect,  is  at  stake — 
you  have  not  degraded  yourself  by  answering  the  nonsense  talked 
about  "  Rule  Britannia"  being  in  any  danger  from  sailors  bred  in 
icy  seas,  or  the  lakes  which  go  by  the  names  of  the  Black  Sea  and 
the  Mediterranean — that  if  she  want  to  fight  we  are  ready  for  it — 
suppose  you  turn  your  nose  away  from  the  North,  and,  like  a  cock 
on  a  steeple,  point  your  neb  to  the  South. 

North.  What  is  Don  Miguel  or  Don  Pedro  to  us?  For  the 
kingdom  of  Portugal  we  feel  great  respect,  because  we  have  been 
for  more  than  fifty  years  swallowing  the  wine,  the  name  of  which  is 
identified  with  its  own.  A  liquid  to  be  honored — to  be  loved.  Let 
Theodore  Hook's  admirable  Sayings  and  Doings  say  and  do  what 
they  please — that  is  the  sound,  constitutional,  episcopal,  presbyterian, 
protestant,  godfearing  liquor,  in  which  I  toss  off  sempiternal  bum- 
pers to  Church  and  King. 

Tickler.  I  saw. a  prime  pipe  whaumled  into  my  cellar  this  blessed 
day.  Dine  with  me  to-morrow,  Kit. 

North.  I  will.  Days,  or  rather  nights  of  our  youth  !  Shall  we 
dishonor  your  memory  by  a  word  derogatory  to  that  solid-fluid — t 
compound  epithet,  which,  let  mathematicians  sneer  as  they  please, 
is,  in  this  case,  no  bull.  Revering  Portugal,  therefore,  on  this 
ground,  and  having  a  hankering  recollection  of  Vimeira.  and  other 
doings  there,  we  shall  not  be  suspected  of  saying  a  word  in  its  dis- 
paragement. But  really  we  cannot  see  why  we  are  bound  to  cram 
a  constitution  down  the  throats  of  the  Portuguese  against  their  will. 

Tickler.  Unless  the  old  lady  were  in  a  strait  waistcoat,  and  could 
not  feed  herself  with  her  own  hands. 

North.  We  cannot  see  that  we  were  justified  in  sending  five  or 
six  thousand  soldiers  there,  to  compel  people  to  be  free  at  the  point 
of  the  bayonet. 

Tickler.  By  the  soft  persuasion  of  military  law. 

North.  No  wonder  that  such  proceedings — that  the  diplomatic 
pedantry  of  prating  about  a  cams  fcederus — and  the  schoolboy 
pedantry  of  quoting  puffing  verses  about  ./Eolus — should  have  very 
much  irritated  the  Portuguese  against  us.  As  for  the  Constitution, 
it  is  very  evident  that  they  did  not  understand  any  thing  about  it. 
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Tickler.  And  as  for  the  Constitutionalists,  a  more  mean,  cowardly, 
ignorant  crew  never  usurped  the  functions  of  government. 

North.  The  flight  from  the  Vouga  lias  indeed  shown  these  fellows 
up  in  their  true  colors.  There  have  been  few  things  in  history, 
Tickler,  more  exquisitely  comical  than  the  expedition  of  the  Mar- 
quis Palmella  and  his  associates.  Forth  wet-*  these  valorous  cham- 
pions from  London,  with  the  favorable  gales  of  the  applause  of  the 
Courier  breathed  hot  upon  their  backs,  to  make  their  appearance, 
and  to  conquer. 

Tickler.  The  Veni,  Vidi,  Vici,  of  Julius  Caesar,  was  to  have  been 
revived  in  their  case.  Sed  quales  rediere? 

North.  Such  a  running  never  was  heard  of.  The  very  sound  of 
the  advnnce  of  Don  Miguel's  army  made  the  fellows  take  to  their 
heels  «s  rapidly  as  the  frogs  and  mice,  in  the  Hatnuhoinyomachia, 
scudded  into  their  holes  and  marshes  on  the  arrival  of  the  crabs. 
Taipa  led  the  way  — 


Tickler.  But  allow  me  to'add,  that  Peneleus  was  a  good  fighter, 
and  did  not  stir  till  he  was  wounded  in  the  shoulder,  w^otfw  T£r|ajju 
fUvo£  ai-i  —  until  Jupiter,  son  of  Saturn,  hud  shaken  his  fringed  . 
and  darted  his  terror-striking  bolt  ainiong  the  Greeks.  Taipa  ran 
before  he  saw  the  glistening  of  a  gun,  and  the  disorder  shortly  be- 
came infectious. 

North.  Palmella  ran. 

Tickler.  Saldunha  ran. 

North.  Villa  Flor  ran. 

Tickler.  They  all  ran. 

North.  There  was  not  a  man   among  them  on   that  day  whom 

Sou   would    not    have   backed   with   the  long  odds  against  Coales 
liiinelf. 

Tickler.  And  these  are  the  good  people  with  whom  the  men  of 
England  —  the  old  INVICTI  —  the  men  wl.o  never  run  —  it  is  for  these 
cravens  that  our  sympathies  are  sought  to  be  enlisted  !  We  wish 
they  were  delivered  to  the  tender  mercies  of  Friar  Jean  des  Kn- 
loumetircK,  that  he  might  indict  summary  punishment  upon  them 
with  the  sacred  baton  of  the  cross. 

North.  People  in  this  country,  Mr.  Tickler,  who  are  horribly 
gulled  bv  the  nonsense  which  is  written  in  newspaper*,  are  some- 
times in  the  habit  of  calling  Don  Miguel  an  UMiiper,  and  that  too  is 
made  a  ground  why  we  should  go  to  war  with  him. 

Ticklrr.   I  low  he  is  a  UMirjwr  I  cannot  see. 

North.  Don  Pedro,  we  shall  IK-  told  at  once,  is  his  elder  brother, 
and,  therefore,  by  all  the  right*  of  primogeniture,  should  have  sue* 
weeded  his  father.  Supposing  this  all  to  bv  as  correct  as  possible, 


DON   MIGUEL. 

we  cannot  for  the  lives  of  us  see  how  we  are  appointed  conservator 
general  of  the  due  succession  of  kingdoms  all  over  the  world.  Just 
see  to  what  that  would  lead  us  at  the  present  moment. 

Tickler.  Why,  we  should  be  very  busy  at  war  with  Russia,  be- 
cause Constantine  has  been  set  aside  for  Nicholas. 

North.  We  should  be  active  in  ousting  Bernadotte,  and  restoring 
Colonel  Gustafson. 

Tickler.  King  Ferdinand's  claim  to  his  throne  was  not  the  most 
correct  in  the  world  at  the  beginning,  yet  no  one  that  we  ever  heard 
of  recommended  us  to  attack  the  great  man-milliner  to  the  Virgin 
Mary  on  this  ground. 

North.  What  nonsense — what  idiocy  it  is,  then,  to  expect  that 
we  are  to  send  out  fleets  and  armies,  and  to  puzzle  .our  consols, 
simply  that  we  may  change  the  name  of  Miguel  for  that  of  Pedro  ! 

Tickler.  Of  Don  Miguel  I  know  nothing—  but,  as  he  is  grossly 
abused  in  the  Times,  it  is  highly. probable  that  he  is  a  gentleman. 

North.  As  to  the  validity  of  his  election,  let  the  Portuguese  law- 
yers look  to  it.  His  partisans,  in  our  opinion,  make  out  a  good  case 
for  him.  The  fundamental  laws  of  Portugal  require  that  the  King 
must  be  a  Portuguese,  and  Don  Pedro  has  declared  himself  a  Bra- 
zilian. His  right,  therefore,  they  contend,  has  ceased,  and,  exactly 
as  happened  at  our  own  Revolution,  the  next  in  succession  is  put  in 
his  place.  The  Cortes  of  Lamego,  which  pronounced  tins  decision, 
comprehended  almost  all  the  great  names  in  the  kingdom,  and 
resembled,  in  many  particulars,  the  Convention  Parliament,  which 
put  the  crown  upon  the  head  of  William. 

Tickler.  The  church  is  for  Don  Miguel. 

North.  Almost  all  the  landholders. 

Tickler.  Nine-tenths  of  the  mercantile  property. 

North.  Besides,  who  is  there  that  can  bear  the  idea  of  an  old 
European  kingdom  being  turned  into  a  colony  to  a  mushroom 
American  empire  ? 

Tickler.  Disgusting. 

North.  Be  this  law  and  this  reasoning  right  or  wrong,  our  inter- 
fering to  arrange  it  would  not  be  a  whit  more  wise  or  rational  than 
Don  Quixote's  campaign  against  the  windmills.  It  is  the  interest 
of  the  people  of  Portugal  to  keep  on  gtod  terms  with  us;  and  that 
being  the  case,  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  us  what  king  reigns  over 
them.* 

Tickler.  Not  the  value  of  a  Queen  Anne's  farthing,  which  now 
sells,  I  believe,  as  low  as  thirty  shillings  of  the  coinage  of  George 
the  Fourth. 

*  North's  expectations  w.ere  disappointed.  In  June,  18:23,  Don  Migunl  declared  himsel 
King  of  Portugal.  After  a  prolonged  contest  with  his  brother,  Don  Pedro  was  compelled  to 
renounce  his  claims  in  May,  1834.  Four  months  after,  Donna  Maria  wa*  declared  of  age,  and 
commenced  her  actual  reign,  She  diu  I  in  ISS3. — .'.1. 
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North,  We  have  thus  concluded  our  foreign  affiiirs,  and  Lord 
Aberdeen  may,  if  he  pleases,  lay  down  our  magazine,  so  f;ir  as  his 
own  official  duties  are  concerned.  Delighted  and  instructed  with  the 
information  he  has  thus  gleaned,  he  may  return  to  the  business  of 
hi*  department,  a  wiser  and  a  better  mini. 

Titkler.  But  his  Lordship's  well-known  literary  taste  must  of 
C«-urse  compel  him  to  proceed. 

North.  True  ;  ill  indeed  would  he  deserve  the  title  of  Athenian 
Aberdeen,  if  he  did  not  every  month  pi-ruse,  with  unsatiated  appe- 
tite, every  line  of  Mnga,  beginning  with  the  title  over  the  benignant 
countenance  of  Geordie  Buchanan,  and  never  checking  for  a  mo- 
ment, until  he  had  fairly  mastered  the  catalogues  of  the  Born,  the 
Married,  or  the  Dead. 

Tickler.  But  what  say  you  of  the  colonies? 

North.  Nothing.  Canada  is  peevish,  but  we  shall  soon  settle  all 
that.  A  most  honored  contributor,  and  a  most  excellent  Tory — 
our  friend  Gait — reigns  there  in  plenitude  of  power  ;  and  the  de- 
partment of  woods  and  forests  is  under  the  control  of  a  Lord 
Warden,  (The  Teeger)  whose  learned  lucubrations  have  figured 
in  the  magazine.  Under  such  con'.rol.  Sir  George  Murray  may 
rest  contented.  The  remainder  of  the  empire  is  as  well  as  can  be 
expected.* 

Tickler.  At  home,  Corn — Currency — Catholics. 

North.  Good  Lord,  deliver  us  from  the  three  !  Plague — Pesti- 
lence, and  Famine — Battle — Murder,  and  sudden  Death,  are  nothing 
to  them  !  But,  as  we  must  speak  about  them,  we  our  weary  lips 
unclose. 

Ticklfr.  Let  us  take  them  alternately,  Kit. 

North.   Well,  Tim. 

Tickler.  CORN.  Every  prospect  of  a  fine  harvest,  in  spite  of  St. 
Swithin.  '1  liis  will  be  one  grand  element  of  popularity  for  the 
Duke's  Ministry.  John  Bull  cannot  grumble  when  his  belly  is  full. 

North.  CUKKKNCY.  Mr.  Peel's  bill,  we  suppose,  will  be  in 
operation  in  April. f  Great  is  the  lamentation  thereupon — and  we 
supf>o*4>  just — even  in  the  imperishable  pages  of  our  own  immortal 
work.  But  if  the  world  will  keep  the  secret,  wo  mention  to  them 
in  private,  that  we  never  cared  anything  about  the  currency,  fu:thei 
than  to  get  .1-  much  of  it  an  possiiilc  into  our  breeches  pocket*. 

Tickler.  "(Jood  graciou-*,"  Mr.  North — a  country  bunker  will  ex- 
claim, lifting  his  upectacles  to  an  angle  of  03  degrees  upon  the  top 

•  l-ord  Ar»rJc»n  vu  lVr»ipn.  and  Sir  Otui;*  Murray  Colonial  S*cr*ury,  in  the  Welling- 
lom  \iitnnif  <•».!  lit*  novrii.t.  hail  t  ul  a  very  tliorl  "  l«ij;B "  in  Canada  "'J'lie  T«'(j«r* 
w»»  lh«  i»l»  ttr  liuni.  (..  •  I  i»r»-i*  -  M. 

t   !'••!'•  «'orr»»«-T  Bill,  by  w  nich  all    bank  no<ee  of   I»M  value  than  £.1  w«rr  •boii>iiml.  ami 
ii*m  -xt.nl  a  'h»ck  Ki**a  la  '  wiM  cat"    bank*      Ncarlr   t w»nly  jrtan  lia«f,  b«  omo- 
|  t«i«ruJ  U»  MUbUakKMIt  of  baalu  u  ilouut  eapiUt.— M. 
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of  his  ear — "  surely  ye're  no  serious.  Do  ye  forget  a'  the  clever 
articles  ye  had  aboot  the  ruin  the  daft  measures  o'  the  feelosofers 
wad  bring  upon  the  hail  kintra ?  Are  na  ye  fou,  when  ye  talk  sae 
guselike?" 

North.  Most  encomiastic  and  eminent  of  bankers,  we  reply,  we 
are  no  that  fou — though,  perhaps,  we  may  hae  a  drappie  in  our  ee. 
Admirable  articles  they  were — them  to  which  you  allude — sound  in 
argument — true  in  feeling — clear  in  position — powerful  in  facts. 

Tickler.  And  so  the  whole  country  felt.  They  were  articles 
which  made  the  soul  of  Ebony  glad  within  his  bosom,  for  they  did 
much — 

"  I  verily  believe,  promote  his  sale." 

And  more  such  you  must  have. 

North.  It  would  have  saved  much  loss,  and  prevented  much  mis- 
chief, had  a  few  such  thinkers  as  their  writer  had  the  management 
of  our  financial  and  commercial  affairs.  But,  after  all,  I  am  an  old 
man — a  man  long  cured  of  listening  to  the  predictions  of  politicians  ; 
and,  croyez  en  un  vieux  practicien,  as  old  Frederick  of  Prussia  used 
to  say  of  war,  1  am  not  now-a-days  frightened  by  prophecies  of  our 
destruction  from  causes,  the  prevention  of  which  we  have  in  our 
own  power.  If  the  feelosofers  have  mismanaged  affairs,  are  they 
not  kicked  out  ?  Thank  God,  they  are — to  one  and  all  the  Duke 
has  said,  in  the  language  of  Juvenal — aut  accipe  calcem  !  Has  not 
Huskisson,  the  Complete  Letter  Writer,  been  ejected  in  the  manner 
so  graphically  depicted  in  the  print-shops,  by  the  vigorous  applica- 
tion of  the  toe  of  the  Duke's  jackboot  to  his  os  coccygis  ?  Does  not 
Free  Trade  stink  in  the  nostrils  of  the  people  ? 

Tickler.  Like  a  dead  foumart. 

North.  So  it  will  be  with  the  Currency.  If  we  find  that  a  gold 
currency,  to  the  exclusion  of  paper,  works  mischief,  depend  upon, 
it,  after  a  little  of  that  mischief — and  less  now  than  ever — because 
the  country  looks  upon  the  sayings  and  doings  with  suspicion — 
thanks  principally  to  my  magazine — instead  of  hailing  them  with 
an  a  priori  shout  of  approbation — depend  upon  it,  I  say,  after  the 
first  symptom  of  its  being  calculated  to  do  damage  appears,  we 
shall  come  back  to  the  course  in  which  we  arrived  at  a  pitch  of  pros- 
perity unprecedented  in  the  history  of  nations.  No,  no,  my  dear 
sir — we  will  never  be  ruined  by  that.  Until  it  pleases  God  to  strike 
us  all  mad  at  one  stroke  of  the  Dogstar,  we  shall  never  be  so 
divested  of  common  instinct  as  to  destroy  ourselves,  for  no  reason 
in  the  world  but  to  gratify  some  cloudy  theorists,  or  to  gain  a 
character  for  consistency  in  folly.  I  venture  to  lay  a  wager  of 
guineas  to  shillings,Hhat  by  this  time  twelve  months,  we  shall  not 
recollect  whether  the  bill  passed  or  not. 

Tickler,  CATHOLICS.     No  Popery  !     This  is  our  cry  now — then— 
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and  forever.  Our  reasons  for  it  we  have  so  often  discussed,  my  dear 
North,  that  we  are  not  called  upon  to  do  it  now.  I  think,  indeed  1 
am  sure,  that  the  events  of  the  last  six  months  have"  kindled  that 
spirit  among  us  to  a  warmer  degree  than  it  has  ever  been  since  the 
Involution  of  1688.  Don't  you  think  so,  sir  ? 

North.  Yes.     The  Papists  have  fairly  drawn  the  sword. 

Tickler.  The  return  of  O'Connell,  and  the  rejection  of  Mr.  Vesey 
Fitzgerald, -a  man  who  was  fool  enough  to  vote  for  them  all  his  life, 
prove  that  no  services  to  their  infamous  cause  can  atone  for  Pro- 
testantism.* 

North.  It  has  proved,  also,  that  those  who  prated  about  the 
Popish  influence  returning  only  a  dozen  members  to  Parliament, 
were  mere  idiots.  It  has  proved,  that  if  we  grant  emancipation,  we 
introduce  at  least  one  hundred  members  into  the  House  of  Commons, 
bound  by  all  that  they  deem  sacred  to  overthrow  the  constitution 
of  the  country. 

Tickler.  Alarm  prevails  now,  where  nothing  but  sneers  were  heard 
before  ;  and,  by  a  just  retribution,  the  Irish  pro-Popery  members, 
(we  thank  thee,  eloquent  and  able,  stau;ich  and  true  STANDARD,  for 
teaching  us  that  word,)  are  the  first  to  suffer.  Your  Vesey  Fitz- 
ge raids,  Sir  John  Newports,  Villiers  Stuarts,  Spring  Rices,  f  &c.  &c., 
will  be  the  first  to  go — the  first  to  afford  a  practical  illustration  of 
the  justice  and  moderation  of  the  triumphant  Papists. 

Norlk.  I  rejoice,  Mr.  Tickler,  to  see  the  country  firmly  possessed 
of  this  truth.  I  hail  the  accession  to  our  side  of  the  Marquis  of 
Chandos,  and  the  young  nobility,  gentry,  and  scholars,  of  almost  all 
the  rising  youth  of  the  country,  whether  distinguished  for  birth,  or 
talent,  or  influence;  and  w.-  cheor  forward  the  establishment  of  the 
Brunswick  Clubs,  with  the  loudest  compass  of  our  Inngs.J  All  that 
the  Protestants  of  the  empire  have  to  do,  is  to  speak,  and  TUKIK 

VOICE   IS   l.r.c   I-1VK. 

Tickler.  Yes,  my  trusty  feer,  their  voice  is  decisive,  even  if  the 
minister  ceem  dubious  or  hostile.  How  much  more  so  when  the 
minister  is  their  staunch  and  uncompromising  friend  ;  in  one  word, 
when  he  \»  the  Duke  of  Wellington  ? 

Jfort/i.  Another  cup  of  coffee.     As  to  any  doubts  about  him,  give 

•  Mr  Ve»»y  Fitif»r»!d,  a  Protnttnt.  who  had  been  number  for  Claw  for  many  yean,  VM 
Bade  a  Cabinet  micliler,  under  Wellington,  in  June.  If.'*.  1'rewntins  huneelf  for  re-elec- 
tion. *e  wae  opi«»ed  by  Mr.  K'CoBBelf  the  Catholic  Under,  and.  al'ter  a  M>rere  contetl  of  a 
week.  O'Cotnell  wae  elected  Thi«  led  to  the  Catholic  Emancipation  in  1«»— We.i.nrton 
And  Pee!  tbii.king  that  runceMinn  wa<  preferable  to  cml  war.  Mr.  Sheil'e  accounl  oflho 
Clara  Kleetton  u  remarkably  graphic. — M. 

t  Air  Job*  Newport  l*cam«  Comptroller  «.f  the  Kxchequvr.  and  mired  on  a  pension  cl  JCIOUO 
ft  year,  to  make  way  for  Mr.  Sj  nnc  Hice  (then  creal*d  L>ord  MontraEle)  who  wanted  a  perma- 
»eat  omee  Mr  Villien-.^luart  wu  made  I^ord  tftuart  de  llocio  in  I-JM — M. 

}  TBH  Marquia  of  Chandne  (who  (UcceeJed  to  the  DukeUom  ol  liurkincham  ic  1O9)  waa  an 
«ltrB-Tory,  and  hu  concluded  hn  career  by  (pending  bir  •.irtmrnM  inhenlancc.  which  went  U 
the  hammer  to  pay  hu  debu.  The  Uninawick  Club*  axoea  IB  l«fa,  in  >ppoaiu«B  to  "he  Cat>» 
U«  AaeocutlioB,  but  *p«edily  fell  throufta.—  M* 
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them  to  the  winds !  The  Dawsons — I  utter  the  name  .with  pain,  for 
many  reasons — may  seem  to  slink  from  their  principles  amid  a 
general  hooting  of  contempt,  and  some  sighs  of  sorrow.  But  who 
compares  the  Duke  of  Wellington  with  them  ? 

Tickler.  Nobody  who  is  permitted  by  his  friends  to  walk  without 
an  attendant  through  city  or  suburb..  Yet  the  Protestants  of  the 
empire  must  not  desert  him.  If  they  be  silent,  it  will  be  hard  for 
him  to  resist  the  ceaseless  clamors  of  his  enemies. 

North.  That  is — not  a  sad — but  a  serious — solemn  truth.  Let 
them  be  steady — let  them  come  forward  to  show  that  they  are  in 
earnest  in  resisting  the  encroachments  of  Popery,  and 

• 

Our  trust  iu  him 
Is  firm  as  Ailsa's  rock. 

Tickler.  Is  there  anything  else  to  say  ? 

North.  We  hope  not — for  we  are  not  going  to  say  any  more. 
We  are  old,  now,  consider,  worthy  world,  and  our  hand  does  not 
dash  off  sheet  after  sheet  with  that  impetuous  rapidity  that  made  in 
former  times  the  devils  to  stare.  We  must  now  take  our  ease — 

The  young  should  labor,  but  the  old  should  rest. 

Tickler.  Your  life,  sir,  has  been  busy  and  various. 

North.  Ay,  heaven  knows,  our  toils  indeed  have  been  immense ; 
and,  until  we  came  to  the  management  of  this  Magazine,  our  plea- 
sures but  few.  But  we  are  anticipating.  Soon — very  soon,  per- 
haps, may  the  aged  body  of  old  Kit  be  consigned  to  the  tomb 

Tickler.  Hush — hear  Mr.  Gurney  sobbing  in  his  closet ! 

North.  When  his  Memoirs  will  see  the  light  at  last 

Tickler.  O  let  them  not,  I  pray,  be  a  posthumous  work  ! 

North.  His  inaligners  then  will  see  who  it  is  they  have  slandered 
— what  wild  work  they  have  wrought  with  a  heart  too  sensitive,  too 
tremblingly  alive  to  the  cruel  censures  of  a  censorious  world 

Tickler.  Gurney — blow  your  nose — and  no  blubbering. 

North.  Springs  of  action  will  be  then  developed,  which  will 
puzzle  the  politician — deeds  developed,  which  will,  in  all  proba- 
bility, render  it  necessary  that  the  history  of  fifty  of  the  most 
important  years  of  the  world  should  be  re-written.  When  it  is 
published,  alike  indifferent  to  him  will  be  the  voice  of  praise  or  of 
censure  

Tickler.  Gurney  ! 

North.  But  the  readers  of  Blackwood's  Magazine  will,  we  trust, 
drop  a  tear  of  good-humored  and  grateful  recollection  over  the  page 
that  tells  the  chequered  fortunes  of  their  guide,  philosopher,  and 
friend. 
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Tickler.  Why,  Gurney's  grief  is  infectious.  Forgive  the  pensive 
tear. 

North.  'Tis  an  idle  thought,  Tickler,  lint  inethinks  that  my  bunes 
would  not  rest  in  a  city  churchyard.  Let  them  be  deposited  beneath 
the  greensward  of  the  burial-place  of  my  native  parish,  by  the  side 
of  her  

Tickler.  My  dear  North,  you  know  I  have  undertaken  the  inter- 
ment   

'North.  Hemember,  that  on  turning  off  from  the  turnpike  road 
into  the  lane,  with  its  old  hawthorn  hedges  — — 

Tickler.  Fear  not,  sir,  fear  not — the  coffin  shall  there  be  taken 
out  of  the  hearse,  and  borne  aloft  on  the  shoulders  of  six  chosen, 
villagers 

North.  You  yourself  walking,  as  chief  mourner,  at  my  head 

Tickler.  The'Shepherd  at  the  right  shoulder 

Jforth.  All  right — all  right — suppose  we  sing  a  song. 

Tickler.  Do— for  Godsake  ! 

North.  With  all  my  heart.  But  first  a  toast — in  brandy — for 
after  Turkish  coffee,  Bourdeaux  is  best.  Here  is 

THE  144m  NUMBER  OF  BLACKWOOD'S  MAOAZINK  ! 
12  times  1*2  ! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  I  lip,  hip,  hurra' 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip,  hip.  hurra! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Hip,  hip.  hurra!  Hip,  hip,  hurra! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra!  Hip, nip, hurra, hurra, bar* 

ra,  hurra,  &c.  ad  libitum. 
And  now  one  cheer  more  for  the  honor  of  Lord  Eldon  ! 

Hip,  hip,  hurra — hurra,  hurra  ! 

Hark  ! — how  the  echoes  ring  ! 
Tickler.  Every  room  in  the  house  has  caught  it. 
North.  And  another,  for  as  true  a  Tory,  in  other  words,  as  good 
a  man,  as  Scotland  ever  saw — his  noble  father  not  excepted — Lord 

Melville.     Hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra! 

Tickler.  Some  basely  forgot,  or  rather  deserted  him,  during  his 
•hort  retirement.  But  WK  knew  better.  OUT  or  IN,  we  honor  the 
MAN. 

North.  That's  the  way  to  do  things.  TIIK  144m  No.!  This  is 
the  Magazine  which  idiots  and  knaves  endeavored  to  put  down-— 
and  which  blockheads  and  fools  predicted,  over  and  over  again, 
would  not  live  out  the  month. 

Ticklrr.  Many  a  precious  blockhead  has  kicked  the  bucket,  hopped 
the  twig,  Kit,  since  the  first  prating  of  such  predictions. 
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North.  And  it  is  pleasant  to  the  conscience  of  an  old  man  to 
know  that  the  death  of  many  of  them  must  be  laid  directly  at  the 
door  of  No.  17  Prince's-street.*  The  braying  of  asses  is  unques- 
tionably much  diminished — and  thatjustifi.es  the  belief  that  the  asses 
themselves  are  far  fewer  in  number,  though  I  do  not  wish  the  breed 
to  be  wholly  extinct. 

Tickler.  They  are  fewer  in  number — for  while  he  breathe*?  the 
vital  air,  your  ass  will  bray. 

Jfbrth,  (sings.) 

Let  us  laugh  at  the  asses,  while  here  at  our  glasses, 

The  toast  that  we're  drinking  can  give  them  the  lie. — 
Is  Virtue  and  Merit,  Wit,  Learning,  and  Spirit, 

Is  Honor,  and  Genius,  and  Fancy  to  die? 
Even  talent  like  Campbell's,  when  caught  in  Whig  trammels, 

'Mid  Misses  and  Musters,  content  is  to  shelve ; 
While  we  are  as  clever  and  joyous  aa  ever, 

Though  our 'numbers,  up-mounting,  have  reach'd  Twelve  times  Twelv* 

Alas  for  the  London  ! — three  times  it  was  undone ; 

We  hope  it  may  prosper  in  essay  the  fourttt ; 
The  Monthly,  so  smartish — the  Westminster,  tartish — 

Are  these  to  be  fear'd  by  the  Pride  of  the  North  ? 
The  Gentleman's  prosing — Frank  Jeffrey  is  dozing; 

His  tomahawk's  gone,  both  the  hatchet  and  helve ; 
While,  sharp  as  a  razor,  the  sword  we  display,  sir, 

Was  never  more  keen  than  in  this  Twelve  timea  Twelve. 

Like  the  hues  of  the  morning,  its  pages  adorning, 

May  its  Genius  continue  long,  lasting,  and  bright, 
True  Tories  delighting,  false  Liberals  spiting, 

And  cutting  down  Whigs  to  the  left  and  the  right 
Our  rivals  all  rotten,  sunk,  dead,  and  forgotten, 

In  obscurity's  slough,  must  go  burrow  and  delve, 
While  still  in  full  glory,  a  wit  and  a  Tory, 

Our  Maga  will  number  TWELVE  UUNDUED  TIMES  TWELVE! 

*  In  Edinburgh,  where  Black  wood's  Magazine  was  then  published M. 
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ANTESCRIPT.* 

flic  world  has  given  us  t<>  understand,  l>y  the  most  unequivocal 
expression  of  her  feelings,  that  she  has  been  longing  fur  what,  in  her 
passion,  she  rather  ungrammatically  calls  A  NOCTES.  We  beg  to 
assure  the  worthy  world,  with  the  utmost  sincerity,  that  few  things 
could  give  us  more  ]  ain,  than  to  disappoint  her  in  any  of  her  natural, 
reasonable,  and  honorable  hopes  of  happiness,  in  as  far  as  they  are 
and  ought  to  be  dependent  on  this  Magazine.  The  world,  however 
—  she  must  pardon  us  for  publicly  telling  her  so,—  is  constitutionally 
impatient.  She  ought  to  regulate  her  feelings  —  to  bring  them  under 
a  system  of  severer  dUc'ipl'ine  —  like  Us,  to  timie  the  ardor  of  youth 
by  the  wisdom  of  age.  »  She  is,  in  fact,  our  senior;  and  yet  to  judge 
of  the  two,  by  their  sense,  their  sobriety,  and  especially,  by  their 
submissive  and  cheerful  resignation  to  the  decrees  of  Providence, 
you  might  well  suppose  Us  the  older  by  some  thousand  years. 
"  Why  is  there  not  a  Noctesf  Why  is  there  not  a  Nodes?  Why 
is  there  not  a  Noctes?"  the  world  keep  exclaiming,  with  disappoint- 
ment akin  to  displeasure,  during  every  month  that  is  suffered  to  die 
away  in  gloom  unillumined  by  one  of  those  Divine  Dialogues. 
"Why  is  there  not  a  Nodes?"  Heaven  and  Eunh,  why  is  there 
not  always  a  Moon  ?  How  can  the  world  be  so  impious  as  to  find 
fault  with  the  laws  that  regulate  the  motions  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies? 
The  Moon,  though  to  our  eyes  seeming  to  be  occasionally  "  hid  in 
her  vacant  interlunar  cave,"  notwithstanding  keeps  Bailing  along  all 
the  while  in  her  orbit.  So  We,  too,  though  sometimes  invisible  to 
the  world,  still  keep  shining  —  and  why  will  not  the  world  wait  till, 
obedient  to  the  Attral  rules  and  regulations,  a  Noctes  Ambrosianao 
returns,  and  she  is  made  again  to  feel  the  exquisite  beauty  of  those 
lines  of  Homer  and  Pope  — 

"  At  vhon  Uie  moon,  refulgent  Inmp  of  night, 
O'er  Hriivi-n'h  clear  azure  elutl*  lu-r  aacml  light  I" 

We  must  not.  however,  be  too  severe  on  the  world,  whose  chief 
fault,  after  all,  is  too  impassioned  admiration  of  Us.  Let  her  know, 
then,  that  for  KOHIC  months  past,  the  non-appearance  of  n  Noctes  hax 
been  owing  to  a  cause  over  which  we  had  little  or  no  control  —  tho 


•  A  drob!«  BumUr  of  HUrkwox)  wo  puMiiW  in  OctoW.  I-JH,  and  rich  livraimn  had  n 
Jloclw      Tbu  AnlMcri|>l  i(  j  '»/«  J  »Jur  il<«  ten**  bad  been  interrupted  for  four  iiioolh*  —  M 


GURNET'S  THREE  LUNATIC  NOCTES.  85 

illness  of  Mr.  Gurney.  Early  in  May  that  gentleman  was  seized  with 
a  brain-fever.  Something  odd  we  certainly  did  see  in  his  manner 
on  May-day,  when  celebrating  our  annual  feast  of  curds  and  cream  at 
the  Hunter's  Tryst.  But  we  continued  to  attribute  the  manifest 
flurry  and  fluster  of  his  demeanor  to  an  unfortunate  domestic  griev- 
ance, with  most  of  the  fundamental  features  of  which  the  world,  alas  ! 
is  but  too  well  acquainted ;  and  he  still  occupied  his  closet  during 
our  social  evenings  in  Picardy,  still  took  and  extended  his  notes. 
On  setting  up  his  MS.  for  June,  the  compositors — the  choice  of  the 
establishment — were  first  perplexed — then  confounded — and  finally 
dismayed.  However,  they  got  up  the  article- — and  in  the  regular 
course  of  things,  it  felt  under  the  eye  of  the  best  of  foremen,  Mr. 
M'Cuikindale.  He  stood  aghast — and  then  carried  the  incompre- 
hensible composition  to  head-quarters — to  J.  B.  himself,*  who  at  once 
saw  how  it  was,  and  immediately  sent  Mr.  Gurney  (who  had  sud- 
denly made  his  appearance  in  the  office,  very  much  in  the  dress  of 
Hamlet,  as  described  by  Ophelia)  to  Dr.  Warburton,  then,  as  the 
world  knows,  providentially  on  a  visit  to  Scotland.  There  was  no 
longer  any  possibility  of  not  seeing,  or  of  concealing  the  truth.  Mr. 
Gurney  had  for  months  been  as  mad  as  a  March  hare ;  and  were  we 
to  publish  the  Three  Noctes. which  he  extended,  during  the  incum- 
bency of  his  disease,  the  world  would  think  the  Chaldee  itself  wishy- 
washy — such  was  the  super-human  impiety,  and  extra-mundane  wick- 
edness of  the  ravings,  which,  thank  God,  never  issued  from  any  of 
our  lips;  but,  aided  no  doubt  by  a  few  hints  from  us  —  were  the  in- 
spiration of  his  Demon.  One  truly  singular  and  most  interesting 
psychological  curiosity  we  must  mention  in  discriminating  Mr.  Gur- 
ney's  case  from  that  of  any  other  lunatic  of  our  acquaintance. 
During  his  lunacy,  he  absolutely  invented  a  new  system  of  Short 
Hand !  a  system  which — nowr  that  he  is  not  only  perfectly  restored 
to  his  former  senses,  but  inspired  by  new  ones — gives  him  incredible 
facilities — so  that  never  more  will  a  single  syllable  cf  our  wit  and 
•wisdom  be  suffered  to  elude  his  pen  and  make  its  escape.  The  Three 
Noctes — both  as  they  exist  in  the  new  stenography — and  in  a  state 
of  extension — have  been  safely  deposited  in  the  British  Museum. 
Two  others,  which  may  be  thus  fairly  considered  as  the  first  of  a  new- 
series — and  which  were  taken  and  extended  l>y  Mr.  Gurney  when  he 
•would  appear  to  have  been  nearly  recovered  from  the  severest  vis- 
jtation  by  which  a  human  creature  can  be  afflicted — we  now  present 
to  the  world  as  specimens  of  a  style  of  composition,  which  we  cannot 
for  a  moment  doubt  will  be  even  more  popular  than  those  hitherto 
inimitable  productions  lhat  have  been  the  chief  causes  of  elevating 
the  character  of  this  Magazine  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  earthly 
fame. — C.  N. 

*  James  Ballantyne.— M. 
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No.  XXXVni.— OCTOBER,  1828. 

SCION  E — Large  Diinny-Room — Time  uncertain — NOKTH  discovered 
sitting  upright  in  his  easy  chair,  with  arms  a  kimbo  on  his  crutch, 
asleep. 

Enter  the  SHEPHERD,  and  MR.  AMBROSE. 

ShrpJttrd.  Lord  safe  us!  only  look  at  him  sitting  asleep.  Whatan 
ft  face!  Dinna  leave  the  parlor,  Mr.  A  win  rose,  for  it  would  be 
fearsome  to  he  alane  wi'  the  Vision. 

Ambrose.  The  heat  of  the  fire  has  overcome  the  dear  old  gentle- 
man— but  he  will  s<>on  awake;  and  may  I  make  so  bold,  Mr.  Hogg, 
as  to  request  that  you  do  not  disturb  — 

Shepherd.  What?  Wad  ye  be  fi»r  rny  takin*  afF  my  shoon,  and 
gliding  ower  the  Turkey  carpet  on  my  stocking  soles,  like  a  pard  or 
panther  on  the  Lybian  sands  \ 

Ambrose.  (Suaviter  in  tn'tdo.)  I  beg  pardon,  sir,  but  you  have  got 
on  your  top-boots  this  evening. 

Shepherd.  Eh!  sac  1  hae.  And  try  in'  to  rug  them  afT,  Uic  and 
heel,  ant-ath  the  foot  <>'  a  chair,  wad  be  sure  to  waukin  him  wi'  ane 
o'  thae  froons  o'  his,  aneuch  t<>  d;int  the  deevil. 

Ambrose.  1  never  saw  Mr.  North  frown,  Mr.  Ilogp,  since  we  came 
to  Picardy.  I  hope,  sir,  you  think  him  in  his  usual  health? 

Shepherd.  That's  a  glide  ane,  Awmrose.  You  think  him  near  his* 
latter  end,  'cause  he's  gi'en  up  that  hellish  fro..n  that  formerly  used 
sac  afien  to  make  his  face  fricht-some ?  Ye  ne'er  saw  him  froon  sin' 
ye  came  to  Picardy  ?  Look,  there — only  look  at  the  creatur's 
face — 

A  dnrkiiew  corn  on  acroM  it  'ike  a  squall 
Blackeuing  the  sea. 

Amlrote.  \  fear  he  MitV.-rs  some  inward  ij.i.-ilm,  sir.  His  stomach, 
1  fc-j,  sir,  i*  out  of  order. 

Shepherd,  liis  stamach  is  ne'er  out  o'  order.  It's  an  ingine  that 
aye  works  sweetly.  But  what  think  you,  Mr.  Awmrose,  o'  a 
«|Uawm  o*  conscience  ? 

Ambrose.  Mr.  North  never,  in  all  his  life,  1  am  sure,  so  much  aa 
injured  a  fly.  Oh  !  dear  rue!  he  must  be  in  very  great  pain. 

So  CnnniM  lie  »ineo.  wln-n  in  wufrv  |mrle 
lie  MiioU:  Ihv  Blulmy  i'ulluck  uu  tliu  ice. 
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Ambrose.  You  allude,  sir,  to  that  day  at  the  curling  on  Dudding- 
ston  Loch.  But  you  must  allow,  Mr.  Hogg,  that  the  brute  of  a 
carter  deserved  the  crutch.  It  was  pretty  to  see  the  old  gentleman 
knock  him  down.  The  crack  on  the  ice  made  by  the  carter's  skull 
was  like  a  star,  sir. 

Shepherd.  The  clud's  blawn  aff — and  noo  his  countenance  is  pale 
and  pensive,  and  no  without  a  kind  o'  reverend  beauty,  no  very  con- 
sistent wi'  his  waukin'  character.  But  the  faces  o'  the  most  ferocious 
are  a'  placid  in  sleep  and  in  death.  That  is  an  impressive  fizziologi- 
cal  and  sykological  fack. 

Ambrose.  How  can  you  utter  the  word  death  in  relation  to  him, 
Mr.  Hogg  ?  Were  he  dead,  the  whole  world  might  shut  up  shop. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na.  Ye  micht,  but  no  the  warld.  There  never 
leev'd  a  man  the  warld  miss'd,  ony  mair  than  a  great,  green,  spread- 
ing simmer  tree  misses  a  leaf  that  fa's  doon  on  the  moss  aneath  its 
shadow. 

Ambrose.  Were  ye  looking  round  for  something,  sir1? 

Shepherd.  Ay  ;  gie  me  that  cork  aff  yon  table — I'll  burn't  on  the 
fire,  and  then  blacken  his  face  wi'  coom. 

Ambrose.  (Placing  himself  in  an  imposing  attitude  between  NORTH 
and  the  SHEPHERD.)  Then  it  must  be  through  my  body,  sir.  Mr. 
Hogg,  I  am  always  proud  and  happy  to  see  you  in  my  house;  but 
the  mere  idea  of  such  an  outrage — such  sacrilege — horrifies  me ; 
the  roof  would  fall  down — the  whole  land  

Shepherd.  Tuts,  man,  I'm  only  jokin'.  Oh  !  but  he  wad  mak  a 
fine  pictur!  I  wish  John  W'atson  Gordon  were  but  here  to  pent  his 
face  in  iles.*  What  a  mass  o'  forehead  !  an  inch  atween  every 
wrinkle,  noo  scarcely  visible  in  the  cawm  o'  sleep !  Frae  eebree  to 
croon  o'  the  head  a  lofty  mountain  o'  snaw — a  verra  Benledi — wi' 
rich  mineral  ore  aneath  the  surface,  within  the  bowels-o'  the  skull, 
copper,  silver,  and  gold  !  Then  what  a  nose!  Like  a  bridge, 'along 
which  might  be  driven  cart-loads  o' intellect ; — neither  Roman  nor 
Grecian,  hooked  nor  cockit,  a  wee  thocht  inclined  to  the  ae  side,  the 
pint  being  a  pairt  and  pendicle  o'  the  whole,  an  object  in  itsell,  but 
at  the  same  time  finely  smoothed  aff  and  on  intil  the  featur;  while 
his  nostrils,  small  and  red,  look  as  they  would  emit  fire,  and  had  tho 
scent  o'  a  jowler  or  a  vultur. 

Ambrose.  There  were  never  such  eyes  in  a  human  head 

Shepherd.  1  like  to  see  them  sometimes  shut.  The  instant  Mr. 
North  leaves  the  room,  after  denner  or  sooper,  it's  the  same  thing 
as  if  he  had  carried  aff  wi'  him  twa  o'  the  fowre  cawnles. 

Ambrose.    I   have  often  felt  that,  sir, — exactly  that, — but  never 

•  Now  Sir  James  Watson  Gordon,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Scotland — and  tho 
best  portrait-painter  in  .Edinburgh — for  Frank  Grant  lives  in  London  — M. 
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could  express  it     If  at  any  time  he  falls  asleep,  it  is  just  as  if  the' 
waiter  or  myself  had  snuffed  out 

Shepherd.  Let  my  image  alane.  Mr.  Awmrosc,  and  dinna  ride  it 
to  death — double.  But  what  I  admire  maist  o'  a'  in  the  face  o'  him, 
is  the  auld  man's  mouth.  There's  a  warld's  difference,  Mr.  Awm- 
lose,  at  ween  a  lang  mouth  and  a  wide  ane. 

Ambrose.  There  is,  Mr.  Hogg,  there  is — they  are  two  different 
ccouths  entirely.  I  have  often  fell  that,  but  could  not  express  it 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Awmrose.  you're  a  person  that  taks  notice  o'  a 
hantle  o'  things — and  tin-re  canna  be  a  stronger  proof,  or  a  better  il 
lustration,  of  the  tffeck  o'  the  conversation  c'  a  man  o'  genius  like 
me,  than  its  thus  seeming  to  express  former  feelings  and  fancies  of 
the  awditor — whereas,  the  truth  is,  that  it  di.Mia  wauken  them  for 
the  second  time,  but  communicates  them  for  the  first — for  believe 
me,  that  the  idea  o'  the  cawnles,  and  eke  o'  the  difference  wi'  a  dis- 
tinction at  ween  wide  mouth  and  lang  anes,  never  entered  your  mind 
•fore,  but  are  baith,  bonnafeedy,  the  property  o'  my  ain  intellect. 

Ambrose.  \  ask  you  many  pardons,  Mr.  Hogg.  They  are  both 
your  own,  I  now  perceive,  and  I  promise  never  to  make  use  of  them 
without  your  permission  in  writing—or 

Shepherd.  Poo — I'm  no  sae  pernickity  as  that  about  my  original 
ideas;  only  when  folk  do  mak  use  o'  my  obs,  1  think  it  but  fair  they 
should  add,  "as  Mr.  Hogg  well  said,"  ''as  the  Ettrick  Shepherd 
admirably  remarked,"  "as  the  celebrated  author  o'  the  Queen's 
Wake,  wi'  his  usual  felicity,  observed" — and  so  forth — and  ma  faith, 
if  some  folk  that's  reckoned  yeloquent  at  roots  and  petty  soopers, 
were  aye  to  do  I  hat,  when  they're  what's  ca'd  mai>t  brilliant,  my 
name  wad  be  seldom  out  o1  their  mouihs.  Even  North  himsell  — 

Ambrose.  Do  not  be  angry  with  me,  sir — but  it's  most  delightful 
to  hear  Mr.  North  and  you  bandying  matters  acioss  the  table;  ye 
tak  such  different  views  always  ou  ihe  same  subject;  yet  1  rind  it, 
when  standing  behind  the  chair,  impossible  not  to  agree  with  \«u 
both. 

Shepherd.  That's  just  it,  Mr.  Awmrose.  That's  the  way  to 
exhow  st  a  subject.  The  ane  o'  us  plough*  down  the  rig,  and  the 
other  across,  then  on  wi'  the  harrows,  and  the  field  is  like  a  garden. 

Ambrose.  See,  sir,  he  stirs! 

Shfjihrrd.  The  crutch  is  like  a  very  tree  growin'  out  o'  the  earth 
— «<»  Btracht  and  sternly.  I  daursay  h"  sleeps  wi't  in  his  bed.  Noo 
—ye  see  bit  mouth  to  perfection — just  a  wee  open — showing  the 
teeth — a  smile  and  no  a  snarl  — the  thin  lips  o'  him  slightly  curled 
and  (juivn  in',  and  corners  draw  dooh  a  wee,  and  then  up  again  wi' 
a  swirl,  gien  wondeifu'  nnirnalion  to  his  yet  ruddy  checks  —  a  mouth 
finitin'  in  mic,  Mr.  Juffruv's  and  thai  o'  Cunning's  and  Cicero's 
busU. 
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• 

Ambrose.  No  young  lady — no  widow — could  look  at  him  now, 
as  he  sits  there,  Mr.  Hog<r,  God  bless  him,  without  thinking  of  a 
first  or  second  husband.  Many  is  the  ofFer  he  must  have  refused  ! 

Shepherd.  Is  that  your  fashun  in  Yorkshire,  Mr.  Awmrose,  for  the 
women  to  ask  the  men  to  marry  1 

Ambrose,  (susvrrans.)    Exceptio  probat  reyidam — sir. 

Shepherd.  Faith,  ye  speak  Latin  as  weel's  mysell.  Do  you  ken 
the  Doctrine  o'  Dreams? 

Ambrose.  No,  sir.  Dreaming  seems  to  me  a  very  unintelligible 
piece  of  business. 

Shepherd.  So  thinks  Mr.  Coleridge  and  Kubla  Khan.*  But  the 
sowl,  ye  see,  is  swayed  by  the  senses — and  it's  in  my  power  the  noo 
that  Mr.  North's  half-sleepin'  and  half-waukin',  to  make  him  dream 
o'  a'  sorts  o'  deaths — nay,  to  dream  that  he  is  himsell  deeing  a'  sorts 
o'deaths — ane  after  the  ither  in  ruefu'  succession,  as  if  he  were  some 
great  criminal  undergoing  capital  punishments  in  the  wild  warld  o' 
sleep. 

Ambrose.  That  would  be  worse  than  blacking  my  dear  master's 
face — for  by  that  name  I  love  to  call  him.  You  must  not  inflict  on 
him  the  horror  of  dreams. 

Shepherd.  There  can  be  nae  such  thing  as  cruelty  in  a  real  philo- 
sophical experiment.  In  philosophy,  though  not  in  politics,  the  end 
justifies  the  means.  Be  quiet,  Awmrose.  There  noo,  I  hae  dropped 
some  cauld  water  on  his  bald  pow — and  it's  tricklin'  doon  his  haffets 
to  his  lugs.  Whisht!  wait  a  wee  !  There  na,  ye  see  his  mouth 
opcnin'  and  his  chest  heavin',  as  if  the  waters  o'  the  deep  sea  were 
gullaring  in  his  throat.  He's  now  droonin' ! 

Ambrose.  1  cannot  support  this — Mr.  Hogg — I  must  — 

Shepherd.  Hand  back,  sir.  Look  how  he's  try  in'  to  streik  out  his 
richt  leg,  as  if  it  had  gotten  the  cramp.  He's  tryin'  to  cry  for  help. 
Noo  he  has  risen  to  the  surface  for  the  third  and  last  time.  Now 
he  gies  ower  stiugglin',  and  sinks  doon  to  the  broon-ribbed  sand 
amai'g  the  crawling  partens  ! 

Ambrose.  I  must — I  shall  waken  him  — 

Sheplerd.  The  dream'd  death-fit  is  ower,  for  the  water's  dried — 
and  he  thinks  himsell  walkin'  up  Leith  Walk,  and  then  stracht  intil 
Mr.  Blackwood's  shop.  But  noo  we'll  hang  him  — 

Ambrose.  My  God  !  that  it  should  ever  have  come  to  this  !  Yet 
there  is  an  interest  in  such  philosophical  experiments,  Mr.  Hogg, 
which  it  is  impossible  to  resist.  But  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  keep 
him  long  in  pain. 

Shepherd.  There — I  just  tichten  a  wee  on  his  wizen  his  black 
neck-hankerchief,.  and  in  a  moment  you'll  see  him  get  blue  in  the 
face.  Quick  as  tlie  "  lightning  on  a  collied  night,"  the  dream  coiuer 

*  A  poem  which  Coleridge  insisted  he  had  composed  in  his  sleep. — M. 
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athwart  his  sovrl !  He's  on  the  scaffold,  and  the  grey-headed,  red. 
eyed,  white-faced  hangman's  lean  shrivelled  hands  are  fumhlin'  about 
his  throat,  fixin'  the  knot  on  the  juglar  !  See  how  puir  North 
clutches  ihe  cambric,  naturally  averse  to  fling  it  frae  him,  as  a  signal 
for  the  diapl  It's  no  aboon  a  minnit  since  we  began  the  experi- 
ment, ana  yet  during  that  ae  minute,  he  has  planned  and  perpetrated 
his  crime — nae  doubt  murder, — concealed  himsell  for  a  month  ia 
empty  hoveis.and  tombs,  in  towns, — in  glens,  and  muirs,  and  woods, 
in  the  kintra, — been  apprehended,  f«»r  a  reward  o'  one  hundred  gui- 
neas, by  twa  red-coated  sheriff's  officers — imprisoned  till  he  had 
nearly  run  his  letters — stood  his  trial  frae  ten  in  the  mornin'  till 
twelve  o'clock  at  nk-ht — examination  o'  witnesses,  the  speech  o'  the 
croon  coonsel,  and  that  o'  the  coonsel  for  the  panel  too,  and  the 
soomin'  up  o'  the  Lord  Justice  Clerk,  nane  o'  the  three  shorter  than 
twa  hours, — -been  prayed  till  frae  daybreak  to  breakfast,  by  three 
ministers, — O  sickenin'  breakfast! — Sat'n  in  a  chair  on  account  of 
his  gout — a  lang  lang  time  on  the  scaffold — and  then  aff  he  goes 
with  a  swing,  a  swirl,  and  a  gmeral  shriek — and  a'  within  the  space 
o*  some  forty  seconds  o'  the  time  that  passes  in  the  outer  air  world, 
which  we  waiiken'  creatures  inhabit — but  which  is  the  true  time  and 
which  is  the  fause,  it's  no  for  me  to  <-ay,  for  I'm  nae  metaphysician ; 
and  judge  o'  time,  either  by  the  shadows  on  the  hill,  or  on  the  stane 
bun-i.lial,  or  by  the  short  and  lang  hann'  o'  our  aught-day  clock. 

Ambrose.  Mr.  Hogg,  it  is  hijih  time  lliis  were  put  an  end  to — my 
conscience  accuses  me  of  a  great  crime — and  the  moment  Mr.  North 
awakes,  I  will  make  a  clean  bosom  of  it,  and  confess  the  whole. 

Sht-])lierd.  What!  you'll  'poach,  will  you?  In  that  case,  it  is  just 
as  weel  to  proceed'  to  the  last  extiemity.  Kax  me  ower  the  ouvin' 
knife,  and  I'll  guillotine  him  — 

Ambrose.  Shocking,  shocking,  Mr.  Hogg  ! 

(The  SHEPHERD  and  AMUKOHK  strvyyle  violently  for  the posnesirion 
of  the  carving  knifed—amid  cries  from  tie  latter  of  "Thieves, 
—  Kobbcis — Fir« — Mmdrr!' — <md  in  the  strnyyle  they  fall 
ayainst  the  chimniy-jmcc.  to  the  cloth  of  shovel,  jxtker  and  tongs. 
BKONTK,  who  l<as  been  ulcfjtiny  under  NOKTH'S  r/«//r,  bursts  out 
with  a  bnll-bell<>w,  a  fiyer-yrowl,  and  a  lion-roar— <tnd  NOKTII 
auabx — collaring  the  SIIKMIKKD.) 

Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow  — 
Shf/iherd.    (V  jiff  your  doug,   Mr.    North, — ca'  aff  your  doiig ! 
Ile'»  devoorin'  me  — 

K</rth,  (Undisturbed  from  f  if  former  j)ogture.)  CJeiitlemnn,  what 
IB  the  meaning  of  nil  lh!» — \<>u  set-in  dif>cnm|Nincd  ?  James!  en- 
gaged in  the  duello  with  Mr.  Ambrose?  Mr.  Ambrose! 

(JsJxit  MK.  AMI<KC«HK,  retrogrcdicttt,  much  confused.) 
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Shepherd.  I'll  ca'  him  out — I'll  ca'  him  out  wi'  pistols.  He  was 
the  first  aggressor. 

North.  Arrange  your  dress,  James,  then  sit  down  and  narrate  to 
me  truly  these plusquam  civilia  bella. 

Shepherd.  Why,  ye  see,  sir,  a  gentleman  in  the  hotel,  a  Russian 
General,  I  believe,  was  anxious  to  see  you  sleepin',  and  to  take  a 
sketch  o'  you  in  that  predicament  for  the  Emperor,  and  Mr,  Awm- 
rose  insisted  on  bringin'  him  in  whether  I  would  or  no, — and  as  I 
know  you.  have  an  antipathy  against  having  your  head  taken  aff — 
as  naebody  can  hit  the  face,  and  a'  the  likenesses  yet  attempted  are 
mere  caricatures — I  rose  to  oppose  the  entrance  o'  the  General.  Mr. 
Awmrose  put  himself  into  what  I  could  not  but  construe  a  fechting 
attitude,  though  I  daursay  it  was  only  on  the  defensive  ;  we  yokit, 
and  on  me  tryin'  to  hough  him,  we  tumbled  again'  the  mantel-piece, 
and  you  awoke.  This  is  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but 
the  truth. 

(NORTH  rings  the  bell  violently,  and  MR.  AMBROSE  appears.) 

North.  Show  in  the  Russian  General,  sir. 

Ambrose.  The  Russian  General,  sir ! 

North.  How  dare  you  repeat  my  words  ?  I  say,  sir,  show  in  the 
Russian  General. 

Shepherd.  Haw —  haw —  haw — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw  ! — 
I'm  like  to  spleet ! — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw — haw! 

North,  (with  dignity.}  These  manners,  sir,  may  do  in  Ettrick — 
or  the  Forest — where  the  breed  of  wild  boars  is  not  wholly  extir- 
pated— but  in  Edinburgh  we  expect 

Shepherd.  Na — gin  that  be  the  way  o't,  I  maun  be  on  my  mettle 
too.  As  for  your  wutticism,  sir,  about  the  boars,  it's  just  perfectly 
contemptible,  and,  indeed,  at  the  best,  nae  better  than  a  maist 
meeserable  pun.  And  as  to  mainners,  I'll  bet  you  a  ten-gallon 
cask  to  a  half-mutchkin,  that  I'll  show  an  elder  in  Yarrow-Kirk,  ony 
Sabbath  atween  this  and  Christmas,  that  shall  outmainner  your 
ainsell,  wi'  a'  your  high  breedin',  in  everything  that  constitutes  true 
natural  dignity — aod  as  for  female  mainners,  seleck  the  maist  yele- 
gant  and  fashionable  leddy  that  you  see  walkin'  alang  Prince's 
Street,  wi'  a  bonnet  bigger  than  a  boyne,  atween  three  and  four  o' 
th1-'.  afternoon,  when  the  stree's  like  a  stream,  and  gin  I  dinna  bring 
frae  the  Forest,  within  a  mile's  range,  wi'  Mount  Benger  the  centre 
o'  the  circle,  a  bare-legged  lassie,  wi'  hauns.  aiblins,  red  and  hard 
•wi'  milkin'  the  coos,  wi'  naething  on  her  head  but  a  bit  o'  pinch- 
beck kame,  that  shall  outmainner  your  city  madam,  till  she  blush 
black  through  the  red  pent  on  her  cheeks — my  name's  no  James 
Hogg — that's  all.  ~  And  whether  you  tak  the  wager  or  no,  let  me 
tell  you  to  the  face  o'  you,  that  you're  a  damned  arrogant,  upsettin', 
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impiulcnt  fallow,  nnd  that  I  do  not  care  the  crack  o'  my  thoom  for 
you,  or  your  Mngazin,  or  \our  Buchanan  Lodge,  were  you  and  they 
worth  ten  thousand  million  times  mair  than  what  you  ever  will  be, 
as  lang's  your  name's  Christopher  North. 

Norlh.  Jaiiio — you  are  a  pretty  fellow.  Nothing  will  satisfy 
TOO,  it  seems,  hut  to  insult  most  grossly  the  old  man  whom  you 
have  first  drowned  in  his  sleep,  then  hanged,  aiid,  but  fur  my  guard- 
ian angel,  Ambrose,  would  have  guillotined  ! 

Shepherd.  What!  and  you  were  pretendin'  to  be  asleep  a'  the 
•while  o'  the  pheelosophical  experiments !  What  a  horrid  hceno 
crit!  You're  really  no  fit  company  for  plain,  simple,  honest  folk 
like  the  like  o'  me — but  as  we've  been  baith  to  blame,  especially 
you,  who  began  it  a'  by  shammin'  sleep,  let's  shake  hauns — and  say 
nae  mair  about  it.  Do  ye  ken  I'm  desperate  hungry — and  no  a  lit- 
tle thrusty. — (Re-enter  MR.  AMBROSE,  in  (rim  apparel  and  downcast 
eyes — with  a  bourd  of  oysters.) 

North.  Bless  you,  James,  you  wheel  me  round  in  my  chair  to  the 
table  wi'  quite  a  filial  touch.  Ay,  my  dear  boy,  take  a  pull  at 
the  porter,  for  you  are  in  a  violent  perspiration. 

Shepherd.  Nathing  like  draft  ! 

North.  Mr.  Ambrose,  confine  the  Russian  General  to  his  chamber 
—and  see  that  you  keep  him  in  fresh  train  -oil. 

(Exit  MK.  AiliiKobE,  smiling  through  his  (earn.) 

North.  James,  I  shrewdly  suspect  Mr.  Ambrose  is  up  to  our  high 
jinks. 

Shepherd.  \  really  begin  to  jalouse  he  is.  lie  was  sair  frichtened 
at  first — but  I  thocht  1  heaid  him  gi'en  a  bit  grunt  o*  a  lauth,  a  sort 
d  suppress'd  nieher,  ahint  the  door,  to  the  flunkies  in  the  trance, 
wha  had  a'  flocked  thegither  in  a  crowd  at  the  cry  o'  Fire  and  Mur- 
der. Ilech,  sirs!  but  the  month  o1  Septembers  the  month  after 
my  ain  heart — and  worth  ony  ither  twa  in  the  year — com  in'  upon 
you,  as  it  does,  after  May,  June,  July,  and  August,  wi'  its  R  and 
its  Eister** — na,  that  brudd  beats  a' — ilka  shell  as  wide's  my  loof — 
ilka  fif-h  like  a  shot-star — and  the  tottle  o'  the  whole  swimming  in 
it*  ain  sawt-sca  liccor,  ancuch  to  create  an  appeteet  in  the  palate  o* 
yon  Atomy  tmingin'  in  Dr.  M mini's  class  in  the  College  by  himsell 
during  the  lang  vacation — puir  fallow  ! 

North.  Dear  to  me,  James,  September,  because  of  the  harvest 
moon 

Shepherd.  Hand  your  tongue,  ye  heepocrit.  The  harvest  moon, 
Indeed  !  Did  ye  ever  aince  see  her  horns,  or  her  lugn,  or  her  een, 

•  T!M  ml*  U  to  ••!  oy»»*r»  in  1)1*  monlbi  vhirb  hiv*  tbr  Ittlor  It  in  them.  In  Knglnid  it 
!•  |>n>ktibil«4  by  l»»  to  uul  or  .  )>i*r«  in  M»y.  June,  Jul),  »tJ  AU^UM,  wlitn  iliey  BTC  bitrd- 
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or  her  mou'-,  or  her  chin,  or  her  nose,  or  her  Toot-nsarnble,  MS  the 
French  say,  during  a'  that  September  you  passed  wi'  us  at  Mount 
Benger  the  year  afore  last,  when  wee  Jamie,  you  ken,  had  tho 
mizzles  ? 

North.  Why,  James,  there  was  perpetual  mist  — 

Shepherd.  Frae  the  toddy  jug.  Ye  wad  aye  drink  it  het — and 
'deed  1  agree  wi'  you  in  detestin'  a  blash  o'  cauld  speerits  and  water 
wi'  broon  sugar — aneuch  to  gar  you  gru,  scunner  and  bock — ye 
wad  aye  drink  it  het,  and  frae  gloamin'  till  midnicht  assuredly  there 
was  a  mist, — but  hoo  could  you  possibly  see  the  moon,  ye  auld 
sinner,  through  the  mist,  like  ane  o'  Ossian's  ghosts,  when  regularly 
at  sax  o'clock  you  axed  me  to  ripe  the  ribs,  and  shut  the  shutters 
— and  

North*  I  rung  the  bell  for  that  bonnie  lassie,  the  "  lass  with  the 
gowden  hair,"  to  come  with  her  brush  which  she  brandished  so 
prettily,  and  sweep  in  the  ashes 

Shepherd.  I  ca'd  you  an  auld  sinner — and  an  auld  sinner  ye  are, 
my  niaist  excellent  sir,,  though  J  gladly  alloo  there's  no  a  better 
man,  for  a' that,  'mang  the  eight  hundred  millions  inhabiting  tho 
earth. 

North.  Sits  still  so  trigly,  James,  the  silken  snood  of  my  Lily  of 
the  Lea  ? 

Bonny  Kilmeny  gaed  up  the  glen, 
But  it  was  na  to  meet  JJuneira's  men 

Shepherd.  The  last  time  I  saw  your  Lily  o'  the  Lea,  sir,  she  was 
sittin'  on  a  stane  at  the  cheek  o'  the  door,  wi'  a  mutch  ower  her 
tawty  hair,  a  geyan  dirty  face,  bauchles  on,  and  sooklin'  twuns. 

North.  Suckling  twins!  O  Jupiter  and  Leda !  Castor 'and 
Pollux  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay,  just  sooklin'  twuns.  But  what's  there  in  that  to 
gar  you  turn  up  the  whites  o'  your  een.  Tibbie's  married. 

North.  And  I. devoutly  trust  to  a  man  worthy  of  her  beauty,  her 
virtue,  her  innocence — her 

Shepherd.  The  tailor  carried  her  aff  frae  them  a'— the  flyin' 
tailor  o'  Ettriek,*  sir — him  that  can  do  fifteen  yards,  at  hap,  step, 
and  loup,  back  and  forward  on  level  grun' — stood  second  ae  year  in 
the  ring  at  Carlisle — can  put  a  stane  within  a  foot  o'  Jedburgh  Bell 
himsell,  and  fling  the  hammer  neist  best  ower  a,'  the  border  to 
Geordy  Scougal  o'  Innerleithen. 

North.  Another  phantom  of  my  imagination  has  melted,  like  a 
dew  drop  from  the  earth.  To  a  tailor  ! 

Shepherd.  Another  phantom  o'  my  imagination  has  melted,  like 

*  The  flying  tailor  of  Ettrick  is  the  hero  of»a  mock  serious  poem  in  Hogg's  Poetic  Mir-or 
M. 
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a  dew-drop  frae  the  earth — and  a  sappier  eister  never  play'd  plump 
intil  a  human  stamach. 

North.  James,  that  is  a  sacrilegious  parody  on  the  expression  of 
one  of  the  finest  feelings  that  breathes  a  sadness  over  our  common 
humanity.  Eat  your  oysters  after  your  own  fashion — but 

S!<epherd.  O,  sir!  I  wonder  to  see  you,  at  your  time  o'  life, 
Jamentiif  that  a  bit  ferny-tickled  kintra-lassie,  that  used  to  gang 
atween  barn  and  byre  wi'  worsted  huggers  on,  and  a  jacket  o' 
Rtriped  inankey,  should  hae  sae  far  improved  her  condition  within 
the  year,  as  to  be  a  sonsie  gudewife,  double  the  size  she  used  to  be 
— her  wee  bit  prim  rosy  mouth,  aince  sae  like  a  bud  that  refused  to 
open  out  even  in  the  sunshine,  noo  aye  wide  open  as  if  wishing  to 
catch  flees — and  her  voice,  formerly  sae  laigh  and  loun,  now  loud 
and  fierce  as  ony  ither  wife  and  mither's,  scaulding  the  servant-lass, 
the  doug,  or  a  tramper. 

North.  True — James — as  Wordsworth  says, 

"  Such  ebb  and  flow  must  ever  be, 
Tin-ii  wherefore  should  we  niuura  I" 

Shepherd.  As  Wordsworth  says —  whroo !  Nac  occasion  for 
quoting  ony  body  but  oursells.  We  twu  ken  as  muekle — and  mair 
too,  o'  human  nature,  in  its  various  phawses,  than  a'  the  Pond  Poets 
pitten  thi-gither.  O  man  !  Mr.  North,  but  my  heart  has  often  and 
often  aiiuii-t  dee'd  within  me,  to  think  that  a*  we  love  and  long  for, 
pine  to  possess,  and  burn  to  enjoy — a'  that  passion  maddens  for 
on  the  midnicht  pillow,  in  the  desert  day-dream — a'  th.it  the.  yearn- 
ing sowl  would  fail  expand  itself  to  embrace  within  the  rainbow 
circle  o'  its  holiest  and  maist  heavenly  affections — a'  that  gpeeritual- 
eezes  our  human  nature,  till  our  very  dust-formed  bodies  seem  o1 
the  essence  o'  lieht,  or  flowers,  or  music,  something  no  terrestrial, 
but  akin  to  the  elements  o'  our  native  regions  on  the  blue  cloudiest! 
lift 

North.  You  touch  a  chord,  James — you  do  indeed — you  touch  a 
chord  

Sficpherd.  Should  a*  be  delusion — a  glamour  flung  ower  us  by  a 
celestial  but  deceitful  spirit — felt  and  seen,  as  soon  as  it  is  broken, 
and  dissolved,  to  have  been  a  fiction,  a  falsehood,  a  lie — a  soft, 
Hweet,  I'riiiht,  balmy,  triumphant  and  glorious  lie,  in  place  of  which 
nature  offers  us  in  mockery,  during  a'  the  rest  o'  our  lives,  the  puir, 
paltry,  pitiful,  faded,  fushior  less  cutild-i  ifcd,  and  fluttering  substi- 
tute— Truth.  O,  sir!  waes  me,  that  by  stripping  a'  creation,  fan  Id 
after  faiild,  o'  gay,  glitterin1,  gorgeous  and  glorious  appurcllin',  you 
are  wire  at  last  to  come  to  the  hard,  naked  Truth 

North,  jiamlel  has  it.  .lames, — "  a  foul  congregation  of  vapors"— 
.  Or  say  rather,  like*  a  body  carelessly  or  purposely 
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pressin'  a  full-blawn  or-  budding  rose  atween  his  finger  and  his 
thoomb,  seal  in'  leaf  after  leaf,  till  what  hae  you  in  your  hand  at  last 
but  the  bare  heart  o'  the  flower,  and  you  look  down  amang  your  feet 
in  vain  for  the  scattered  and  dissipated  bloom  that  a  moment  afore 
thrust  its  bold  beauty  into  the  eyes  of  the  sun,  and  seemed  o'  its  ain 
single  self  to  be  scenting  the  haill  wilderness,  then  sweet  w  i'  its 
grassy  braes,  as  if  the  heavens  had  hung  over  mountains  o'  blooniin' 
heather  steeped  in  morning  dew  evaporating  in  mist  wreaths,  exhaled 
from  earth  to  heaven  in  morning  sacrifice  ! 

North.   And  Tibbie  has  twins  ! 

Shepherd.  'Deed  has  she,  sir.     Her  poetry  is  now  prose. 

North.  Gone  all  the  light  lyrical  measures  !  all  the  sweet  pauses 
transposed.  The  numerous  verse  of  her  virgin  being  shorn  of  all 
its  rhymes  so  musical — a  thousand  tunes,  each  in  its  specific  sweet- 
ness murmuring  of  a  separate  soul,  blended  indistinguishably  into 
one  monotony,  and  marriage,  marriage,  marriage  is  the  deadening 
word  ! 

Shepherd.  That's  treason,  sir, — treason  against  natur.  Is  the 
young  lintie,  I  would  ask,  flutterin'  amang  the  broom,  or  balancin' 
itsell  in  sportive  happiness  on  ane  o'  the  yellow  jewels,  half  sae 
bonny  as  the  same  lintie  sittin'  in  its  nest  within  a  briar-bush,  wi' 
its  head  lying  sae  meek  and  lovingly  on  the  rim  o'  the  moss,  and  a' 
its  breast  yearning  wi'  the  still  deep  instinctive  bliss  o'  maternal 
affection — or  fleeing  ten  times  a  minute  frae  briar-bush  to  bracken- 
brae,  and  frae  bracken-brae  to  briar-bush,  wi'  insects,  and  worms, 
and  caterpillars,  and  speeders  in  her  neb,  to  satisfy  the  hunger  o'  a 
nest  a'  agape  wi'  yellow-throated  young  anes,  and  then  settlin'  her- 
sell  down  again,  as  saftly  as  if  she  were  naelhing  but  feathers,  aboon 
her  brood  in  that  cozie  bield,  although  but  a  bit  sillie  burdie,  happy 
as  ony  angel  in  the  heaven  o'  heavens '? 

North.  A  sweet  image,  James, — an  image  that  beams  the  light  of 
poetry  on  the  Prose-ground  of  human  life!  But,  alas!  that  thin 
golden  ring  lays  a  heavy  weight  on  the  hand  that  wears  it.  The 
finger  it  seriously  and  somewhat  sadly  decks,  never  again,  with  so 
lightsome  touch,  braids  the  hair  above  the  fair  forehead, — the  gay, 
gladsome,  tripping,  dancing,  and  singing  maiden  soon  changes  into 
the  staid,  calm,  douce,  almost  melancholy  matron,  whose  tears  are 
tlicn  sincerer  than  her  smiles — with  whom  Joy  seems  but  a  tran- 
sient visitor, — Grief  a  constant  guest. 

Shepherd.  And  this  warld,  ye  ken,  sir,  and  nane  kens  better,  was 
made  for  Grief  as  weel  as  for  Joy.  Grief  and  Joy,  unlil  e  as  they 
appear  in  face  and  figure,  are  nevertheless  sisters, — and  by  fate  and 
destiny,  their  verra_  lives  depend  on  ane  and  the  same  eternal  law. 
Were  Grief  banished!  frae  this  life,  Joy  would  soon  dwine  awa  into 
the  resemblance  o'  her  departed  (Soror — aye,  her  face  would  soon  be 
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whiter  and  mair  woe-begone,  and  they  would  soon  be  buried,  side 
by  >ide,  in  ne  grave. 

North.  Shake  hands,  my  dear  James.  I  am  in  bad  spirits  to- 
night, and  love'to  listen  to  your  benign  philosophy. 

Shepherd.  1  hae  nae  philosophy,  my  dear  Mr.  North;  but  I  howp 
]  hae  some  religion.  If  I  had  not,  the  lanes  o'  my  father  and  my 
mother  would  not  lie  at  rest  in  Yarrow  kirkyard.  Philosophy,  I 
bae  nae  doubt,  is  an  excellent,  a  capital  thing, — and  I'm  sure  Poetry 
is  sae, — but  the  ane  is  but  the  moon,  which,  bricht  and  bonny  though 
she  be,  is  often  sairly  benichted,  and  at  the  best  shines  by  a  reflected 
liclit, — the  ither  is  like  the  stars — no  useless  in  their  beauty — God 
forbid  I  ever  should  think  sich  a  stupid  thocht — but  still,  after  a',  no 
just  sae  usefu'  perhaps,  in  the  ordinair  sense  o'  utility,  as  they  are 
pleasant  and  dolichtfu'  to  the  shepherd  on  the  hills; — but  the  last, 
that  is,  Religion,  she,  sir,  is  like  the  sun,  that  gladdens  heaven  and 
earth,  gars  a'  things  grow,  baith  for  the  profit  and  the  pleasure 
o'  man,  and  convinces  us,  alike  in  gloom  and  glory,  that  the  mortal 
senses  hold  a  mysterious  communion  with  the  immortal  soul  ;  that 
"we  are  greater  than  we  seem;" — may  I  be  pardoned  for  even. 
venturing  to  say,  even  here — and  why  not? — that  ''the  things  which 
are  seen  are  temporal,  and  the  things  which  are  not  seen  are 
eternal." 

North.  You  may  say  it,  James,  without  reproach  here,  over  the 
social  board — there,  by  yourself,  in  the  wilderness — anywhere,  by 
day  or  by  night,  on  the  world  of  green  earth  or  foamy  waters,  on  the 
sti-a«lf:iM  brae  or  reeling  deck,  in  calm  or  in  storm,  in  joy  or  in  sor- 
row, in  life  and  in  death.  Shame  on  the  coward  heart  that  fears  to 
utter  what  itself  prompts  !  Shame  on  the  coward  car  that  fears  to 
hear  what  the  heart  dictates,  in  any  time  or  any  place,  where  the 
mood  is  blameless, — for  mirth  is  still  in  sympathy  with  melancholy, 
and  what,  oh!  what  thoughts  profound  circle  round  the  wine-cup, 
when  it  flows  to  the  memory  of  one  beloved  of  yore, — one  who  left 
us  in  the  sunshine  of  youth,  and  seems  to  re-appear  like  a  veiled 
shadow  across  the  light  of  the  festal  fire — and  then  in  a  im. incut 
away  into  oblivion  ? 

Shepherd.  Then  yon  see,  sir,  the  place  o'  the  bonnie  young 
dlftractnV  and  deccitfu'  creatures — for,  wi'  a'  their  innocence — a 
favorite  word  wi'  you,  sir — they  are  deceitfu' — their  places,  I  say, 
are  supplied  by  anither  flock  o'  flowers: — just  like  annuals  after 
annuals — »*  fair  and  as  fragrant  as  theirsells — and  thus,  amid  the 
perpetual  decay  and  the  perpetual  renovation,  there  is  imcthing 
worth  weeping  for — except,  indeed,  when  twa  silly  poets  like  us,— 
fttid  ye  are  a  poet,  sir,  though  ye  dinna  write  verses, — foregather 
owcr  a  brodd  and  a  bowl,  and  gie  vent,  the  ane  or  th<>  iili.-r  o'  us, 
!t'»  the  turnin'  o'  a  straw  which,  to  inuumfu'  heart-sinkings  that 
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maun  hae  an  inkling  o'  pleasure  in  them,  or  else  they  would  be  at 
aince  repressed — and  seek  in  a  sort  o'  diseased  or  distempered  v/il 
fulness,  just  as  you  hae  been  doing  the  noo — to  look  on  the  world  in 
a  licht  that  it  was  never  intended  we  should  look  on  it,  and  to  people 
it  wi'  sorrowfu'  spectres,  instead  o'  various  kinds  o'  gude  flesh-and- 
blood  folk,  a'  gnde  in  their  degree,  in  their  place,  and  in  their  time, 
— and  if  that  be  true,  is  na  a'  moping  contrar  to  richt  reason,  and 
them  that's  Penserosos  for  the  maist  pairt — Surnphs"? 

North.  "  Melancholy  and  gentlemanlike,"  you  know,  James. 

Shepherd.  It's  a  wicked  ack,  sir,  in  a  warld  like  ours,  to  pretend 
to  sham  melancholy  ;  and  if  .a  man  canna  contrive,  by  ony  other 
means,  to  look  like  a  gentleTnan,  he  had  far  better  keep  on  lookin' 
like  a  bagman.  Besides  being  wicked,  it's  dangerous;  for  by  pre- 
tending to  be  melancholy,  in  desperation  o'  being  thought  a  gentle- 
man by  ony  other  mair  natural  contrivances  and  endowments,  a 
man  comes  to  get  himsell  universally  despised — contempt  kills 
credit — then  follows  bankruptcy — and  the  upshot  o'  the  whole  is 
suicide — jail — or  America. 

North.  But  to  be  rational,  and  as  far  as  possible  from  the  poetical 
and  the  pathetic,  I  often  shudder,  James,  in  solitude,  to  think  of  the 
change,  generally  slow,  but  often  sudden,  from  the  happiness  of 
maidenhood,  to  the  misery  of  the  wife,  especially  in  many  of  the 
classes  of  the  lower  orders  of  society.  I  use  advisedly  the  words — 
happiness  and  misery.  James,  the  whole  world  groans.  I  hear  it 
groaning — though  no  Fine-Ear  to  the  doleful. 

Shepherd.  There's  owre  muckle  truth  in  what  you  say,  Mr.  North  ; 
and  were  we  to  think  too  intently  on  the  dark  side  o'  the  picture, 
or  rather  on  the  mony  great  big  black  blotches  disfigurin'  the 
brichtest  pairts  o'  the  fairest  side  o'  the  married  life  o'  the  puir,  and 
ignorant,  and  depraved,  weel  might  we  shut  them  in  despair,  and 
weep  for  ihe  maist  o'  woman-born  !  Meesery  never  comes  to  a 
head  but  in  marriage.  Yet,  oh!  how  different  might  it  be,  without 
supposing  human  natur'  to  be  altogether  changed,  but  only  what  it 
was  intended  to  be,  in  spite  o'  original  sin  and  corruption  ! 

North.  How  many  hundreds  of  thousands  cf  harsh  husbands — 
nay,  cruel  —  savage  —  fierce  —  drunken  —  furious  —  insane —  mur- 
derous 1  What  horrid  oaths  heard  at  the  humble  ingle — and, 
worse  than  oaths,  blows  and  shrieks — and  the  pregnant  mother  of 
terrified  children,  all  crouching  in  a  corner,  on  her  knees  beseech- 
ing  the  demoniacal  homicida  not  to  kick  to  death  the  babe  yet 
unborn — for  its  sake  to  remember  the  days  of  their  courtship — 
arid 

Shepherd.  Whisht — whisht — whisht! 

North.  Drunkenness  is  the  cause  of  nine-tenths  of  the  grief  and 
guilt  that  aggravate  the  inevitable  distresses  of  the  poor.     Dry  up 
VOL.  III.— 8 


98  NOCTES    AMBKOSIAN.E. 

that  horrid  thirst,  and  the  hearts  of  the  wretched  would  sing  aloud 
for  joy.  In  their  sober  senses,  it  seldom  happens  that  men,  in  a 
Christian  country,  are  such  savages.  But  all  cur>ed  passions  latent 
in  the  heart,  and,  seemingly  at  least,  dead,  or  non-existent,  while 
that  heart  heats  healthily  in  sober  industry,  leap  up  fierce  and  full- 
grown  in  the  power  of  drunkenness,  making  the  man  at  once  a 
maniac,  or  rather  at  once  converting  him  into  a  fiend. 

Shepherd.  There's  nae  cure  for  that  but  edication — edicatin'  o* 
the  people — clear  the  head,  and  )<»u  strengthen  the  heart — gie 
thoughts,  and  feelings  follow — I  agree  wi'  Socrates  in  thinking  a' 
vice  ignorance,  and  a'  virtue  knowledge,  takin'  a'  the  four  words  in 
the  highest  sense  o'  which  they  are  cawpable.  Then  they  are  baith 
frea.  •rregfwra.  xai  pwvovra  tfiivecoitfi. 

North.  Yet  I  sometimes  feel  myself  almost  compelled  to  agree 
•with  the  present  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,*  that  there  is  something 
necessarily  and  essentially  immoral  and  irreligious  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  intellect 


Shepherd.  Na — na — na — that  can  never  be- 


tforth.  His  lordship  meant- — apart  from — divorced  from  the  cul- 
tivation of  those  feelings  and  principles — those  great  natural  instincts 
— by  which  man  is  a  moral  and  religious  being.  The  tendency  of 
intellect,  not  only  left  to  itself,  but  instructed  solely  in  its  own 
knowledge,  is  averse,  his  Lordship  holds,  from  the  contemplation  and 
the  love  of  more  holy  and  higher  things ;  and 

Shepherd.  Ay,  there  he's  richt.  1  perfectly  agree  wi'  his  lord- 
ship there — and  I  wish  he  ken't  it — for  aiblins  I'm  better  acquainted, 
practically  acquainted,  1  mean,  than  ony  archbishop's  likely  to  be 
—  nae  disparagement  to  the  Episcopawlian  church — wi'  the  virtues 
and  vices,  the  sins,  sorrows,  and  sufferings,  the  noble  thochts,  and 
feelin's,  and  acks,  the  every-day  walk-life,  (he  Sabbath-day  rest-life, 
o'  the  Puir  !  The  first  often  painfu',  laborious,  nay,  slavish,  and  wi' 
but  ordinar'  satisfactions  belongin'  to  our  lower  natur;  trie  last,  in 
Scothmd  at  least,  pleasant,  calm,  and  elevated  in  blissfu'  release,  up 
to  a  mood  that,  alike  in  the  auld  gray-headed  grandfather,  and  his 
bit  bonnic  wee  oe  walking  haun  in'  hauu*  wi'  him  to  the  kirk,  does 
indeed  deserve  the  name  o'  religion,  if  sic  a  thing  as  religion  be  ony 
where  to  be  found  atweeii  heaven  and  earth. 

North.  You  speak  like  yourself,  my  dear  James.  In  their  pre- 
sent zeal  for  intellectual  education,  many  good  men  forget 

Shepherd.  Then  they  should  be  reminded,  that  a'  the  knowledge 
which  the  puir — 1  needna  explain  the  sense  in  which  I  use  the  word 
puir — can  ever  acquire  in  schools,  or  mechanical  institutions,  can  \»f 
tiac  muir  than  subsidiary  to  a  far  higher  knowledge;  and  if  that  bo 

•  Dr.  WilUnu  HuvlcT.  who  <h*d  i*  1-Js. 
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r.eglccked,  or  undervalued,  a'  that  they  can  ever  Jearn  will  either 
be  useless  or  pernicious — for  is  nae  the  chief  end  o'  man  "  to  fear 
God  and  keep  his  commandments  ?" 

North.  I  believe,  my  admirable  friend,  that  you  have  said  in  a 
few  plain  and  simple,  but,  allow  me  to  add,  beautiful  and  noble 
words — all  that  can  possibly  be  said  on  this  all-important  subject. 
Put  round  the  jug,  James. 

Shepherd.  Then,  sir,  what  may  be  the  case  in  England,  I  dinna 
weel  ken — for  I  never  was  ony  where  in  England  except  at  the  Lakes 
on  a  veesit  to  your  frien'  the  Professor,  then  only  the  author  o'  the 
Isle  of  Pawms,  and  the  City  o'  the  Plague  ;  and  the  folk  there 
seemed  no  unlike  the  folk  in  our  ain  kintra,  only  they  thoclit  ower 
little  o'  leadin'  in  corn  on  dry  Sundays  in  rainy  weather, — but  in 
Scotland,  the  people  are  not  ignorant — it  is  lang  since  they  were 
ignorant, — and  to  return  to  what  we  were  sayin'  about  unhappy 
marriages,  believe  me,  sir,  when  I  say,  that  rnaist  marriages — by  far 
the  maist — are  happy — for  a  warld  o'  new  thochts,  and  new  feelings, 
is  unfalded  within  wife's  and  husband's  heart — and  though  there 
will  be  sour  or  dour  looks  at  a  time — some  flytin'— and  even  wilfu' 
meesery, — these  are  but  the  sughin'  wunds  and  the  drivin'  duds — 
and  the  Lift  o'  Life,  gin  1  may  use  the  expression,  is,  generally  speak- 
ing, like  our  ain.  dear,  sweet,  blue  Scottish  sky,  a'  the  year  through, 
spring,  simmer,  awtumn,  and  wunter,  pleasant  baith  to  the  ee,  and 
to  the  sowl, — for  God  reigns  day  and  nicht,  aboon  and  below,  alike 
in  dead  creation,  and  in  us  his  creatures,  wha,  if  they  serve  him, 
shall  never  dee,  but  have  immortal  life. 

North.  Perhaps,  then,  James,  you  think  that  in  Scotland,  what 
we  have  chiefly  to  do  is  to  keep  education  right — to 

Shepherd.  Nearly  sae.  At  a'  yevents,  nane  but  ignorant  sumphs 
wad  apply  to  the  people  o'  Scotian'  that  vile  nonsense  about  the 
"  March  o'  Intellect,"  and  so  forth, — for  our  ancestors  hae  for  gene- 
rations been  as  wise  in  the  best  o'  a'  wisdom  as  oursells — though 
there  has  been  great  improvement  in  a'  the  airts,  and  aiblins  the 
scee-ences. — but  o'  the  latter  I  shanna  for  1  canna  speak — and  abuon 
a'  things  else,  there  has  been  wrought  by  that  means  a  great  and 
beneficial  change  in  the  agricultur  o'  the  kintra. 

North.  Yet  something,  J  fear,  James,  may  have  been  lost. 

Sheplierd.  Ay,  mony  a  thing,  that  had  I  my  ain  way,  shud  leeve 
forever.  But  religion,  wi'  a'  the  cauld  rife  changes  in  life,  and  man- 
ners, and  customs,  still  strongly  survives — and,  thanks  to  Robert 
Burns — and  aiblins  ane  or  twa  mair,  there  is  still  poetry  amang  oui 
braes, — and  o'  nae  shepherd  on  our  Scottish  hills  could  it  be  trulj 
said,  in  the  language  o'  Wordsworth : — 
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A  primrose  on  the  river's  brim, 
A  yellow  primrose  was  to  him, 
And  it  was  uo  thing  more 

For  as  gude  a  poet  as  Wordsworth,  and,  in  my  opinion,  a  better 
too,  has  tanld  us  what  he  felt  frae  the  sicht  o'  a  Mountain  Daisy. 

North.  There  is  comfort  in  that  creed,  my  dear  James.  1  feel  as 
if  an  oppressive  weight  were  taken  from  my  heart. 

Shepherd.  Then  that's  mair  than  1  do — ntair  than  you  or  ony 
ither  man  should  say,  after  devoorin'  half  a  htinder  eisters — and 
siccan  eisters — to  say  naething  o'  a  tippenny  loaf,  a  quarter  o'  a 
pund  o'  butter — and  the  better  part  o'  twa  pats  o'  porter. 

North.  James!  I  have  not  eat  a  morsel,  or  drank  a  drop,  since 
breakfast. 

Shepherd.  Then,  I've  been  confusioning  you  wi'  mysel.  A'  the 
time  that  I  was  sookin'  up  the  eisters  frae  out  o'  their  shells,  ilka 
ane  sappier  than  anither  in  its  shallow  pool  o'  caller  saut  sea-water, 
and  some  o'  them  takin*  a  stronger  sook  than  it  hers  to  rug  them  out 
o'  their  cradles, — 1  thocht  I  saw  you,  sir,  in  my  mind's  ee,  and  no 
by  my  bodily  organs,  it  would  appear,  doin'  the  same  to  a  nicety, 
only  dashing  on  mair  o' the  pepper,  and  mixing  up  mustard  wi'  your 
vinegar,  as  if  gratifying  a  fawse  appeteet. 

North.  That  cursed  cholera 

Shepherd.  I  never,  at  ony  time  o'  the  year,  hae  recourse  to  the 
cruet  till  after  the  lang  hunder — and  in  September — after  four 
months  fast  frae  the  creturs — I  can  easily  devoor  them  by  theirsclla 
just  in  their  ain  liccor,  on  till  anither  fifty — and  then,  to  be  sure, 
•ust  when  I'm  beginning  to  be  a  wee  stau'd,  I  apply  first  the  pepper 
to  a  squad,  and  then,  after  a  score  or  two  in  that  way,  some  dizzen 
and  a  half  wi'  vinegar,  and  finish  aff,  like  you,  wi'  a  wheen  to  the 
mustard,  till  the  hrodd's  naething  but  shells. 

North.  The  cholera  has  left  me  so  wenk,  that 

Shtptierd.  I  dinna  ken  a  mair  perplexing  state  o'  mind  to  be  in 
than  to  be  swithering  about  a  farther  brodd  o'  eisters,  when  you've 
devoored  what  at  ae  moment  is  felt  to  be  sufficient,  and  anither 
moment  what  is  felt  to  be  very  insufficient — feelin'  stau'd  this  mo 
mcnt,  and  that  moment  yawp  as  ever — noo  sa\  in'  into  yoursell  that 
you'll  order  in  the  toasted  cheese,  and  then  silently  swearin'  that 
you  maun  hae  anither  yokin'  at  the  l>eardies 

Nortft.  This  last  attack,  Jaine*,  has  reduced  me  much  ;  and  a  fevr 
more  like  it  will  deprive  the  world  of  a  man  whose  poor  abilities 
were  ever  devoted  to  her  ser 

Shepherd.  I  agree  wi'  \  e,  sir,  in  a'  ye  *ay  about  the  diffeeculty  o 
the  dilemma.  Mut  during  the  dubiety  and  the  swither,  in  com  en 
honest  Mr.  Awiuro.M?,  o'  his  ain  accord,  wi'  the  final  brodd,  and  a 
body  feuU  hiniMcIl  tu  have  bcuti  a  great  t>umj>h  for  MUpeoking  uo 
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single  moment  that  he  wasna  able  for  his  share  o'  the  concluding 
centenary  o'  noble  inventions.  There's  really  no  end  in  natur  to 
the  eatin'  o'  eisters. 

North.  Really,  James,  your  insensibility,  your  callousness  to  my 
^complaints,  painfully  affects  me,  and  forces  me  to  believe  that  friend- 
ship, like  love,  is  but  an  empty  name. 

Shepherd.  An  empty  uarne  !  It's  your  ain  faut  gin  it's  empty — 
but  you  wadna  surely  be  for  eatin'  the  verra  shells?  Oh!  Mr. 
North,  but  o'  a'  the  men  I  ever  knew,  you  are  the  most  distinguished 
by  natural  and  native  coortesy  and  politeness — by  what  Cicero  calls 
urbanity.  Tak  it — tak  it.  For  I  declare,  were  I  to  tak  it,  I  never 
could  forgi'e  mysell  a'  my  days.  Tak  it,,  sir.  My  dear  sir,  tak  it. 

North.  What  do  you  mean,  James  ?  What  the  devil  can  you 
mean  ? 

Shepherd.  The  last  eister — the  mainners  eister — it's  but  a  wee 
ane,  or  it  hadna  been  here.  There,  sir,  I've  douk'd  it  in  an  amal- 
gamation o'  pepper,  vinegar,  and  mustard,  and  a  wee  drap  whisky. 
Open  your  mouth,  and  tak  it  aff  the  pint  o'  my  fork — that's  a  gude 
bairn. 

North.  'I  have  been  very  ill,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Haud  your  tongue — nae  sic  thing.  Your  cheeks  are 
no  half  that  shrivelled  they  were  last  year;  and. there's  a  circle  o' 
yeloquent  blood  in  them  baith,  as  ruddy  as  Robin's  breast.  Your 
lips  are  no  like  cherries— but  they  were  aye  rather  thin  and  color- 
less since  first  I  kerit  you,  and  when  chirted  thegither — oh!  man, 
but  they  have  a  scornfu',  and  savage,  and  cruel  expression,  that 
ought  seldom  to  be  on  a  face  o'  clay.  As  fur  your  een,  there's 
twenty  gude  year  o'  life  in  their  licht  yet.  But,  Lord  safe  us ! — 
dinna,  I  beseech  you,  put  on  your  specs;  for  when  you  cock  up 
your  chin,  and  lie  back  on  your  chair,  and  keep  fastenin'  your  lowin' 
een  upon  a  body  through  the  glasses,  it's  in  air  than  mortal  man  can 
endure — you  look  sae  like  the  deevil  incarnate. 

North.  I  am  a  much-injured  man  in  the  estimation  of  the  world, 
James,  for  I  am  gentle  as  a  sleeping  child. 

Shepherd.  Come,  now — you're  wishin'  me  to  flatter  you — ye're 
desperate  fond,  man,  o'  flattery. 

North.  I  admit — confess — glory  that  I  am  so.  It  is  impossible  to 
lay  it  on  too  thick.  All  that  an  author  has  to  do  to  secure  a  favor- 
able notice,  short  or  long,  in  Black  wood's  Magazine,  is,  to  call  it  in 
the  body  of  his  work,  or  even  in  a  foot-note,  '•  that  matchless  mis- 
cellany," "  that  exhaustless  fund  of  all  that  is  entertaining  and 
instructive,"  "that  miracle  of  magazines,"  that  peerless  periodi- 
cal," "that  glory  of.  Scotland,"  "that  wonder  of  the  world,"  and 
so  forth — while  of  ourself  personally,  let  him  merely  say,  "Chris- 
topher, who,  with  the  wisdom  of  a  Socrates,  unites  the  wit  of  au 
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Aristophanes,"  u  North,  at  once  the  Bacon,  the  Swift,  and  the  Scott 
of  the  age,"  "Christopher,  whose  universal  genius  and  achieve- 
ments,  while  they  prove  the  possibility  of  the  existence  <>f  such  a 
character  as  the  Admirable  Crichton,  at  the  same  time  throw  that 
wonderful  person  for  ever  into  the  shade,"  and  Kit  him  be  the  most 
distinguished  dunce  extant — even  MacDermot  himself  on  Taste  and 
Tragedy — and  his  brains  shall  be  extolled  to  the  skies,  above  moon 
and  stars. 

Shepherd.  What'n  avooal  ! 

North.  Why,  James,  are  you  so  weak  as  ever  to  have  imagined 
for  a  moment  that  I  care  a  pin's  point  for  truth,  in  the  praise  or 
blame  bestowed  or  inflicted  on  any  mortal  creature  in  my  Magazine  ? 

Shepherd.   What's  that  you  say  ?  can  I  believe  my  lugs? 

North.  \  have  been  merely  amusing  myself  for  a  few  years  bacV 
with  the  great  gawky  world.  I  hate  and  despise  all  mankind — and 
hitherto  I  have  been  contented  with  laughing  at  them  all  in  my 
sleeve — pleasing  this  blockhead  only  to  pain  that — holding  up  John 
as  a  great  genius,  that  Tom  might  the  more  intensely  feel  himself 
to  be  a  dunce.  The  truth  is,  James,  that  I  am  a  misanthrope,  and 
have  a  liking  only  for  Cockneys. 

Shepherd.  The  chandaleer's  gaun  to  fa'  down  on  our  heads.  Eat 
jour  words,  sir,  eat  your  words,  or 

North.  You  would  not  have  me  lie,  during  the  only  time  that,  for 
many  years,  I  have  felt  a  desire  to  speak  the  truth?  The  only  dis- 
tinctions I  acknowledge  are  intellectual  ones.  Moral  distinctions 
there  are  none;  and  as  for  religion,  it  is  all  a 

Shejtherd,  (standing  up.)  And  it's  on  principles  like  these — 
boldly  and  unblushingly  avoo'd  here — in  Mr.  A wra rose's  paper- 
parlor,  at  the  conclusion  o'  the  sixth  brodd,  on  the  evening  o' 
Monday  the  22d  of  September,  Anno  Dominie  aiighteun  hunder 
and  twenty-aught,  within  twa  hours  o'  midnicht — that  you,  sir, 
have  been  yeditin'  a  maggasin  that  has  gone  out  to  the  uttermost 
corners  o'  the  yerih,  wherever  civilization  or  m, civilization  is  known, 
dt.-ludiii'  and  distracktin'  men  and  women  folk'  till  it's  impossible 
for  them  to  ken  their  right  hand  frae  their  left — or  whether  they're 
stand  in1  on  their  heels  or  their  heads — or  what  byuk  ought  to  bo 
p.  i  u-i-il,  and  what  byuk  puttin'  intil  the  bottom  o'  pie-dishns,  and 
trunks — or  what  awthor  hissed,  or  what  awthor  hurraa'd — or  what's 
flummery  and  what's  philosophy — or  what's  rant  and  what's  reli- 
gion— or  what's  monopoly  and  what's  free  tredd — or  wha's  Poets  or 
wha's  but  I'uU — or  whether  it's  best  to  be  drunk,  or  whether  it's 
best  to  l>e  sober  a*  hours  o'  the  day  and  nicht — or  if  there  should  be 
rich  church  establishments  as  in  England,  <>r  poor  kirk  ones  as  in 
Scotland — or  whether  the  Bishop  o'  Canterbury,  wi'  twenty  thou- 
sau'  o-year,  is  mair  like  a  primitive  Christian  than  the  minister  o' 
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Kirkintulloch  wi'  twa  hunder  and  fifty — or  if  folk  should  aye  be 
readin'  sermons  or  fishin'  for  sawinon — or  if  it's  best  to  marry  or 
best  to  burn — or  if  the  national  debt  hangs  like  a  millstone  round 
the  neck  o'  the  kintra  or  like  a  chain  o'  blae-berries — or  if  the 
Millennium  be  really  close  at  haun' — or  the  present  ?olar  system  be 
calculated  to  last  to  a'  eternity — or  whether  the  people  should  be 
edicated  up  to  the  highest  pitch  o'  perfection,  or  preferably  to  be  all 
like  trotters  through  the  Bog  o'  Allen — or  whether  the  government 
should  subsedeeze  foreign  powers,  or  spend  a'  its  siller  on  oursells 
— or  whether  the  blacks  and  the  Catholics  should  be  emancipawted 
or  no  afore  the  demolition  o'  priests  and  obis — or  whether — God 
forgie  us  baith  for  the  hypothesis, — man  has  a  mortal  or  an  immortal 
sowl — be  a  phoenix — or  an  eister  ! 

North.  Precisely  so,  James.  You  have  drawn  my  real  character 
to  a  hair — and  the  character,  too,  of  the  baleful  work  over  which  I 
have  the  honor  and  happiness  to  preside. 

Shepherd.  I  canna  sit  here  ony  langer — and  hear  a'  things,  visible 
and  invisible,  turned  tapsy-turvy  and  tapselteery — I'm  aff — I'm  aff 
— ower  to  the  Auld  Toon,  to  tak'  toddy  wi'  Christians — and  no  wi' 
an  Atheist,  that  would  involve  the  warld  in  even  down  Pyrrhonism 
• — and  disorder,  if  he  could,  the  verra  coorses  o'  the  seven  planets, 
and  set  the  central  sun  adrift  through  the  sky.  Gude  nicht  to  ye — 
sir — gude  nicht.  Ye  are  the  maist  dangerous  o'  a'  reprobates,  for 
your  private  conduct  and  character  is  that  o'  an  angel,  but  your 
public  that  o'  a  fiend  ;  and  the  honey  o'  your  domestic  practice  can 
be  nae  antidote  to  the  pushion  o'  your  foreign  principles.  I'm  aff 
—I'm  aff. 

Enter  MR.  AMBROSE  with  a  Howtowdie,  and  King  Pepin  with  Pota- 
toes and  Ham. 

Shepherd,  (in  continuation.")  What  brought  ye  intil  the  room  the 
noo,  Mr.  Awmrose,  wi'  a  temptation  sic  as  that — nae  flesh  and  bluid 
can  resist?  Awa'  back  to  the  kitchen  wi'  the  savory  sacrifice — or 
clash  down  the  towdie  afore  the  Bagman  in  the  wee  closet-room 
ayont  the  wainstcoat.  What'n  a  bonnie,  brown,  basted,  buttery, 
iley,  and  dreepin'  breast  o'  a  roasted  earock  !  O'  a'  the  smells  I 
ever  fan',  that  is  the  maist  insupportably  seducin'  to  the  palate.  It 
has  gien  me  the  waterbrash.  Weel,  weel,  Mr.  North,  sfnce  you 
insist- on't,  we'll  resume  the  argument  after  supper. 

North.  Good  night,  James.  Ambrose,  deposit  the  towdie,  and 
show  Mr.  Hogg  down  stairs.  Lord  bless  you,  James — good  night. 

Shepherd,  (resuming  his  seat.)  Dinna  say  anither  word,  sir.  Nae 
farther  apology.  L  forgie  you.  Ye  wasna  serious.  Come,  be 
cheerful — I'm  soon  pacified.  O  man,  but  ye  cut  up  a  fool  wi'  incre- 
dible dexterity  !  There — a  leg  and  a  wing  to  yoursell — and  a  leg 
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and  a  wing  to  me — then  to  you  the  breast — for  I  ken  ye  like  the 
breast — i\nd  t»>  me  the  back — and  I  dinna  dislike  the  back, — and 
then  howtowdie  !  "Farewell!  a  long  farewell  to  all  thy  fat i 
O,  sir!  but  the  taties  are  gran'  the  year!  How  ony  Christian 
creature  can  prefer  waxies  to  mealies  I  never  could  conjecture 
Another  spoonfu"  »r  twa  o1  the  gravy.  Ilaud — haud — what  a 
deluge! 

North.  This,  I  trust,  my  dear  Shepherd,  will  be  a  good  season  for 
the  poor. 

Shepherd.  Nae  fear  o'  that,  sir.  Has  she  ony  eggs?  But  I  for- 
got— the  hens  are  i;o  lay  in'  the  noo.  They're  moot  in'.  Faith,  con- 
sidering ye  didna  eat  rnony  o'  the  eisters,  your  appeteet's  no  amiss, 
sir.  Pray,  sir,  will  ye  tell  me  gin  there  be  ony  difference  atween 
this  newfangled  oriental  disease  they  ca'  the  Cholera,  and  the 
gude  au Id- fashioned  Scottish  complent,  the  Colic? 

North.  Mr.  Ambrose,  give  Mr.  Hogg  some  bread. 

Shepherd.  .Ye  needna  lash — Mr.  A  win  rose.  I  tak  bread  at  break- 
fast, and  the  afternoons,  but  ne\er  either  at  dinner  or  sooper — but 
I'm  thinkin'  a  bottle  apiece  o'  Berwick's  or  Giles's  strong  yill  '11 
taste  gaen  well  after  the  porter.  Tak  tent  in  diawin'  the  cork,  that 
the  yill  doesna  spool  up  to  the  ceilin'.  Bottled  yill's  aye  up  in  the 
stirrups.  The  moment  you  pu'  out  the  cork — in  wi*  your  thoomb 
—and  then  decant  baith  bottles  into  the  dolphin. 

North.  Above  an  average  crop,  I  suppose,  James. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  contribute  to  it,  sir? 

North.  To  what  ? 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Blackwood's  New  Agricultural  Journal,*  to  be 
sure.  There's  a  gran'  opcnin'  the  noo  for  sic  a  wark — and  he's 
gotten  a  capital  editor.  The  subject  is  endless  as  the  earth  iUel 
and  its  productions. 

North.  \  am  a  Monogamist. 

Shepherd.  And  what's  that — may  I  ask  ? 

North.  A  man  with  one  wife.     Her  name  is  Maga, 

Shepherd.  Ay — ye  do  rieht  in  stickin'  to  her.  Were  the  ane  o 
vt-  to  die,  the  tither  would  soon  follow.  You  are  lovely  in  your 
liven,  and  in  your  deaths  you  will  not  be  divided. 

North.  She  sometimes  has  her  sulks  and  her  tantrums — but  in 
•pile  of  them  all,  our  wedded  life  has  been  all  one  honeymoon. 

Shrpherd.  And  then  what  a  bre«-dy  IxxJy  !  A  new  birth  every 
month — «nd  sometimes  twins.  Is  t»he  never  to  hue  dune  1 

North.  Dropping  all  figure  or  metaphor, — what  do  you  think  of 
Ma-_- 1.  the  Matron  f 

Shepherd.  She  hhud  hac  nriair  leeteratur — mair  creetieshisrn— 
mair  accounts  o'  bcoks  o'  voyages  and  travels — mair  overhawlin'  o 
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r.ie  press — mair  philosophic  estimates  o'  the  genius  o'  the  age,  in 
Poetry,  Eloquence,  Paintin',  Music,  the  Playhouse,  and  the  rest  of 
the  Fine  Arts — mair  topography  and  antiquities — aiblins,  mair 
divinity,  and  I  hear  folk  that  canna  read  Latin  and  Greek  cryin'  out 
for  the  Classics,  as  they  ca'  them, — Popular  Essays  on  the  Classics, 
from  Homer  down  to  modern  Romaics  inclusive — and  I  can  weel 
believe  that  the  Greeks  and  Romans  were  gran'  writers,  for  they 
were  gran'  fechters,  and  the  twa  aye  gang  thegither — the  Lyre  and 
the  Lance,  the' Pen  and  the  Swurd.  Noo,  tell  me,  sir.  and  tell  me 
truly,  was  Theocratus  really  as  gude  a  pastoral  poet  as  me,  or 
Robert  Burns,  or  Allan  Ramsay,- or  Allan  Cunningham? 

North.  He  was,  James,  your  equal  in  truth,  simplicity,  nature ; 
more  than  your  equal  in  an  occasional  rustic  grace  without  a  name 
• — superior  far  in  the  power  and  magic  of  a  language  light  as  air, 
dense  as  clouds,  cheerful  as  the  dtedal  earth,  magnificent  as  the 
inuch-and- many-sound  ing  sea  ; — but  he  was,  in  variety  of  feelings 
and  fancies,  in  depth  and  force  of  passion,  in  creation  of  character, 
in  profusion  of  imagery,  in  invention  of  incident,  far  inferior  to  You 
GLORIOUS  FOUR.  He  was  indeed. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  to  hear  that,  sir, — for  the  honor  o'  auld  Scot- 
land. She  too,  then,  is  an  Arcawdia. 

North.  Let  Glencorse-Burn,  murmuring  from  Habbie's  Howe 
through  Compensation  Pond,  down  into  the  Esk,  and  then  to  the 
sea, — let  the  Ayr  and  Doune,  cheering  Coila  with  immortal  music, 
— let  the  dewy,  no  more  the  dowie  holms  of  Yarrow, — let  the  Nith, 
from  Closebum  to  Crifiel,  attest  the  truth, — let  the 

Shepherd.  O  man  !  but  the  inside  o'  the  back  is  sappy — sappy. 
What  w:i'  your  sauce  and  it's  ain  gravy,  this  is  the  maist  delicious 
towdie  that  ever  foraged  afore  the  fanners.  Noo  for  the  yill.  I 
fancy  there's  nae  sin  in  dichtin  ain's  gab  wi'  the  table-cloth, — for 
I've  forgotten  my  pocket-handkerchief  in  my  big  coat. 

North.  Is  it  not  singular,  James,  that,  though  we  two  have  each 
our  own  peculiar  and  characteristic  style  of  eating,  we  have  finished 
equal  quantities  in  equal  times? 

Shepherd.  1  was  dune  lang  afore  you,  sir, — and  no  to  hurry  you, 
have  been  sookin'  awa,  for  ten  minutes,  in  amang  the  trellice-wark 
o'  the  spine,  lang  after  the  banes  o'  the  back  were  as  dry  as  horn. 

North.  And  1,  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  have  been  dallying  with 
the  merry-thought. 

Shepherd.  I  aye  kent,  though  we  sometimes  seem  to  differ  in 
opinion,  that  we  are  congenial  speerits.  For  gudesake,  dinna  drain 
the  dolphin ! 

North.  A  mixturB-of  Giles's  and  Berwick* — nectar  worthy  an  am- 
brosial feast ! 

*  Ale  and  porter  mixed  in  equal  quantities,  which  thirsty  mortals 'ao  call  half-and-half. — M. 
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Shepherd.  It  gars  my  een  water,  and  my  lugs  cnick.  Nbo  for 
the  toa*ted  cheese. 

(Enter  Tu/y  with  tu>o   \\\>rh  rabbits,  and  exit.) 

Shepherd,  (looking  after  him.)  What  dr>ich  o'  a  new  cretur's 
that? 

/forth.  A  Welchman.  Desirous  of  seeing  the  world,  he  worked 
bis  passage  from  Peurhyn  to  Liverpool,  on  board  a  slater — thence 
plaved  the  part  of  shoe-black  in  a  steamer  to  (jlreenoek  and  Glas- 
gow— from  Port  Dundas  in  the  West  country  to  Port  Hopetoun  in 
the  East,  he  ballad-sane  himself  in  an  unknown  tongue  by  one  of 
the  canal  coal-boats — and  Mr.  Ambrose,  who  has  a  fine  natural  coup 
ifonV,  picked  him  up  one  morning  in  the  Vegetable  Market,  munch- 
ing a  carrot,  without  hat,  shoes  or  stockings — but  a  lively,  active, 
and  intelligent-looking  lad  as  you  can  see — and  in  less  than  a  month 
he  v  .is  the  best  waiter  in  Edinburgh. 

Shepherd.   What's  the  name  <>'  the  cretnre? 

North.  On  account  of  a  slight  limp  in  his  l"ft  leg,  which  pro- 
motes rather  than  impedes  his  activity,  we  ca!l  him — Sir  David 
(iani. 

Shepherd.  I  hae  some  thochts  o'  keepin'  a  flunl ey 

North.  Don't,  James.     A  lassie's  far  tatter  in  every  respect. 

Shephtrd.  But  then,  sir,  a  flunkey  in  the  Forest  livery  wad  look 
«ae  genteel  and  fashionable 

Jxorth.  What  is  the  Forest  livery  ? 

Shejrfierd.  Bricht  bottle  gr«-en,  sir,  lined  ar.  1  turned  up  at  the 
tails,  Jappelles,  cuffs,  and  collar,  wi'  oker,  bivrod  on  the  breast, 
when  the  single-breasted  coat's  buttoned,  wi'  zigzag  stripes  o* 
twisted  gold  lace — and  the  buttons  o'  yellow  bn-jss,  few  in  number, 
but  about  as  big's  a  tea-cup  cheena  saucer.  That's  the  Forest 
livery,  sir. 

North.  The  nether  integuments? 

Shepherd.  What  I  the  breeks?  There's  nao  ir  ailtcr  about  the 
breeks — but,  generally  speakin',  nankeens,  wi'  biro  thread  stock- 
ings and  pumps,  in  summer — and  in  winter,  corduroys,  wi'  gray 
rig  and  fur  worsteds,  and  quarter  boots. 

NorA.  I  do  not  believe  Sir  David  would  leave  Picardy  for  any 
place  in  the  world;  besides,  James,  it  would  not  be  handsome  to 
tempt  him  away  from  Mr.  Ambiose,  by  the  offer  of  high  wages  — 

Shfphtrd.  High  wa^es,  indeed  !  The  de-evil  a  wage  he  «h«>uld 
have  frae  me.  A  shute  o'  livur\ — and  anither  of  wark  claes — a 
ride  in  the  gig  thrice  a  week— that's  to  say,  in  the  box  ahint — and 
on  the  hill  the  ither  three  days  wi'  the  grews — as  muekle's  he  cculd 
eat  and  drink  o'  meat,  vegetables,  and  milkncss,  cheese  included  — 
plenty  o'  fun  in  the  kitchen — and  what  mair  could  the  heart  o'  the 
bit  young  AuncieiK  Briton  desire  ? 
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North.  I  have  no  doubt  that  Sir  David  is  laying  up  golden  store, 
with  a  view  to  purchase  an  estate  in  his  native  country.  Like  us 
Scotchmen,  the  Welch  are  a  proud  and  provident  race.  He  is  a 
boy  of  birth. 

Shepherd.  There  noo,  Mr.  North,  there's  the  whole  Principawlity 
o'  Wales  lying  untouched  for  articles  in  the  Magazine.  What  for 
is't  ca'd  the  Principawlity  ]  What  like  is't  by  our  ain  Highlands  ? 
Is  the  language  the  same's  the  Erse?  What  mean  ye  by  the  Welch 
Triads  1  Did  Cadwaller,  Urien,  Lewellen,  Modred,  and  HoeJ, 
flourish  afore  or  after  Ossian  ?  And  aboon  a',  what  is  or  can  be  in 
a'  this  world,  what,  for  mercy's  sake,  tell  me,  can  be  the  meanin'  o 
the  Gym  rod  ion  at  Estoffud  ? 

North.  All  in  good  time,  James — but  I  have  hitherto  been  very- 
unlucky  about  Wales.  The  only  literary  Welshman  of  great  abili- 
ties and  erudition,  I  know,  has  been  too  busily  occupied  with  the 
important  functions  of  his  own  useful  and  honorable  profession,  to 
become  a  contributor  to  Maga* — and  these  idle  dogs  of  Oxonians  and 
Can tabs 

Shepherd,     What !  Mr.  She  ward  and  Mr.  Buller  ? 

North.  No — no — no.  Batches  of  boys  from  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge, about  to  become  Bachelors  of  Arts,  settle  down  in  Bangor 
and  Llanwryst,  and  other  pretty  Welsh  villages,  getting  themselves 
crammed  by  tutors  with  Greek  and  cube  roots  for  wranglers,  'and 
senior  optimes,  and  first  classmen,  and  over  and  over  again,  during 
the  last  seven  years,  have  the  vagabonds  promised  to  send  me  lots 

of  leading  articles 

•  Shepherd.  Never  trust  till  a  contributor  forty  miles  aff  frae  Embro'. 
Besides,  young  lawds  like  them,  though  clever  chiels,  nae  doubt, 
carryin'  aff  at  college  gold  medals  for  Greek  and  Latin  epigrams, 
and  English  poems  on  the  Druids,  and  so  on,  eanna  write  articles 
gud  for  muckle — they  canna  indeed — and  for  years  to  come  should 
just  confine  themsel's  to  Ailbums. 

North.  Albums!  James — these  compendiums  of  wit  and  wisdom 
have  become  the  greatest  nuisances  of  all  civilized  society 

Shepherd.  Tuts,  man — what  ails  ye  at  Ailbums  ? 

North.  They  have  broken  that  confidence  between  man  and 
woman,  which,  in  our  young  day,  used  to  form  the  delight  of  an 
acquaintance  with  an  amiable  and  accomplished  female.  In  those 
happy  times,  how  often  have  we  sat  in  a  bright  circle  of  the  fair 
and  young,  and  talked,  and  laughed,  in  the  gaiety  of  our  careless 
hearts,  without  fear  or  apprehension!  But  now  we  are  afraid,  in 
the  presence  of  ladies,  to  give  utterance  to  any  thing  beyond  a  re- 
mark upon  the  weather.  It  is  long  since  we  have  drilled  ourselves 

*  The  Rev    Archdeacon  Williams,  then  Rector  of  the  High  School  of  TvlinbuigU     He  read 
the  funeral  service  over  the  remains  of  Scott,  in  Dryburgh  Abbey. — M 
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to  attrioute  smiles  and  whispers,  and  even  squeezes  of  the  hand,  to 
their  true  source.  We  see  an  alburn  lurking  in  every  dimple  of  a 
}oung  maiden's  cheek,  ami  a  large  folio  common-place  book,  ri-j><>s- 
ing  its  alexandrine  length  in  every  curve  of  a  dowager's  double 
chin. 

Shepherd.  Tuts,  man  !     What  ails  ye  at  Allbumsl 

North.  No  age  is  free  from  the  infection.  We  <jo  to  a  hcuse  in 
the  country,  where  there  are  three  unmarried  daughters,  two  aunts, 
and  a  grandmother.  Complain  not  of  a  luck  of  employment  on  a 
rainy  morning,  in  such  a  domicile  and  establishment  as  this.  You 
may  depend  upon  it,  that  the  first  patter  of  rain  upon  the  window 
is  the  signal  for  all  the  vellum  and  morocco  bound  scrap-books  to 
make  a  simultaneous  rush  upon  the  table.  Forth  comes  the  grand- 
mother, and  pushes  an  old  dingy -colored  volume  into  your  hands, 
and  pointing  out  a  spare  leaf,  between  a  receipt  for  curing  corns, 
and  a  mixture  for  the  hooping-cough,  she  bt-gs  you  to  fill  it  up — with 
any  thing  you  please. 

Sheplu-rJ.  Weel,  weel,  man — why  canna  you  obleege  the  auld 
body  ? 

North.  What  right  his  an  old  woman,  with  silver  spectacles  on 
her  long  thin  nose,  to  enlist  any  man  among  the  awkward  & 
which  compose  her  muster-roll  ?  \Vho  can  derive  inspiration  from 
the 'bony  hand,  which  is  coaxingly  laid  on  your  shoulder,  and  trem- 
bles,  not  from  agitation  or  love,  but  merely  from  the  last  attack  of 
the  rheumatism  1 

Shepherd.  But  young  leddies  hae  their  Allbums,  too,  as  weel's 
auld  anes. 

North.  And   even   the  young  ladies,  James,  presume  too  much 
upon  their  power.     Is  there  no  way  of  getting  into  their  books,  but 
by  writing   in  their  albums'?     Are   we  to   pay  for  smiles  at  tl, 
of  so   many  lines  a  dimple  i     If  the   fair  creatures  are  anxious  to 
show  they  can  read,  let  them  discover   it  by  the  tenor  of  their  con- 
versation, and   not   by  large  folios  of  quotations  from    books  which 
every  l>ody  knows;  or  if  they  are  anxious  to  show  that   ihe\ 
write,  we  can  tell   them   they  aie  very  wrong  in   having  any 
wish.     I  will  put  it  to  any  man — are  not  the  plcasantcsl  women  of 
his   acquaintance    those    to  whose  handwriting    he  is   the  gr< 
stranger?     Did   they  not  think    their  ndorcd   enslaver,  who  at  one 
time  was  considered,  when    they  were  musing   on   her  charms,  bo- 
Heath  some  giant  tree,  within  the  forest  shade,  "  too  fair  to  wor>hip, 
too  divine   to   love,"— did    they   not   think   her  a  little  less  divine, 
without  being  a   bit   more  lovable,  when   they   pored   over,  in   her 
autograph,   a    long    and    foolish    extract    from    some    dunderhead's 
poems,  with  the  points  all    wrong  placed,  and  many  of  the  word* 
misspelt  ? 
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Shepherd.  Neither  points  nor  spellin'  's  o'  the  smallest  conse- 
quence in  a  copy  o'  verses. 

North.  Think  of  the  famous  lovers  of  antiquity,  James.  Do  you 
think  Thisbe  kept  a  scrap-book,  or  that  Pyramus  slipped  "  Lines  on 
Thisbe's  Cat"  through  the  celebrated  hole-in-the-wall?  No  such 
thing.  If  he  had,  there  would  have  been  as  little  poetry  in  his  love 
as  in  his  verses.  No  man  could  have  had  the  insolence,  not  even  a 
Cockney  poetaster,  to  kill  himself  for  love,  after  having  scribbled 
namby-parnbys  in  a  pale-blue  gilt-edged  album* 

Shepherd.  Faith — that's  rather  a  lauchable  idea. 

North.  In  every  point  of  view,  scrap-books  are  the  death  of  love. 
Many  a  very  sensible  man  can  "  whisper  soft  nonsense  in  a  lady's 
ear,"  when  all  the  circumstances  of  the  scene  are  congenial.  We 
ourselves  have  frequently  descended  to  make  ourselves  merely  the 
most  agreeable  man  in  the  world,  till  we  unfortunately  discovered 
that  the  blockheads  who  could  not  comprehend  us  when  we  were 
serious,  were  still  farther  from  understanding  the  ineffable  beauty 
of  our  nonsense  ;  so  that  in  both  cases  we  were  the  sufferers.  They 
took  our  elegant  badinage  for  our  sober  and  settled  opinions,  and 
laughed  in  the  most  accommodating  manner  when  we  delivered  our 
real  and  most  matured  sentiments. 

Shepherd.  Ye've  run  aff  the  coorse,  sir. 

•  North.  Let  no  man  despise  the  opinion  of  blockheads.  In  every 
society  they  form  the  majority,  and  are  generally  the  most  power- 
ful and  influential.  Laugh  not  at  their  laborious  disquisitions  on  the 
weather,  and  their  wonderful  discoveries  of  things  which  every  one 
knows,  if  you  offend  a  fool,  you  turn  the  whole  muddy  port  of  his 
composition  into  rancid  vinegar,  and  not  all  the  efforts  you  can 
make  will  abate  its  sourness. 

Shepherd.  What  the  deevil  are  you  drivin' after  noo  ?  You're 
just  like  a  horse,  sir,  that  aye  gangs  fastest  when  ye  turn  him  aff 
the  main  road. 

North.  Nobody  can  write  with  any  thing  like  ease  in  a  scrap- 
It  is  much  more  widely  published,  so  far  as  you  are  con- 
cerned, than  if  it  issued  from  Albemarle  Street,*  or  Black  wood. 
Every  person  who  sees  your  contributions,  knows  something  or 
other  about  yourself.  Whereas  you  might  publish  twenty  volumes, 
and  not  one  of  your  immediate  neighbors,  except,  perhaps,  a  literary 
trunk-maker,  know  any  thing  of  the  matter. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  fack. 

North.  If  you  write  a  flaming  panegyric  on  any  of  those  fair 
tormentors,  you  are  set  down  as  violently  in  love;  and  if  you  hap- 
pen to  be  very  warhi  in  your  praises,  you  will  most  probably  be 

•  By  John  Murray,  the  London  publisher. — M. 
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prosecuted  for  a  "  breach  of  promise  of  marriage,"  or  shot  dead, 
or  lamed  fur  life,  by  a  brother  as  tall  and  fierce  as  Odoherty. 

Slu'plterd.  1  wad  see  him  danm'd  first,  afore  I  wad  fecht  him  in 
sic  a  quarrel. 

North.  In  summer,  when  the  woods  are  green,  how  delightful  to 
wander  forth,  James,  with  some  young  blue-eyed  maiden,  far  into 
the  forest;  to  see  the  sun  glinting  on  the  moistened  leaves,  while 
tli--  cushat  H  murmuring  its  song  of  happiness,  which  seems  like  the 
indistinct  hum  of  a*  heart  too  filled  with  bliss  to  express  it  iu  intel- 
ligible words  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay — noo  that  you're  aff  on  that  topic,  I  may  ca'  for 
my  nightcap.  Auld  men  never  tire  o'  tuukin'  o'  love. 

North.  Who  in  such  a  situation  as  this  has  not  felt,  while  his 
affections  spread  wide  over  the  whole  human  kind,  that  there  arosH 
a  tenderer  and  warmer  friendship  lor  the  pure  and  lovely  being  who 
was  gazing  so  placidly  on  the  clear  blue  heavens ;  or  clung  closer  to  his 
side  as  the  roaring  of  the  distant  linn,  the  sough  of  the  wavering 
brunches,  the  cawing  of  rooks,  the  singing  of  the  birds,  and  the 
might}  hum  which  pervades  a  vast  and  almost  breathing  forest,  im- 
pressed  a  feeling  of  awe  upon  her  iniincent  heart! 

Shepherd.  Very  innicent — nae  duubt.  They're  a'  inniccnt  wi' 
their  tales,  and  yours. 

North.  In  a  scene  like  this,  if  one  speaks  at  all,  it  is  not  in  the 
same  style  or  manner  as  in  a  "gay  and  lighted  hall."  There  is  a 
humbling  and  yet  an  awakening  thrill  rushes  upon  the  heart,  which 
might  well  be  mistaken  tor  religion,  save  that  its  influence  is  so 
transitory  — 

Shepherd.  Say  rather  idolatry — eemage-wor.«.hip. 

North.  And  who,  in  such  a  situation,  as  he  giized  with  softened 
and  chastened  kindness  on  the  pale  cheek  of  his  beautiful  compa- 
Iiioii,  as  he  watched  her  eye  wander  with  a  wild  yet  admiring  ex- 
pression from  the  mighty  oak  that  casts  iu  unwieldly  arms  ovei 
the  yawning  gulf,  where  far  down,  you  knew  \>\  the  noise,  a  river 
WM  struggling  in  its  narrow  bed,  as  the  lion  roars  and  dashes  hid 
mighty  strength  against  his  cage, — who  would  not  take  her  by  the* 
waist,  small  and  delicate  as  the  waist  may  be,  and  chuck  her  half 
way  over  the  brae,  if  she  turned  to  you,  and  said,  "  How  pretty  ! 
—  -You  iiiu»i  write  something  on  this,  in  m\  scrap-book." 

Shejiherd.    Haw — haw — haw — haw  ' — that's    really    very    enter 
tccnen1. 

North.  It  in  upwards  of  fifteen  years  since  we  last  contributed  to 
An  album  ;  aud  as  in  fifteen  years  we  have  seen  the  advantage*  of 
refu-ing  to  do  so,  wu  do  not  expect  we  ever  shall  do  so  again.  We 
are  not  excited  to  thi*  by  a  si-lli-.li  wish  for  ease.  We  would  do 
un_)  thing  in  the  world  to  please  the  whole  Hex — from  the  plainest 
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and  least  angelic  damsel  that  ever  mended  stockings,  and  made  ex- 
tracts from  Nourse's  Cookery,  to  the  bright  and  fascinating  maid 
that  knitted  silk-purses,  and  wept  over  Medora  and  Gertrude,  be- 
tween the  intervals  of  painting  fans  and  thumping  a  grand  piano. 
But  the  surest  way  to  please  them  all,  is  to  contribute  to  none.  It 
you  write  no  method  of  pickling  onions  for  Joan,  you  write  no  son 
net  to  Anna  Matilda. 

Shepherd.  Change  the  subject,  sir — I  hae  often  observed  that  the 
better  a  man  speaks  on  ony  topic,  the  sooner  you  weary  o't.  LV, 
you  ken  then  I  rather  effeck  the  company  o'  blockheads  ? 

North.  O  the  delights  of  dulness !  real,  open,  downright,  ac- 
knowledged stupidity  ;  where  the  idiot  sits  down  on  the  quietest 
edge  of  the  sofa,  and  has  his  great  gray  ligiitless  eyes  as  entirely 
fixed  on  vacancy,  as  if  the  vision  tended  backwards  into  his  own 
%kull ;  where  no  remark  is  expected  from  him  on  any  subject,  how- 
ever simple,  and  where,  if  he  happens  by  accident  to  say  something 
that  has  a  glimmering  of  sense,  it  is  treasured  up  as  a  wonder,  while 
all  your  own  witticisms  are  considered  common-place. 

Shepherd.  That's  no  the  thing  in't  I  like — but  — 

North.  In  a  party  composed  entirely  of  gentlemen — how  placid 
his  countenance,  while  all  the  others  are  disputing  !  How  calmly 
his  eye  rests  on  his  smoking  trencher,  while  others  are  engaged  in 
literary,  legal,  or  philosophical  discussions!  What  does  he  care 
whether  the  Catholics  obtain  their  claims,  and  hang  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  with  the  string  of  his  own  apron  !  What  does  he 
care  about  Tests  and  Corporations,*  Free  Trades,  Navarinos,  and 
Don  Miguels ! 

Shepherd.   Wunna  ye  let  a  body  speak  ? 

North.  Then  how  different  from  this  cairn  placidity  of  emptiness 
is  the  noisy,  restless  sort  of  inanity,  which  distinguishes  another 
class  of  fools  !  In  them  the  eye  is  perpetually  wandering ;  they 
smirk,  giggle,  and  look  as  wise  when  a  sensible  man  is  speaking, 
as  if  they  tried  to  persuade  people  they  understood  him.  But  all 
in  vain.  Look  at  that  little  man  with  the  brown  coat;  see  how  he 
smiles  with  the  same  idiotical  simper,  whatever  is  the  subject  of 
conversation  ;  hear  how  he  interrupts,  questions,  doubts,  and  finally, 
squeaks  so  loud  in  his  reply,  that  he  wakens  all  the  children  in  tho 
nursery  up  stairs,  whose  squalling  rouses  the  Jap-dog,  whose  yelp- 
ing, when  you  kick  it,  produces  frowns  from  you»-  amiable  hostess; 
and  all  through  that  empty-pated  blockhead  ;  you  walk  home  with 
your  head  throbbing  as  if  it  would  burst,  and,  moreover,  with  the 
reputation  among  all  vour  friends  of  a  hard-hearted  monster,  who 
kicked  poor  Brush~and  almost  broke  its  ribs  — 

*  The  Test  and  Corporation  Act  was  repealed  in  the  Parliamentary  Session  of  1S28. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Wull  ye  no  alloo  a  hotly  to  cdgo  ir,  a  single  sentence, 
sir? 

Nurlh.  But  they  are  more  intolerable  even  than  that.  They  will 
interrupt  you  in  the  most  interesting  tttc-a-tttes  —  will  bounce  into  a 
room  just  when  you  are  popping  the  question,  and  astonish  the  fal- 
tering damsel,  who  is  blushing  at  your  side,  by  compliments  on  the 
beauty  of  her  complexion,  all  the  time  you  are  anxious  to  put  the 
insignificant  eoxeombs  up  the  chimney. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  North,  1  say,  wull  ye  no  alloo  a  body  to  pit  in  a 
single  sentence  1 

'North.  Puppies  of  this  kind  can  sometimes  sing,  and  woe  betide 
their  hearers!  They  ean  dance,  play  tricks  with  cards,  and  some 
times  even  sew.  They  are  sent  messages,  they  are  despised  by  the 
men,  they  are  laughed  at  by  the  women,  and  every  body  at  last 
agrees,  that  a  noisy  fool  is  not  halt  so  agreeable  as  a  quiet  one. 

Slie/shtrJ.  1  wush  you  was  a  wee  mair  quiet  yoursell  —  you're 
ceasin1  to  be  velo<iuent,  and  becomin1  loquawcious. 

A'urlk.  We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that  a  fool  who  knows 
himself  to  be  one,  and  holds  his  tos.gue,  is  one  of  the  most  delight- 
ful and  enviable  men  in  the  world. 

S/ie/therd.  Whisht!  whisht!  —  What's  the  great  Reviews  about, 
Mr.  North! 

Nvrth.  Our  excellent  friend,  Dr.  Brewster,*  has  written  a  very 
good  and  scientific  paper,  James,  upon  thu  lecenl  history  of  astro- 
nomy, tor  the  last  Quarterly. 

Shepherd.  1  dinnu  doubt  it—  the  Doctor's  a  real  clever  man. 

North.  In  this  article  the  Doctor  informs  us  of  main  things  of 
which  we,  in  our  astronomical  ignorance,  had  no  conception.  Such 
as,  that  ourselves,  the  Sun,  and  Venus,  and  Mcrcurius,  and  the 
rest,  are  but  a  mlmlu  — 

Shrpherd.  A  nebula!  —  What's  a  nebula? 

A'urtli.  Never  mind.  Thai  we  are  posting  off,  all  of  us  in  com 
pany,  ut  Home  certain  rate  an  hour,  to  bait  at  the  sign  of  Hercules; 
that  stars,  which  we  simply  had  imagined  to  be  like  the  stars  in  the 
back  serin-  of  a  play,  stationary,  (excuse  the  pun  —  it  is  in  Joe  Mil- 
I-  i.)  were  moving  about  as  merrily  as  mites  in  cheese  —  and  that  a 
great  many,  which  we  considered  to  he  in  a  state  of  single  blessed- 
Uess,  were  in  reality  as  double  as  Lucifer  —  the  star  of  the  morning 
—  has  occasionally  appeared  to  our  matin  optics,  as  they  saluted  ihu 
dawning  day,  dimmed  somewhat,  from  intense  application  in  this 
our  1'icaidiaii  Academus  of  Ambrose. 

.  1  never  could  mak  out  how  astronomers  lay  doon  their 


*  Dr.  Ili»<»«:»r.  I'nr.'.in  of  the  1  nivn»,iy  of  Pt.  Andrew*,  n  on*  of  th«  right  J'otcijn 
A»*-T.*I*  tiitiiiUr.  i.l  lit*  Iritt.iutr  ul  Kfntur,  .  DJ  loumlcd  (lit  Unliiti  A»UCI«IIUO  (or  IbC 
A'ltin.  «n.«nl  ul  S..ie»c«.  11*  WM  kni|jht»J  l.y  Williuo  I  V  —  M. 
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localities  in  the  gate  they  do,  wi'  sic  a  Paterson-road  precision,  in 
the  heavenly  regions.  I  suspeck  they  tell  great  lees.  But  go  on, 
sir;  there's  a  pleasure  in  listenin'  to  what  ane  does  ua  understaun'. 

North..  It  appears,  James,  that  Messrs.  Smith  and  Herschel  have, 
by  a  system  somewhat  similar  to  ours,  at  which  we  have  this  mo- 
ment glanced,  viz.  by  a  diligent  and  unceasing  use  of  their  glasses, 
discovered  some  380  double  stars,  and  fixed,  finally,  irrevocably, 
and  beyond  all  contestation,  sixteen  binary  systems  ;  or,  if  any  one 
has  a  mind  to  be  critically  and  impertinently  exact,  fourteen. 

Sheplierd.  But  what  is  a  binary  system  1 

North.  Never  mind,  James.  Fourteen  binary  systems,  whereof 
follows  a  list  in  Doctor  Brewster's  article,  with  which  God  forbid 
you  should  trouble  yourself  farther,  James,  as  you  have  something 
better  to  do  than  to  trouble  your  brains  with  f  Ursae  Majoris — s  f  fj. 
Bootis — and  the  rest  of  the  rabble  of  heavenly  rubbish  ;  rabble,  we 
say  ;  for  we  do  not  perceive  one  among  them  which  seems  to  be  a 
star  of  the  slightest  respectability. 

Shepherd.  Wae's  me  !  I've  entirely  lost  the  thread  o'  your  dis 
course.  Do  you  ken,  you've  gien  me  a  desperate  headache  ? 

North.  Like  a  Socrates,  James,  we  were  busied  in  bringing  down 
wisdom  from  heaven  to  earth,  and  drawing,  by  an  easy  and  soothing 
process,  the  minds  of  our  readers  'from  the  double  stars  of  the 
firmament,  to  the  double  stars  which  will  decorate  the  front  of  our 
November  Number  1828 — the,  twin  luminaries  of  M;iga,  shining 
harmoniously  forth  on  the  eyes  of  dark,  benighted,  wandering  tra- 
vellers, like  reason  to  the  soul. 

Shepherd.  Twa  numbers  again!  Some  month  o' some  year  or 
ither,  you'll  be  puttin'  out  three,  and  if  the  warld  stauns  that,  she'll 
staun  ony  thing. 

North.  We  recommend  all  manner  of  persons  to  dismiss  fro-u 
their  minds  all  considerations  of 

sphere, 

With  ceutric  and  eccentric  scribbled  o'er, 
Cycle  aud  epicycle  ;  orb  iu  orb  ; 

And  be  warned  by  Adam's  advice  and  our  own 

to  know, 

That  which  before  them  on  the  table  lies, 

1 
Is  the  prime  wisdom — what  is  more  is  fume, 

2  3 

Or  emptiness,  or  fond  impertinence. 

12  8 

i.  e.  to  say,  the  London,  Monthly,  and  New  Monthly  Magazines. 

Shepherd.  Come,    come,  nae    sneerin'    at    the    ither    periodicals. 
Thcv'ro  a'  vorra  <£ude. 
VOL.  III.— 9 
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North.  They  arc — and  the  London  is  amazingly  improved  under 
its  present  altle  management.*  Here  then  we  are,  revolving  not 
round  one  another  in  periods  var\in<;  from  51  to  1200  years,  hut 
round  the  public  in  one  steady  period  of  thirty  days;  not  through 
idle  space,  cheerless  and  uncheered,  as  far  as  humanity  is  concerned, 
but  among  millions  of  our  countrymen,  filling  them  with  joy,  and 
mirth,  and  gladness,  and  Toryism  ;  never  stationary,  never  retro- 
grade, but  always  direct;  never  minus,  always  plus — 

Shepherd.  O  man  !  but  you  appear  to  me  to  be  keepin'  up  the 
mrtaphor  wi'  great  power  and  skill,  like  a  man  playin*  by  himself 
at  battledore  and  shuttlecock,  wha  may  gie  ower  whene'er  he  likes 
•without  losin'  the  game. 

Xorih.  Our  shine  never  dimmed  by  occupation  or  obscuration, 
but  ever  hrillitint,  fixed,  and  untwinkling  ;  never  of  aspect  malign, 
(except  lo  the  Whigs,  in  whose  horoscope  our  influence  was  worse 
than  that  of  Saturn,)  butalwavs  benignant  and  friendly — always  the 
lodestar. 

Shepherd.  Your  vice,  Mr.  North,  is  soundin'  in  my  lugs  like  a 
far-.-iH'wuterfa. 

North.  The  cynosure  of  church  and  king,  on  whom,  with  joyful 
eye,  the  tried  friends  of  both  delight  to  look,  with  a  glance  as  keen 
and  discriminating,  as  ever  DP.  Brinkley,f  the  Bishop  of  Cloyne, 
first  of  astronomers  and  worthiest  of  men,  ever  turned  upon  Gamma 
Draconis,  when  in  quest  of  its  parallax. 

Shepherd.  I'm  ihinkin'  1  uusdrappin'  asleep  the  noo,  and  tumblin' 
ower  a  precipice.  1  howp  I  did  na  yawn  nune? 

North.  Yawn,  James!  —  \  es,  that  yon  did,  like  a  chasm  in  a  trea- 
tise -MI  the  picturesque.  This  may  seem  the  language  of  euloginm 
— it  i.v  that  of  truth.  We  appeal  to  that  great  mathematician  whom 
we  have  named,  and  who  is  thU  moment  occupied  in  studying  our 
pnjjes  in  the  calm  retirement  of  the  Episcopal  dwelling  of  St. 
Column  ;  we  appeal  to  Dr.  I'oiid.J  I  Jr.  Brewster,  Mr.  Hcrx-licl,  Mr. 
"Whewell,  Mr.  Smith,  Mr.  liigand,  Mr.  1'owell,  and  the  late  Messrs. 
Vine*  and  Woodhnu.se,  (is  the  hitter  dead  ?)  the  invisible  Dr.  Blair 
of  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  inaudible  Dr.  (Jowper  of 
the  we»t  country,  and  any  other  person  who  has  made  the  move- 
Iiiuit*  of  heavenly  bodies  the  study  of  his  life. 

Shepherd.  What  is  that  you  appeal  to  them  about — may  1  respeftr 
fully  a-k  \  on.  sir  ? 

jVwr/A.  Why,  James,  upon  my  honor  I  forget — let  it  be  any  thing 
wnatever. 

•  IJy  Chart  ••  Knight,  Editor  of  lbi>  IVtorml  Shaknpcur*.— M. 

t  I>r  Brink  •?.  l'ro(»««or  of  Ann  n.. my  ID  Trinity  C"ll»gr.  Dublin,  wan  m*J«  Biihcp  of 
Clojrn*.  in  I".'.  *n<J  .li-.i  in  I  :t ..  M 

;  M'.  I'nnd  wu  Aitrunonx-r  Knyal  i.f  Kngtr  nd.  Thr  oilier*  w«r«  lu>;lily  •liilini;ui»he<l  fil 
Uie.i  KicalUkc  ktUiuiiirnt*.—  M. 
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Shepherd.  Oh  aye  !  I  see  how  it  is.  The  toddy's  begin nin'  to 
teli.  The  memory  first  gangs,  and  then  the  judgment. 

North.  We  are  frequently  asked  what  is  the  reason  why  we  pub- 
lish double  Numbers,  as  we  sometimes  do.  The  answer  is  in  one 
word — Necessity.  With  that  plea  we  excuse  the  devilish  deeds  of 
our  groaning  presses.  What  can  we  do1?  In  the  space  of  eight 
sheets  it  is  physically  impossible  to  squeeze  the  matter  of  sixteen. 
Inexorable,  and  occasionally  even  fierce,  in  the  rejection  of  articles, 
as  we  are,  it  is  still  out  of  our  power  to  keep  down  the  ever-growing 
pile  of  excellent  matter,  which  swells  behind  our  editorial  chair.  We 
use  all  the  methods  recommended  by  old  Anchises  in  Virgil, — 

"  Alia  pandantur  inanes, 
Suspensa  ad  veutos ;  aliis  sub  gurgite  vasto 
lufectuin  eluitur  scelus,  ant  exuritur  igue." 

Which  may  be  thus  literally  translated — 

Some  from  our  attic  wiudow,  perch'd  on  bigh, 
Borue  on  Auld  Reekie  s  winds,  are  sent  to  fly — 
Some,  lunTd  indignant  by  the  baud  of  North, 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  the  Frith  of  Forth — 
"While  o'er  the  rest  impends  a  fiery  fate, — 
The  cook's  devouring  flames,  the  terrors  of  the  grate. 

Shepherd.  That's  smooth  versification,  sir. 

North.  Yet  with  all  these  methods,  and  others,  which  we  deem  it 
unnecessary  to  mention,  we  cannot  succeed. 

Shepherd.  Puir  chiel  ! — I  was  sorry  to  hear  o'  the  death  o'  th< 
head  Incremawtor.  What  fur  did  he  no  insure  his  life? 

North.  There  are  articles  which  it  were  sin — mortal  sin — to 
destroy  ;  and  for  these,  bow  are  we  to  manage,  but  by  establishing 
a  Supplemental  Number?  It  is  our  sole  remaining  resource,  and 
happy  are  we  to  say,  it  has  always  been  palatable  to  both  public 
and  publisher.  We  never  heard  a  complaint  against  it,  but  one 
from  an  Irish  gentleman  living  in  Nassau-street,  Dublin,  that  it 
puzzled  him  extremely  when  we  published  a  double  Number,  for  he 
never  could  distinguish  which  was  the  Magazine,  and  which  the  Sup- 
plement. Both  of  them,  said  he,  are  so  first-rate,  that  there  is  no 
knowing  which  is  to  play  second  fiddle  to  the  other. 

Shepherd.  The  first  time  a  dooble  Number  appeared,  ma  copies 
were  brought  in  by  the,  lass  as  usual  in  a  brown  paper  parshel,  weel 
waxed  and  twined — and  directed,  James  Hogg,  Esq.,  Mount  Bcnger. 
I  tore't  open — and  thinks  I,  am  I  fou  ?  When  a  body's  in  that  state, 
you  ken  sir,  you  can  dispel  the  delusion  o'  dooble  vision  o'  ony  par- 
ticular object,  like  "a.  tome  or  a  tummler,  by  takin'  hard  hand  o't  in 
your  haun',  like  grim  death,  and  thus  garrin'  gun  in'  yoursel  confess 
that  it's  in  the  singular  number.  You've  often  dune  that,  sir,  I'm 
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sure.  But  on  that  occasion  I  held  a  number  in  ilka  haun' — and  I 
cried  to  the  lass,  who  had  gaen  ben  the  trance,  "Tibbie,  is't  ere  a 
byeuk,  wi'  a  man's  face  on't,  in  your  master's  richt  haun1  and  like- 
wise in  his  left?"  Tibby  answered  in  the  affinualive  and  1  grew 
convinced  that  there  was  bona  fcedy  a  double  Number. 

North.  Couldn't  you  have  looked  at  the  leading  articles,  James? 

Shtpherd.  1  thocht  o'  doin  that— but  suppose  the  ane  had  begun 
\vi*  a  Hone  Germanicse  XXIV.,  and  the  other  wi'  a  Ilnrae  Italic® 
XIV.,  hoo  the  devil  could  ever  I  have  come  to  ony  satisfactory  and 
permanent  conclusion  as  to  there  being  only  ae  magazine  or  twa  ? 

North.  James,  why  were  you  not  at  the  magnificent  dinner  given 
to  that  best  of  Highland  gentlemen  and  soldiers.  General  David 
Stewart  of  Garth,  on  his  appointment  to  the  government  of  St. 
Lucie  ?* 

Shepherd.  What  for  was  ve  no  there  yoursel'?  But  ca'  him 
Garth. 

North.  1  was  confined  to  bed,  and  in  vain  attempted  to  put  OP  the 
tartans. 

Shepherd.  I  set  out  in  the  gig,  but  got  laired — for  the  Lammas 
floods  were  down — and  the  gig  was  na  got  out  till  the  road  had  sub- 
sided. Sad  and  sorry  was  1  no  to  be  present  to  show  my  regard 
and  respect  for  my  distinguished  friend,  about  to  take  farewell  for  a 
time  o'  his  native  land.  I  had  written  twa  songs  for  the  occasion. 
The  ane  on  Garth  himsel'  I'll  sing  anither  time.  But  here's  the  uue 
ca'd  the  "  Stuarts  o'  Appin." 

I  MM;  of  a  hind  that  was  £11110118  of  yore, 

Tin-  lain  I  of  liivc  n  Appin,  the  ward  of  (lie  flood, 
Where  every  gray  cairn  that  brood*  over  the  shore, 

Mark-  grave  of  the  roval,  the  valiant,  or  g.Knl. 
The  hind  w'.ere  the  strains  of  gray  Osian  were  framed. — 

The  laud  of  fiiir  Selnin,  and  rei:;n  of  Fingul, 
And  late  <>f  a  raee  that  with  tears  inu.-t  In-  named. 
The  noble  CI.A.X  Sn  AKT,  the  bravest  of  all. 
Uh-hoii,  nn  K>  i  \  and  the  Sn  \i. i»  of  Appin  \ 
The  gallant,  devoted,  old  Sri  AKI>  of  Appin  1 
Their  glory  ie  o'er, 
For  the  chin  i-  no  more. 
And  Uie  Su«»euaeh  ting*  on  the  hills  of  green  Appin. 

In  npitc  of  the  ( 'amjilM-ll.t.  llteir  might  nnd  rriiowii, 

And  all  the  proud  file*  of  (tleiiorehy  and  l>nn, 
While  oue  of  the  Sn  AKI-  held  elnim  on  the  crowu, 

Hit  Kami,  r  full  U-ldly  by  Appin  wax  Umie. 
Aud  ne'er  fi-ll  the  ('»ni|)lH'IU  in  elu-ek  or  trepun, 

In  nil  tln'ir  Whig  1'Jforin  their  |*iwer  to  renew, 
But  i>till  "ti  lli'-  STI-ARTH  of  Appin  they  ran, 

To  wt-  ak  their  pioutl  wrtitfi  on  tlie  hnive  nnd  the  few, 
Oh  hou,  an  !;•  i !  atnl  Uie  bitAUT»  of  Appin.  ,v«'. 

•  fteaanl  Suwwt  of  (jui\i  WM  auliio'  of  a  T»iua',l«  Hutory  uf  tb«  lliitl.und  CUn».— M. 
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In  tlie  year  of  the  Graham,  while  in  oceans  of  blood 

The  fields  of  the  Campbells  were  gallantly  flowing, — 
It  was  then  that  the  STUARTS  the  foremost  still  stood, 

And  paid  back  a  share  of  the  debt  they  were  owing 
O  proud  Jnverlochy  !     O  day  of  reuowu ! 

Since  first  the  sun  rose  oer  I  he  peaks  of  Cruachin, 
Was  ne'er  such  im  host  by  such  valor  o'erthrown, 

Was  ne'er  such  a  day  for  the  STUARTS  of  Appiu  1 
Oh-hou,  an  Rei,  and  the  STUARTS  of  Appin,  Ac. 

And  ne'er  for  the  crown  of  the  STUARTS  was  fought 

One  battle  on  vale,  or  on  mountain  deer-trodden, 
But  dearly  to  Appiu  the  glory  was  bought, 

And  dearest  of  all  on  the  field  of  Culloden  1 
Lament,  0  Cleii-crerau,  Gleu-duror,  Ardshiel, 

High  offspring  of  heroes,  who  couquer'd  were  never, 
For  the  deeds  of  your  fathers  no  bard  shall  reveal, 

And  the  bold  clan  of  STUART  must  perish  for  ever. 
Oh-hon,  an  Rei !  and  the  STUAIITS  of  Appin,  <tc. 

Clan-Chattan  is  broken,  the  Seaforth  bends  low,* 

The  sun  of  Clan-Ranald  is  sinking  in  labor  1   . 
Glenco,  and  Clan-Donuachie,  where  are  they  now  ? 

And  where -is  bold  Keppoch,  the  loved  of  Lochaber? 
All  gone  with  the  house  they  supported  ! — laid  low, 

While  dogs  of  the  south  their  bold  life  blood  were  lapping. 
Trod  down  by  a  proud  and  a  merciless  foe, 

The  brave  sire  all  g>'ue  with  the  STUARTS  of  AppiuJ 
Oh-hou,  an  Rei !  and  the  STUARTS  of  Appiu,  tfec. 

They  are  gone  !     They  are  gone  !     The  redoubted,  the  brave  1 

The  sea-breezes  lone  o'er  their  relics  are  sighing, 
Dark  weeds  of  oblivion  shroud  many  a  grave, 

Where  the  unconquered  foes  of  the  Campbell  are  lying. 
But,  long  as  the  gray  hairs  wave  over  this  brow, 
And  earthly  emotions  my  spirit  are  wrapping, 
•    My  old  heart  with  tides  of  regret  shall  o'ei  flow, 
And  blefd  for  the  fall  of  the  STUARTS  of  Appin, 
Oil  hou,  an  Rei !  and  the  STUARTS  of  Appiu  ! 
The  gallant,  devoted,  old  STUARTS  of  Appin  ! 
Their  glory  is  o'er. 
For  their  star  is  no  more, 
And  the  green  grass  waves  o'er  the  heroes  of  Appin  ! 

( The  ^v/tole  tenement  rings  with  acclamation.) 

Shepherd.  What's  that?     What's  that  ? 

Ambrose.  (Entering,  much  agitated.)  The  Festal  Hall,  Mr.  North, 
Is  filled  with  the  Canongate  Kil winning — we  have  five  supper  parties 

*  Lord  Seaforth,  who  was  head  of  the  Mackenzie  clan,  died  in  January.  1815,  and  the  titlo 
became  dormant,  if  not  axtinct.  Scott  wrote  a  poem  on  his  death.  The  t^arldom  (forfeited  in 
1715.)  was  one  of  the  oldest  in  Scotland.  The  Celtic  designation  of  the  chief  of  the  clan  is 
Caberfae,  meaning  Staghead,  the  armorial  bearing  ol'the  family  There  was  an  olJ  tradition, 
believed  to  be  fulfilled  by  Lord  Sealorth'a  death,  that  when  there  should  be  a  deaf  Caberfae, 
the  hoi'se  would  fall— M. 
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in  the  1  nrlors — and   the  whole  insist  on  either  sending  deputations 

or  coining  bodily 

Slu-pherd.  Fling  open  the  fhiilding-doors,  Awmrosc — and  that 
itlicr  door  comandin'  a  \  i>ta  o*  the  lang  trans 

(Tlie  wide  foldtng-doon  fly  open,  and  the  festal  Hall  ix  seen  illu- 
minated through  all  its  lofty  length,  with  its  gay  chandeliers,  and 
crammed  with  the  Brethren  of  the  Canongate  K'/winniny  Isnlae.  in 
yoryeotu  apparel.  The  side-door  also  in  unfolded,  and  the  lobby, 
fur  as  the  eye  can  reach,  is  seen  crowded  with  crowned  heath.  There 
is  a  deep  silence  for  a  moment,  and,  as  Mu.  NUKTII  and  HOGG  riye 
and  bow,  the  thunder  of  applause  is  like  the  splitting  of  an  ice- 
berg.) 

Shepherd.  Noo's  the  time  for  a  toast,  Mr.  North.  Tak  them 
in  the  fit,  and  astonish  their  weak  minds  wi'  a  speech. 

/forth.  (Jitii.fi n y  kin  right  arm  in  sign  of  silence,  amidst  proi/iyious 
appbiHxe.)  Gentlemen, — On  rising  \.»  propose,  with  all  the  honors, 
The  Duke  of  Wellington  and  his  Majesty's  Ministers,  (Thunders 
of  applause,) — it  will  scarcely  he  expected  that  I  can,  at  this  late 
hour  of'  the  night,  take  more  than  a  very  general  and  sweeping 
survey  of  the  principles  that  m.w  guide  the  foreign  and  domestic 
policy  of  what,  1  fear  not,  will  prove  itself  to  be  the  wisest  and 
strongest  government  with  which  Great  Britain  was  ever  blessed, 
by  a  gracious 'and  benignant  Providence.  (Loud  cries  of  //cor, 
hear,  hear.)  Thank  Heaven,  it  is  a  Jijerd  and  a  permanent  govern- 
ment. Ministers  were  becoming  as  fickle  and  variable  a  race  as 
women — either  as  young  or  old  women — (laughter) — and  though  at 
first  wonderfully  thankful,  they  in  general  contrived  to  get  int«»  the 
Kiilks  before  the  expiration  of  the  honeymoon.  (Loud  laughter.') 
\Vhy  really,  gentlemen,  there  was  much  to  admire  in  the  pictu- 
resque— the  fantastic  combinations  into  which  the  clondland  of  ad- 
ministration was  being  perpetually  thrown  by  every  gale  that 
chanced  to  blow  from  north  or  south — the  chief  shape  in  the  airy 
pageant  being  sometimes  like  a  whale,  sometimes  like  a  <MHH  I.  and 
•ometiines  like  a  weasel.  (Loud  laughter.)  But  the  whole  uiisnl*- 
Htantial  fabric  of  mint  and  vapor  is  swept  away — and  we  have  once 
more  a  clear  view  of  the  bold,  Bright,  blue  sky.  (Jle<n-,  hear,  hear.) 
\Vhy.  even  had  the  men  and  the  measures  ihemftelve*  been  yoodt 
there  had  been  something  luckless  and  portentous  in  this  perpetual 
shifting  of  scenery  and  ador> — but  they  were  all  very  bad,  or  indif- 
ferently so — and,  thank  Heaven,  before  the  bungled  performance 
could  foe  brought  to  any  thing  like  a  catasjrophe,  the  curtain  dropped  ; 
and  pray,  whether,  think  \  e,  was  it  the  mure  likely  to  have  proved 
a  tragedy  or  a  farce]  (Much  lunyhfer) — I  said,  gentlemen,  that 
those  frequent  changes  were  bad  us  changes-  -and  they  were  worse 
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on  this  account,  that  they  were  always  changes  approximating  the 
government  nearer  and  nearer  to  what  the  country  hates,  despises, 
and  distrusts — Whiggery. —  (Loud cheers) — Gentlemen,  only  suppose 
for  a  moment  a  change  in  the.  management,  of  the  editorship  of 
Blackwood's  Magazine. — (No,  no,  no.  no  ;  we  cannot  suppose  it — no, 
no,  no.) — Suppose  Tickler  edited  Maga  in  spring, — (Loud  cheers) — 
Mr.  Hogg  in  Summer — (Immense  cheering  and  laughter) — Mordecai 
Mullion  in  autumn — (Laughter) — and  in  winter  Ensign  and  Adju- 
tant Morgan  O'Doherty,  the  Standard-bearer  —  (Tremendous  ap- 
plause, and  shouts  of  laughter) — High  as  one  and  all  of  these  eminent 
individuals  stand,  both  as  public  and  private  characters  in  the  esti- 
mation of  the  world,  and  most  deservedly  so — (Hear,  hear) — I  put 
it  boldly  to  your  consciences,  and  on  your  consciences  you  will 
reply — would,  could  MAGA  have  been  the  MAGA  she  long  has  been, 
is,  and  ever  will  be,  under  the  Prime-Ministership — the  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasury  ship,  of  the  very  humble  person,  who  now  addresses 
you,  old  Christopher  North? — (Never,  never,  never, — hurra,  hurra, 
hurra,  hurra.  Enthusiastic  clteers  for  many  minutes.}  But,  gentle- 
men, suppose  me  dead, —  (No,  no,  no,  never,  never,  never, — hurra, 
hurra,  hurra  ;  North's  immortal — hurra) — and  that  Maga,  by  one 
of  those,  wonderful  changes  in  human  affairs  that  sometimes  startle 
the  eye  of  wisdom,  and  make  virtue  hang  her  head — suppose  that 
the  administration  of  Maga  had  fallen  into  the  hands,  or  rather  the 
paws  of  the  Cockneys — (Enormous  guffaws)-  that  Leigh  Hunt  had 
been  appointed  Prime  Minister,  (continued  cc  chin  nation)  Hazlitt, 
Home  Secretary — (Mack  derision)  —  and  Tims  elevated  to  the 
War  Department — (Convulsions  of  laughter.)*  Gentlemen,  the  base 
faction  whom  we  have  finally  put  down,  might  have  been  forgiven 
much,  had  they  loved  their  country — even  as  slaves  love  the  soil. 
But  the  passion  of  patriotism  is  too  nearly  akin  to  virtue  ever  to 
find  a  place  in  the  bosoms  of  the  degenerate.  They  strove,  as  if 
they  had  been  ungrateful  aliens,  in  vain  legitimatized  on  the  sacred 
soil  of  Albion,  to  shear  her  crown  of  glory  of  all  its  beams — (Hear, 
hear,  hear.}  True,  they  had  a  few  watch-words  which  their  unhal- 
lowed lips  profaned — Hampden  and  Sydney,  for  example, — names 
that  lost  all  their  grandeur,  when  eulogized  by  the  drivellings  of 
drunken  demagogues,—  (Tremendous  applause) — who,  on  concluding 
their  orations,  in  their  zeal  against  corruption,  forgot  to  pay  their 
bill,  and  by  their  love  of  liberty,  were  eventually  laid  by  the  heels 
in  jail. — (Immense  laughter.)  Gentlemen,  let  me  come  to  the  point 
at  once.  The  great  question  is,  peace  or  war?  Yes,  say  a  thousand 
tongues — peace — because  you  can't  help  it,.  The  Viscount  Chateau 

*  This  stnvngo  jtimblo  of  real  iind  Iniatrinnrv  person*,  wli'Ti-hy  the  fictitious  and  the  nctiml 
were  so  mingled  together  that  i>i:my  iv:tdcr.-.  hud  nrrlvod  fit  the  conclusion  that  nil  M-ere  ve;il, 
was  chonetertette  of  fdiigu  during  the  llrt>l  livc-und-Uvciity  years  of  her  vigorous  ux 
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briand  in  his  Journal  des  Dcbats — the  fat  old  editor  of  the  Courier 
Francais — Cobbett —  Hunt — the  Philadelphia  Qu. -uteri)' — Sheil — 
Coimcl — Lawless — innny  others  in  all  shapes  and  sizes,  loudly 
exclaim, — Y«>u  must  have  peace.  You  ate  broken  by  your  debt; 
YOU  can't  fire  a  gun.  There  are  the  Irish  Papists;  there  are  the 
Luddites  (this  was  Chateaubriand's  crotchet  ;)  there  are  the  one- 
pound  notes;  there  is  everything  in  this  world  !  //car,  /«'«r,  hear, 
that's  a  capital  expression.)  Fight  you  can't — you  nre  dead.  You 
are  ''effaced  in  the  universe,"  says  the  Viscount.  ''Bless  us,"  says 
a  man  of  a  very  superior  order  of  talent  to  Chateaubriand,  namely 
Cobbett,  "  how  pacific  and  gentle  we  are  become  in  these  days! 
\Ve  want  the  lion  to  lie  down  with  the  lamb.  Having  the  greatest 
captain  of  the  age  at  the  head  of  us,  and  having  a  mosi,  thundering 
landing  army  in  the  midst  of  profound  peace,  we,  quite  in  the 
Quaker  style,  are  wholly  employed  in  producing  peace  and  quiet- 
ness among  all  th*  nations  on  the  eaith.  Not  content  with  having 
peace  for  ourselves,  and  letting  the  rest  of  the  world  do  what  it 
likes,  we  must  needs  make  all  other  nations,  or,  at  least,  pray  them 
to  do  it,  live  in  peace  and  in  brotherly  love.  This  is  u  new  tone, 
and  this  is  a  new  ollice  for  England.  It  is  very  amiable;  and  it  is 
amongst  those  good  effects  which  poverty  produces  wherever  it 
exists."  (Capitol!  C'Mttt's  often  capital*)  And  so  Old  England 
is  beaten  !  Well  !  we  are  sorry  for  it — for  it  was  a  good  lighting 
sort  of  country  once  upon  a  time.  We  remember  the  day  when  it 
had  a  name  for  holding  out  cold  iron;  and  looking  on,  if  we  have 
Been — 

that  glory  fade, 

That  honor  perish,  and  that  fame  decay, 

there  is  no  use  of  talking  about  it  any  further;  we  have  seen  a 
sorry  bight.  (Devil  (he  fiars — hnrrau\  htirruw,  hurrate.)  Cheer 
up!  old  Queen  of  the  Waters !  cheer  up!  We  cannot  fight,  it 
seems.  Have  we  fewer  hands,  or  weaker  thews  and  sinews,  or 
c«ldcr  hearts — is  the  breed  of  the  men  of  Cressy,  and  1'oictiers, 
and  Agincourt,  and  Blenheim,  and  Ramifies,  Oudenarde,  and  Mal- 
phupict,  Alexandria,  Talavera,  and  Salamanca,  Yittoria  and  Tou- 
(ouse,  and  Waterloo — to  say  nothing  of  the  Armada,  La  Hoyue,  (ho 
\\est  Indies  (Rodney),  the  1st  of  June,  Campeidown,  St.  Vincent, 

•  Cobl-etl  often  van  tipita.1.  No  Knjrli»h  j-c.lilical  writer  ever  had  »o  much  weight,  with  all 
ht>  lEcmwiKirnrio*.  n.  (.  Ll.il.  In  |«>litim  lir  hnil  vn-i.,1  round  tu  all  poinln  d  the  ri>ni|<iu«, 
C'.M.iin-nrinj:  wnli  I'ul  and  ending  with  I'aine.  l-ul  lie  wa»  in  rarnenl,  lor  lh«  llmi*  linnc.  on 
»ti»t"T  h»  »(•'••.  ll«i  hml  a  jro-.d.  cl»»r.  ini*lli^ibl»  wiiv  <>f  «-»|,rrwinc  i.m  •  ;!.  which  the 
ln>*nt«t  of  th*  rhaw-bncunt  |.i»  nr  UM->|  tu  call  ihrm)  or  Inboring  rla»r*ii.  could  nmlrrtlnnil. 
foulb*)'  told  in*  ii.m  l.»  ..  r>.  :•!•••  '•:•.::  lha  lot  |-'.nt-:i.|i  j  r. ..  -wnipr  uncr  th«  lime  ol 
JorriiiT  Taylor  When  '!••••  ilird,  .n  Junr.  IKI.'i.  (liirrally  killnl.  al  ihr  ac«  "(  "'.\.  by  the 
)•>'.«•  buura  and  im|>ur*  alti:<»|>hrr>>  •  I  th*  !!•'.•  of  Cmiiiiioni.  for  hi»  n'mig  conmitutmn  and 
lMt.|T*i»  habiu  had  rna'ki-d  bun  »«  likfly  (<>  live  al  Iritt  Tlllern  vrara  longer,  under  ordinary 
lrruni«ta»e«*,)  the  viru,r>i  ruU^im  U|>OB  hi*  cbftraclcr  u>  a.  writer  and  a  man  wtrt  thmi 
"imurn  by  bu  political  o|  |oornu.-M 
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the  Nile,  Copenhagen,  and  Trafalgar,  with  ten  thousand  other  battles 
and  sieges  by  sea  and  land,  which,  in  other  histories,  would  have 
filled  the  trump  of  fame,  as  fitting  passports  to  immortality  for  all 
concerned  in  them,  and  as  crowns  of  eternal  glory  for  the  nation 
whose  annals  they  illuminated.  (Loud  and  enthusiastic  cries  of 
Hear,  hear,  hear.)  Is  that  breed  of  men  extinct?  Nobody  will 
say  it.  Is  the  spirit  departed  fiotn  among  us,  which  won  France 
in  the  days  of  chivalry,  which  smote  to  the  ground  the  power  of 
Spain,  in  the  times  of  the  commencement  of  modern  civilization— 
(No,  it  lives,  and  will  live  for  ever] — which  has  spread  the  dominions 
of  Japhet  unto  the  tents  of  Shem,  and  seated  a  company  of  foreign 
merchants  upon  the  throne  of  the  Tamerlanes  and  the  Gengises — 
(Beautifu'  Oriental  imar/ery — Hear,  hear,  hear) — which  fought  single- 
handed  against  almost  the  whole  world  in  arms,  and  came  forth 
jubilant  in  victory  from  the  gigantic  contests  in  our  own  days — is 
the  spirit  that  has  made  one  of  the- smallest  of  nations  mistress  of 
all  the  waves  of  the  sea,  wheresoever  they  roll  from  north  and 
south — is  that  spirit  dead  ?  (-ZVa,  na,  na, — ifs  an  immortal  speerit.) 
Let  anybody  say  so,  and  we  shall  ''call  the  tailor,  loon."  (Tiler, 
tiler,  tiler, — snip,  snip,  sni]).)  A  tailor  must  he  be  —  (he  maun  be 
sae) — and  a  most  degenerate  tailor — (hear,  hear,  hear) — a  stercora- 
ceous  fawner  upon" the  foreman — {Loud  laughter) — who  never  could 
screw  his  courage  to  the  desperation  of  dreaming  that  he  could  be  a 
man.  (Here  the  house  was  convulsed  for  several  minutes.}  No — 
nobody  says  this.  General  Foy,  in  his  posthumous  work,*  James, 
— Gentlemen — Mr.  Speaker — in  which  he  endeavors  to  depreciate 
the  English  soldier  as  much  as  he  can,  is  obliged  in  spite  of  himself 
to  stop  in  his  career  of  cursing,  and  to  bless  altogether.  As  for  our 
sailors,  he  gives  up  any  attempt  to  impeach  their  valor — he  coolly 
dismisses  them  as  "sea-wolves  roaming  over  the  ocean,"  with  whom 
contest  is  so  hopeless  as  to  I  •»  almost  impertinent.  But  a  band  there 
was,  the  invincible  Soldiers  of  La  Belle  France — there  was  the  Old 
Guard,  which,  as  Cambronne  said,  as  he  was  sneaking  away  in 
custody  of  a  corporal,  "may  die,  but  not  surrender;"  and  with 
them,  competition  on  the  part  of  the  modern  Vikinger,  was  held  to 
be  equally  absurd.  In  Spain,  however,  he  remarks,  the  French 
officers  observed  that  it  was  much  easier  to  laugh  at  English  armies 
in  their  casernes  of  Paris,  than  to  stand  before  them  in  the  fields  of 
the  Peninsula  ; — (Hear,  hear) — and,  adds  the  General,  with  much 
naivete,  "  it  does  not  require  much  discrimination  to  find  out  that 

*  This  was  a  History  of  the  Peninsular  War.  written  by  General  Foy.  and  published  by  hia 
•widow,  after  his  death.  General  Foy,  who  had  previously  won  laurels  in  Italy,  Germany, 
and  Portugal,  succeeded  Marmont.  as  commander-in-cliief  of  the  French  forces,  afier  tlie  bitllo 
of  Malamanca,  and  skilfully  conducted  ihe  retrt-at  of  the  Uouro— as  related  in  iS'apier's  IVriin- 
sular  War.  At  Waterloo  he  received  his  fifteenth  wound,  but  refused  to  quit  h  s  post  until 
the  battle  was  ended.  When  he  died,  ls-25,  he  was  so  poor,  that  a  public  subscription  wna 
laised  to  provide  for  his  widow  and  family  and  erect  a  monument  to  his  memory. — M. 
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the  same  courage,  constancy,  discipline,  and  coolness,  which  obtained 
for  them  victories  at  sea,  would  lie  equally  available  if  properly 
conducted  on  land."  Yet  before  Waterloo,  the  French  Peninsular 
officers  comforted  themselves  with  the  reflection,  that  the  Emperor 
had  not  yet  been  opposed — excepting  at  Acre,  which  was  judiciously 
forgotten — to  the  English  troops — that  the  Old  Guard  had  never 
been  looked  upon  in  all  the  grimness  of  gasconade ; — (laurjhter) — 
and  il  wait,"  said  they,  "till  (ken."  Well!  the  time  came  ut  last 
of  this  much-wished  for  consummation.  There  was  the  Emperor — 
there  was  the  Guard — there  was  the  flower  of  France — there  was 
Ney — and  Murat,  and  the  other  thunderbolts  of  war,  fighting  for 
their  lives,  their  honors,  their  fame,  with  all  the  desperation  of  men 
who  knew  that  victory  was  glory  and  fortune,  and  that  defeat  was 
total  ruin.  And  what  was  the  result? — (sly,  what  wag  the  result  /) 
— Foy,  and  other  writers  of  his  school,  filled  with  mean  jealousy 
against  the  great  and  glorious  General  that  prostrated  their  idol,  a 
meanness  of  whieh  Bonaparte  himself,  to  his  disgrace,  was  guiltv,* 
say  all  that  they  can  to  depreciate  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  (Scorn- 
ful lauykter.)  They  employ  all  the  petty  and  contemptible  so- 
phistry with  which  the  discomfited  have  always  consoled  themselves, 
In  decry  the  military  skill  of  a  General  who  never  knew  what  it 
was  to  be  defeated  ;  and  some  of  them  go  so  far  as  to  say,  with 
countenances  of  triple  brass,  that  the  French  had  actually  won  the 
victory,  and  that  the  English  were  beaten  some  half-dozen  times  in 
the  course,  of  the  day.  If  we  ask  them  why,  if  beaten,  were  they 
not  driven  off  the  ground  ?  why  did  not  your  victorious  legions 
hound  them  over  the  Held  in  bloody  chase  ?  It  would  have  l>ecn  A 
new  sight  to  have  seen  the  backs;  of  an  English  battali  n.  (Cheers.) 
Foy  will  give  the  answer.  "There  they  stood,"  says  he, — ''there 
they  stood,  the  IMMOVAIILE  BATTALIONS,  as  if  they  wire  rooted  to  the 
ground"  Ay,  there  they  stood,  indeed — 

No  thought  of  flight. 

None  <«f  retreat — no  uubfttmiiug  sound 
That  argue-*!  fenr  — 

until  the  moment  came,  when,  responsive  to  the  long  pan  ted -for 
signal, f  "  Up,  Guards,  and  at  them,"  they  rushed  forward  to  tho 


THE   NATIONAL   DEBT.  123 

nnnihilation  of  the  army  which  had  beaten  them,  according  to  all 
the  laws  of  war — (loud  cheers) — laws  which,  it  seems,  they  could 
not  comprehend.  Long  may  suc-h  stupidity  characterize  the  soldiers 
of  England! — (Shouts  of  laughter} — .Long  may  she  be  able,  when 
necessity  requires,  to  send  forth  into  the  field,  the  immovable  bat- 
talions which  cannot  be  persuaded  of  defeat — a  word  that  could  not 
make  its  appearance  in  their  vocabulary. — (Continued  applause) — 
James,  gentlemen,  Mr  Speaker — I  may  be  reminded  here,  that  no- 
body is  doubting  the  valor,  &c.  &c.  &c.  of  the  British  army  and 
navy,  and  that  the  only  difficulty  in  the  case,  is  the  money.  How 
can  you  go  to  war,  when  your  National  Debt  is  800,000,000  ol 
pounds,*  to  say  nothing  of  shillings  and  pence, — and  your  annual 
taxes  fifty  or  sixty  millions,  as  depicted  in  a  standing  column  of  the 
Quarterly  Review,  some  numbers  ago?  To  carry  on  a  war,  you 
must  either  borrow  money  or  increase  your  taxation,  before  you 
propose  to  do  either!  0  curves  in  terram  animce !  Is  this  pitiful 
penny  policy  to  tie  down  the  giant  of  England  with  its  Lilliputian 
bondage? — (Laughter) — We  agree  with  those  who  desire  that  the 
burdens  laid  upon  the  country  should  be  as  light  as  is  consistent 
with  its  security  and  honor, — but  not  one  farthing  lighter.  When 
its  security  and  honor  demand  it,  we  are  prepared  to  lay  on,  and 
"cursed  be  he  who  first  cries,  Hold, — enough." — (Hear,  hear,  hear.) 
We  have  no  patience  with  those  who  tell  us,  that  the  resources  of 
the  country  would  not  enable  us  to  support  double  the  taxation  that 
they  do  at  present,  provided  circumstances  required  it. — (Ek  ?  eh? 
eh?  hoo's  that?) — Is  there  any  one  who  does  not  perceive,  that  we 
could  more  easily  bear  the  reimposition  of  the  Income-tax,  (I hae  nae 
objection  to  the  Income-ta.x,)  or  some  other  one  less  obnoxious  in  its 
mode  of  collection,  than  we  were  at  the  time  of  its  greatest  pres- 
sure ?  And  is  there  any  man  acquainted  with  the  manner  in  which 
we  should  go  to  war  now,  who  will  not  agree  with  us  when  we  say, 
that  that  sum  would  be  amply  sufficient  to  carry  us  through  any 
contest  in  which  there  is  the  slightest  chance  of  our  being  engaged  1 
He  who  will  be  hardy  enough  to  say  so,  does  not  know  how  far 
thirteen  or  fourteen  millions  of  money  expended  on  ourselves — 
(Hear,  hear  hear,) — not  in  subsidies,  the  day  of  which  is,  thank  hea- 
ven !  gone  by — (hear) — not  in  broken  and  detached  expeditions  ; 
but  in  the  maintenance  of  one  or  two  great  fleets  and  armies, — not 
in  distant  and  expensive  struggles  about  colonies;  but  in  Europe 
itself,  at  the  head-quarters,  in  the  very  penetralia  of  an  enemy  who 

*  F'om  1S03  to  1815.  the  whole  period  of  the  war  with  Napoleon,  the  British  expenditure 
/ras  £l  ,I59,729,'25G.  The  last  four  years  (1812  to  1815  inclusive)  cost  £457.709.135,  and  the  ex- 
penditure in  three  months-in  Isl5,  from  the  time  Napoleon  was  proclaimed  an  outlaw,  in 
March,  to  the  Battle  of  Waterloo,  in  June,  (rather  loss  than  three  months)  was  nearly  II" 
millions  sterling. — actually  (C8f,455.!lS6.'  True,  as  well  as  forcible  was  Brougham's  remark, 
when  he  chance  of  an  European  war  was  subsequently  discussed,  that  ''  Kugland  was  bouril 
«ver  in  BOO  millions  sterling  to  keep  the  peace." — M 
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should  be  hardy  enough  to  make  it  necessary  for  us  to  assault  hirr:, 
—not,  in  short,  in  the  fribble  school  of  the  timid  and  cautious  gen 
erals  of  the  early  days  of  the  Antijaoobin  war,  who  suffered  them- 
selves to  be  frightened  into  the  belief  that  we  could  not  oppose  the 
great  continental  powers  in  the  fit-Id,  but  that  we  sh  .uld  be  satisfied 
to  play  second  fiddle  to  nations  who  took  our  money  when  it  served 
their  purposes,  and  deserted  our  side  when  they  had  been  saturated 
with  our  guineas.  No.  The  Wellington  school  has  put  an  end  to 
that — (Loud  cries  of  hear,  hear,  hear,  from  the  whole  house) — and  if 
we  must  fight,  a  short  clause  of  three  or  four  lines  in  a  money-bill 
would  in  three  months  put  us  in  possession  of  the  sinews  of  war. — 
(Hear,  hear.) — If  we  wished  to  borrow  money — O  Pluto!  God  of 
the  Stock  Exchange — wouidst  thou  not  open  thy  bags,  and  let  loose 
the  imprisoned  angels  on  the  faith  of  the  flag  of  Old  England  ? — 
(Loud  cries  of  hear,  hear,  interrupted  with  laughter.) — When  Gregor 
Macgregor,  Cacique  of  Poyais,  when  Simon  Bolivar,  Lord  Protector 
of  Colombia,  when  King  Ferdinand  of  Spain,  who,  like  his  great 
predecessor,  Esquire  South  (see  Arbuthnot's  John  Bull,)  though 
rich  in  plate  has  no  breeches,  when  Senor  Thicflado,  or  whatever 
else  his  name  is,  from  Mexico,  (Laut/h ter)  when  Don  Pedro,  im- 
porter of  raw  Irishmen,  of  Brazil,  (continued  laughter)  when,  to 
make  short  work  of  it,  Parthians,  and  Medes,  and  Elamites,  and 
the  dwellers  in  Mesopotamia,  and  in  .imla-.-i.  and  Cappadocia,  in 
Pontus  and  Asia.  Phrygia  and  Pnmphylia,  in  Egypt  and  in  the  parts 
of  Libya  about  Cyiene,  and  strangers  of  Rome,  Jews  and  prose- 
lytes, Cretes  and  Arabians,  have  been  borrowing  money  from  us, 
(Convulsions  of  latiyh (IT)  when  in  ten  years  we  have  lent  these  lads 
more  than  a  hundred  millions  of  money*— ris  it  to  be  believed,  that 
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the  only  person  who  should  be  refused  when  he  asked,  would  be 
King  George  the  Fourth,  if  he  were  to  show  his  noble  countenance 
among  the  Jews  and  Gentiles  ofCornhill? — (Thunderous  cheers  from 
all  parts  of  the  House) — that  would  be  a  hard  ease  indeed — (Laugh- 
ter)— But  of  London  it  may  be  said,  as  of  the  great  maritime  cities 
of  old,  that  her  merchants  are  princes — they  do  not  belong  to  the 
Maminonites,  "  who,  dead  to  glory,  only  burn  for  gold." — (Hear, 
hear,  hear) — Though  they,  and  their  sons,  and  their  servants,  go  out 
in  ships  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, — distant  far,  their  eyes 
are  still  dazzled  into  tears  by  the  dream  of  the  white  cliffs  of  Albion 
— (Hear,  hear,  hear,) — to  their  hearts  their  native  isle  is  the  fairest 
gem  set  in  all  the  sea;  and  were  their  King  in  jeopardy,  they  would 
pour  the  wealth  of  the  world  at  his  feet,  till  fleets  and  armies  were 
seen  on  all  our  seas  and  shores,  in  service  of  him,  the  highest- 
minded  of  all  the  House  of  Brunswick,  who  never  has  forgotten  the 
principles  that  seated  his  family  on  the  throne  of  these  unconquered 
and  unconquerable  kingdoms. — (Peals  of  thunder  absolutely  terrible.) 

(For  a  few  moments  there  reigns  a  dead  silence — then  another  peal  of 
thunder  rolls  in  tumultuous  echoes  up  and  down  all  the  streets  and 
squares  of  (he  city,  till,  as  if  reverberated  from  the  Castle,  it  dies 
over  Arthur's  Seat  among  the  stars.) 

Shepherd.  Lift  him   up  gently,  lift  him  up  gently — and  for  hea- 
ven's sake,  tak  care  o'  the  gouty  foot. 

(The  Master  of  the  Canongate  Kilwinning — Senior  and  Junior  War- 
dens— two  Highland  Chieftains  in  full  gw.  b — and  the  Russian  Gen- 
eral— bear  MR.  NOIITH  out  in  triumph  on  their  shoulders,  and  the 
procession  disappears.) 


J26  NOCTES   AMBROSIANA. 


No.  XXXIX.— NOVEMBER,  1828. 

SCENE  I.—  Tfie  smaller  Oval.  Time,  seven  o'clock.  NORTH  and 
SIIEPHEKD.  T«ble  with  silver  urn — Tea  and  coffee-pots,  ditto- 
China,  pattern  the  Murder  of  the  Innocents — Cakes,  crumpets, 
cookies,  muffins,  hunns.  ithor thread,  petticoat-tails.  <Lc.  <kc.  Honey, 
marmalade,  jams,  jellies,  d'C.  Rizzards,  kipper,  red  herrings, 
eggs,  <tc.  Dutch  dram-case,  THE  BOTTLE,  &c. 

Shepherd.  I  think  little  or  naethin<r.  Mr.  North,  o'  the  four-hours 
by  way  o'  a  meal,  excepp  a  man  has  happened,  by  some  miscalcu- 
lation o'  time  or  place,  to  miss  his  dinner. 

Nortii.  I  cannot  now  do,  James,  without  a  single  cup  of  coffee. 

Shepherd.  A  single  cup  o'  coffee  !  gin  \e  hae  drunk  ane  the  nichl, 
sir,  you've  drank  half  a  dizzrn — forbye  twa  di>hes — or  ca'  them 
rather  l>owls — for  cups  wad  indeed  be  a  misnomer— or  rather  baish- 
iiis  o'  gun-poother  tee  — 

North.  As  you  love  me,  my  dear  James,  call  it  not  tee — but  lay. 
That,  though  obsolete,  is  the  classical  pronunciation.  Thus  Pop.) 
sings  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  canto  first, 

"  Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  glide  away. 
And  sip  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea.* 

And  also  in  canto  third — 

"  Where  thou,  preat  Anna,  whom  throe  realms  olx»y, 
D«*t  sometimes  counsel  take,  and  sometimes  l«'u." 

And  finally  in  the  Basset  Table — 

"  Tell,  tell  your  grief,  attentive  will  I  stay. 
Though  time  is  preciuu*,  und  1  want  some  tea." 

Sheplerd.  A  body  might  think  frae  the  rhymes,  that  Pop  had 
brnn  an  Eerishman.* 

North.  Now,  my  dear  James,  remember  your  promise — that  you 
will  allow  me  to  play  first  fiddle  as  long  as  the  urn  hisses — or,  as 

*  Tb«  Jriib,  to  whf.ro  Knrliih  wai  originally  a  foreign  Unpu«c*.  hive  pmKtbly  pr«Mrrv4 
U>"  tirnitdind  full  |>rtiauiiriMioii  of  tb«  vo»el».  *>  thry  oriKinally  heard  it.  l-rlnrr  mid  during 
Ihr  vi«rU  of  ^p*nc»r  and  K«i>  ifii  (so,  the  nai«l  ullrrxniv  :.!!•<  d  <i  by  the  Knel»b  purittai 
t\<n  t>t  ihc  ••fly  rwirt  of  th«  Mv«ntM>Bth  coniury,  *»•»  Urcm^ht  otrr  by  Th«  1'ilrniir  ralbnn, 
•nit  nxunicin*  ii»«lf,  in  Aairrici,  ]articu'»rl)  »  Lrrr  th«y  Mtll*<l,  to  Ibu  day.— M. 
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Wordsworth  says  of  the  kettle  on  the  fire,  "  murmurs  its  sweet 
undersong." 

Shepherd.  Play  awa  then,  sir — but  dinna  you  forget  that  I  am  to 
do  the  same  thing  after  sooper.  Try  to  be  as  little  wearisome  as 
you  can,  and  first  plump  anitherlump  o'  loaf-sugar  intil  my  bai&hin. 

North.  Why,  James,  you  not  only  said  you  were  for  no  more 
tay,  but  turned  up  your  cup  and  laid  your  spoon  across  — 

Shepherd.  You're  leein' — I  did  nae  sic  thing — or  if  I  did,  I  noo 
draw  back,  and  eat  in  my  words  — 

North.  Why,  after  eating  in  so  much  multifarious  and  multitudi 
nous  bread,  1  should  think  you  will  find  that  no  easy  matter  — 

Shepherd.  Do  ye  ca' that  playin'  the  first  fiddle?  Gie  ower  at- 
temptin'  bein'  wutty  the  nicht,  sir,  for  you've  never  recovered  your- 
self after  fa'in  intil  yon  pun.  It's  an  easy  matter  for  ane  that's  nae 
conjuror  to  swallow  the  staff  o'  life.  But  "  leave  off  your  damna- 
ble faces  and  begin." 

North.  Won't  you  allow  me,  my  dear  Shepherd,  a  half  caulker  ? 

Shepherd.  .Na — but  '11  aloo  you  a  haill  ane — arid  as  ae  freeir 
canna  do  anither  a  greater  service  than  to  show  him  a  gude  example 
— up  goes  my  wee  finger — 

(The  SHEPHERD  upsets  the  BOTTLE — the  bottle  upsets  the  urn — the 
urn  upsets  the  teapot —  fke  teapot  upsets  the  coffee-pot,  the  coffee- 
pot upsets  the  cream-jug,  and  the  Murder  of  the  Innocents  is 
brought  to  a  catastn^/te.  Enter  MK.  AMBROSE  and  Household, 
in  great  agitation.} 

Omnes.  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh ! 

North.  Calm  'mid  the  crash  of  the  whole  Empire  of  China,  I  lean 
upon  my  crutch. 

Shepherd.  A  meeracie — a  meeracle  !  I've  wrought  a  mecracle. 
The  cheeny,  though  frail  and  fair  as  crancreuch,  has  nae  sae  much  as 
ae  sasser  chipped  on  the  rim.  No  an  atom  broken.  A' that  belangs 
to  The  Magazine  is  imperishable. 

Ambrose.  Wonderful — most  wonderful !  (Exit  with  his  tail.) 

Shepherd.  Noo,  sir — begin  your  lecture. 

North.  The  origin  of  poetry  is  only  to  lie  investigated  in  the 
principles  and  demands  of  human  nature.  Wherever  man  has  as- 
serted his  humanity,  we  find  some  sort  of  composition,  oral  or 
written,  spontaneous  or  premeditated,  answering  to  the  general 
notion  'of  the  poetic.  Authentic  history  informs  us  of  no  time  when 
poetry  was  not;  and  if  the  divine  art  has  sometimes  sung  its  own 
nativity  it  is  in  strains  which  confess  while  they  glorify  ignorance, 
The  sacred  annals  are  silent,  and  the  heathens,  by  referring  the  in- 
vention of  verse  to  the  gods,  do  but  tell  us  that  the  mortal  inventor 
was  unknown. 
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Sheplerd.  Of  airts,*  as  of  men,  the  beginnings  sir,  are  commonly 
too  weak  to  remember  themsells.  As  therefore  the  first  man  could 
never  have  learned  but  by  express  revelation,  whence  he  was,  or  hoo 
and  when  he  began  to  be — so  does  the  obscurity  that  invests  the 
original  of  poetry  seem  to  me  to  evince  its  primeval  nobility. 

North.  Good,  James.  In  all  the  legends  of  antiquity,  history^ 
allegory,  and  arbitrary  fiction,  are  inextricably  interwoven.  Vain 
were  the  attempt  to  unravel  the  complex  tissue,  and  to  sort  the 
threads  according  to  their  several  shades  of  truth  and  falsehood.  To 
borrow  the  pleasing  illustration  of  one  who  was  himself  more  poet 
than  historian,  the  truih  that  has  been  in  fabulous  tradition,  is  like 
the  dew  of  morning  for  which  we  may  look  in  vain  beneath  a 
scorching  noon. 

Shepherd.  Gin  poetry  be  "the  spontaneous  overflow  of  powerful 
feelings,  regulated  by  an  internal  lj»w  o'  order  and  beauty,"  why 
inquire  after  its  origin  at  a'?  \Vherefore  doubt  that  it  was  heard  in 
Paradise,  that  it  expressed  the  loves,  the  jo)s,  the  devotions  of  our 
first  paix-nts  in  those  happy  days,  sir,  when 

Often  from  the  steep 

Of  echoing  liill  or  thicket  they  linve  heard 
Celestial  voices  to  the  midnight  uir, 
Singing  their  great  Creatoi- — 

•  •  •  • 

Lowly  they  bo\v'd,  adorinp,  am!  began 
Their  orison*,  eiieh  morning  duly  paid 
In  various  t-tyle  ;  for  neither  various  .«t\  lo, 
Nor  holy  rupture  wanted  they  to  praise 
'I  heir  M'iiki  r  in  tit  strains  pronounced  or  suug 
Unweditnted.  such  prompt  eloquence 
Fl«-w'd  from  their  lip*,  in  pr«*o  or  numerous  verse, 
More  tunable  than  needed  lute  or  hui  p 
To  odd  more  fswceUiesa ! 

North.  No  less  beautifully  than  aptly  ricited,  my  dear  Shepherd. 
But  if  by  a  poet  we  mean  an  artist,  an  artist.  James,  who,  by  the 
voluntary  exercise  «.f  ft  certain  faculty,  according  to  certain  rules, 
produces  semblances  of  the  emanations  of  native  passions,  which, 
though  ever  high  and  rapturous,  are  no  longer  absolute  reality,  but 
always  pure  and  happy,  refilled  and  exalted  semblances  for  purposes 
of  delight  and  edification,  then  may  it  not  safely  he  assumed  that 
music  and  j KM- try  were  of  coeval  birth,  twin  streams  from  one  fount- 
ain, how  widely  soever  their  currents  may  since  have  diverged. 

Shfjtlurd.  That'll  it  to  a  hair.  sir. 

North.  The  ear  i«  endued  with  an  instinctive  sense  of  proportion, 
¥.-..\  is  naturally  delighted  with  a  sweet  sound,  as  thec\i:witha 

•  Th«  word  atrti  ngnifin  "  th»  poinU  of  the  rmn|  n*»  " — M 
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brilliant  hue,  and  the  palate  with  a  luscious  savor.  The  elements 
of  rhythm  and  melody  exist  in  language  itself,  and  in  the  modula- 
tions of  the  untutored  voice. 

Shepherd.  And  are  they  no  perceived  in  the  sang  o'  birds,  in  the 
fa'  o'  waters,  in  the  mounting  swell  and  dying  cawdence  of  the 
wund  — 

North.  In  the  repeated  percussion  of  sonorous  bodies  — 

Shepherd.  In  the  murmur  o'  the  sea,  in  the  hum  o'  distant  and 
mighty  multitudes? 

North.  Metrical  arrangements  frequently  occur,  you  will  observe, 
James,  in  common  conversation,  and  are  readily,  perhaps  most 
readily,  perceived  by  children.  Nor  can  it  be  doubted,  that  man,  in 
the  childhood  of  the  race,  was  feelingly  alive  to  such  casual  music, 
and  eager  to  reproduce,  by  imitation,  those  concords  at  once  so  new 
and  so  delightful. 

Shepherd.  That's  verra  ingenious  and  verra  true,  sir. 

North.  In  the  first  ages  a  few  and  slight  hints  were  sufficient  to 
evoke  the  idea  of  an  art,  though  to  realize  and  develope  it,  an  indefi- 
nite period  of  time,  and  many  auxiliary  circumstances,  might  be 
necessary.  In  cultivated  life,  man  resembles  certain  equestrian 
tribes,  who  live  so  perpetually  on  horseback,  that  they  almost  forget 
how  to  walk.  We  lose  the  faculty  of  invention  by  relying  on  the 
inventions  of  others,  as  musicians  who  play  constantly  from  the 
book,  are  often  at  a  loss  to  recall  the  simplest  strain  by  the  unas- 
sisted ear. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  case  wi'  a'  first-rate  fiddlers. 

North.  But  in  the  beginning  it  was  not  so.  Had  our  forefathers, 
like  us,  depended  on  rules  and  instruments  of  art,  James,  how  could 
art  or  instruments  have  been- discovered  ? 

Shepherd.  Never  till  the  end  o'  time,  sir. 

North.  Yet  I  am  not  disposed  to  refer  the  origin  of  Poetry,  or  of 
any  worldly  faculty,  to  immediate  revelation. 

Shepherd.  Nor  me  neither.  Revelation  does  not  authoreese  sio 
an  inference,  and  wad  scarcely  do  that  for  man,  which  natur  and 
.reason  enable  him  to  do  for  himsell. 

North,  but  I  do  believe,  James,  that  the  same  Providence  who 
makes  a  blind  man's  touch  a  substitute  for  sight,  and  mercifully 
supplies  the  defect  or  absence  of  one  member  "by  the  preternatural 
activity  of  some  other,  bestowed  on  the  patriarchs  of  humjrn  kind  a 
finer  tact,  a  more  wakeful  eye,  and  ear,  and  heart,  than  we,  their 
later  progeny,  possess. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  that  we  twa  had  been  antediluvians ! 

North.  Seated  in._a  luxuriant  clime,  with  just  enough  of  natural 
wants  to  stimulate,  not  exhaust  their  industry,  blest  with  undege- 
nerate  vigor,  and  antediluvian  length  of  days,  our  first  ancestors 
VOL.  III.— 10 
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had  both  leisure  and  aptitude  to  become  inventors — to  improve 
every  suggestion  of  chance  and  nature.  An  old  tradition  asctihea 
the  first  hint  of  musical  notes  to  the  strokes  of  a  hammer  »p«>n  the 
anvil — an  ingenious  fancy,  which  derives  some  countenance  from  the 
scriptural  record,  that  Ju!>al,  "  the  father  of  all  that  handle  the  harp 
and  organ,"  was  half-brother  to  Tubal-Cain,  "the  instructor  of  every 
artificer  in  brass  and  iron.*' 

Shepherd.  Baith  being  sons  o'  Lamech. 

North.  Nor,  James,  should  we  too  scornfully  reject  the  pretty 
tales  of  the  Gentiles,  the  chorded  shell  of  Hermes,  and  the  wax- 
cemented  pipe  of  the  wood-god — since  they  serve  at  least  to  prove 
from  how  small  an  urn  Antiquity  conceived  the  stream  of  harmony 
to  flow. 

Shepherd.  Verse,  if  it  didna  precede  instrumental  music,  would 
follow  close  ahint  it,  I  suspeck. 

North.  Now,  James,  suppose  a  certain  measure  or  measures  once 
discovered,  to  accommodate  them  with  the  words  would  be  both 
easy  and  obvious.  Early  bards  are  very  unceremonious  in  forcing 
language  into  a  predetermined  mould.  Accent,  quantity,  and 
orthoepy,  yield  to  the  spirit  of  music — and  words  are  set  extempore 
to  the  tune. 

Shepherd.  Just  sae,  sir — just  sae — carry  on. 

North.  Unfixed  languages  are  pliant  and  supple,  James,  as  an 
infant's  limbs. 

Shepherd.  And  that's  soople  eneiu-h. 

North.  The  versification  of  a  semi-barbarous  people  is  often  com 
plex  and  various,  and  only  becomes  simple  and  uniform  when  Ian 
guage  has  done  growing,  and  critics  have  broken  it  into  orderly 
paces.  The  prosody  of  the  Welch  constitutes  a  curious  and  difficult 
topic  of  antiquaiiun  discussion,  and  the  ancient  Itunic  boasted  of 
more  than  a  hundred  and  twenty  measures. 

Shepherd.  That's  no  verru  inony. 

North.  There  is  a  time  when  a  poet  can  shape  the  language  to  his 
thoughts,  and  then  comes  a  time  when  he  must  shape  his  thoughts 
to  the  language. 

Shepherd.  A  true  antithesis,  sir. 

North.  The  poet  of  the  first  period  is  truly  a  maker, — the  versifier 
of  the  second  must  !»«•  a  rare  geiiius,  if  he  be  more  than  a  composer. 

Shepherd    Capital! 

North.  In  the  age  of  Orpheus  or  Homer,  language  was  like  th« 
primu  tiHittrisi  of  undent  metaphysics. 

Shepherd.    \N  liat  the  devil  is  that? 

North.  A  MMnetliii.g  that  \et  was  nothing. 

Shepherd.  Eh  } 

North.  Capable  of  all  forms,  confined   by  no  actual  shapo,  but 
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plrstic  as  the  formless  element,  which  some  fine  spirit  might  choose 
for  a  temporary  vehicle. 

Snepherd.  O  sir!  hut  you  are  gettin'  fearsomely  profoon' ! 

North.  Language  is  the  first-born  of  the  human  intellect,  and,  too 
common  case,  the  child  is  become  the  tyrant  of  the  parent. 

Shepherd.  A  parricide?     Unnatural  monster! 

North.  But  once  it  was  obedient,  and  then,  instinct  with  divine 
sense,  and  following  the  paces  of  music,  which,  in  all  its  wild  excur- 
sions, and  labyrinths  of  sound,  still  grows  out  of  unity,  and  when 
farthest  off,  is  still  returning  to  unity,  it  became  poetry. 

Shepherd.  A  pike-staff's  a  joke  to  that  for  plainness 

North.  As  soon  as  measure  was  applied  to  significant  sounds,  we 
may  suppose  that  its  convenience,  as  a  technical  remembrancer, 
would  insure  its  adoption  by  all  whom  choice  or  need  made  public 
speakers,  especially  in  nations  to  whom  writing  was  unknown,  or 
not  generally  known.  Even  the  most  prosaic  subjects — History, 
Legislation,  Science — were  anciently  sung  to  the  lyre;  nor  could 
the  real  poets,  who  were  prompted  by  a  commanding  impulse  to 
sway  the  minds  of  their  compatriots,  fail  to  observe  the  influences 
of  melody,  and  court  its  alliance. 

Shepherd.  Alloo  me  to  tak  anither  caulker,  sir. — Noo,  I'm  ready 
for  you  again. 

North.  The  wonderful  effects  which  Grecian  fancy  attributed  to 
the  strains  of  Orpheus  and  Amphion,  should  not  be  ascribed  solely 
to  hyperbolical  metaphor  and  baseless  fiction. 

Shepherd.  There  never  was  a  baseless  fiction. 

North.  No  fiction,  unless  imposed  by  authority  on  the  conscience 
of  men,  could  ever  obtain  general  credence,  if  it  be  not  symbolical 
of  truth. 

Shepherd.  Truth's  the  essence — Fiction  the  form.  Poets  in  early 
times  never  claimed  the  merit  of  inventing  stories.  • 

North.  Excellent,  James !  The  ancients  pretended  a  bona  fide 
inspiration,  and  the  romancers  of  the  middle  age  refer  to  their 
authorities  with  more  than  historical  ostentation.  They  relate 
wonders,  because  themselves  believe  them  probable,  and  their 
audiences  are  delighted  to  think  them  true. 

Shepherd.  For  myain  pairt,  I  can  believe  ony  thing. 

North.  But  to  court  admiration  by  professed  audacity  of  falsehood, 
is  the  device  of  a  palled  and  superannuated  age. 

Shepherd.   When  Time  is  in  his  dotage,  like. 

North.  While  the  limits  of  possibility  are  undefined,  the  little  that 
is  seen  will  procure  credit  for  all  that  can  be  conceived.  The  early 
Greeks  were  conscious  of  the  power  of  music  over  mind,  and  there- 
fore readily  believed  in  its  power  over  matter. 
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Shepherd.  The  transition's  easy  to  creturs  like  us  o'  a  mixed 
nature. 

North.  How  great,  James,  must  have  been  the  sway  of  harmony, 
among  a  people  who  could  suppose  it  imperative  over  insensate 
nature,  potent  to  '•  uproot  the  fixed  forest,"  to  stay  the  lapse  of  waters, 
to  charm  deaf  stones  to  motion  and  symmetry,  and  change  the  sav- 
agery of  brutes  to  mildness  and  obedience  !  Nor  should  that  later 
and  more  learned  fable  be  forgotten,  which  imagines  an  eternal  con 
cert  of  the  universe,  a  ceaseless  "dance  and  minstrelsy  "  of  the 
never-wearied  stars. 

There's  not  the  smallest  orb  which  thou  behold'st, 

But  in  its  motion  like  an  angel  sings, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-eyed  cherubim — 

Such  H.u  MI..I1Y  is  in  immortal  souls; 

But  whilst  this  muddv  vesture  of  decay 

Doth  grossly  close  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it 

Shepherd.  I'm  sure  that  maun  be  Shakspeare,  sir. 

N'rrth.  No  other  mortal.  Then,  James,  in  a  more  moral  vein  the 
great  Theban  — 

Shepherd.  And  wha's  he  ? 

North.  Pindar.  He  a*cribes  to  music  the  power  of  stilling  and 
soothing  the  sternest  of  immortal  natures — hear  him  in  his  first 
Pythian  ode. 

Shepherd.  Ye  maunna  spoot  Greek  upon  me,  my  dear  sir. 

North.  No,  James.     Hear  him  in  English. 

My  harp  of  gold,  that  eloquently  pleadest 

For  young  Apollo,  and  the  durk-hair'd  maids. 

That  sanctify  Pierian  glades. 

Sovereign  of  the  numbered  measure, 

Tli.'ii  the  gladsome  motion  leadest 

Of  merry  dance,  the  prime  of  pleasure. 

Dance  and  song  ol>ey  thy  bidding. 

Every  maze  of  rnus  c  thrilling  ; 
WTien  thrilling,  trembling  through  thy  vocal  wires, 
Thou  sound'st  the  signal  to  the  festive  choirs ; 
And  thou  canst  queiu-h  the  wnrring  thunder  In-mid 
Of  fire  immortal.     On  Jove's  "  sceptred  hand" 
The  Monarch  Kaglc  sleep*,  o'«rpower'd  by  tlice, 
And  the  »we«t  impulse  of  thy  mcKidy. 
His  beaked  head  a  dusky  slumber  shrouds 
Like  a  soft  curt  nil  i  o'er  hi*  sunlit  eye; 
And  each  strong  pinion,  wont  t»  cleave  the  clouda, 
Close  by  hi*  side,  hunt's  loose  nnd  Inzily  ; 
A  languid  grace  In-  hther  Intek  as*um«*. 
And  wavy  curls  play  o'er  his  ruffled  plume*, 
Yea,  the  rough  soldier  (»«d,  the  lustv  Mars, 
Forget*  the  rugged  vigor  of  his  might, 
The  hurtling  laix-en.  and  mail-whirring  curs. 
And  onlnui  his  heart  with  drowsy,  dull  delight 
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For  thy  enchantment,  finely  -wrought. 

Controls  the  Gods,  and  charms  eternal  thought; 

By  the  sage  art,  Latona's  son  infuses, 

By  the  wise  skill  of  those  deep-bosom'd  Mus^ 

But  dark,  and  evil,  and  unholy  things, 

Whom  God  not  loves,  they  shudder  at  the  strain ; 

The  blessed  strain  the  blessed  Goddess  sings 

On  earth,  and  all  throughout  the  vast,  unconquerable  main. 

What  do  you  think  of  that,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  That's  as  gude  poetry's  ever  1  heard  in  a'  my  born 
days.  O,  sir,  you're  a  master-mason  in  buildin'  up  the  lefty  rhyme. 
Gie  us  a'  Pindar  in  English. 

North.  Perhaps.  The  marvels  of  song  and  melody  were  not  con- 
fined to  Greece.  We  have  unerring  testimony  that  in  a  holier  land, 
a  really  inspired  minstrel  could  restore  a  distracted  soul  to  reason, 
and  assuage  the  agony  of  judicial  madness. 

Shepherd.  David  harping  before  Saul  ! 

North.  The  truth  is,  James,  that  antiquity  possessed  a  livelier 
sense  of  harmonious  combinations  than  the  moderns,  with  all  their 
refinement,  can  easily  conceive.  The  very  habit  of  judging,  disput- 
ing, and  comparing  the  merit  of  various  composers,  materially 
weakens,  if  it  does  not  utterly  destroy,  the  influence  of  the  composi- 
tion. A  critic  may,  indeed,  be  delighted  with  the  science  of  the 
work,  and  the  skill  of  the  performer,  hut  has  little  perception  of  thft 
simple  self-oblivious  rapture,  the  entranced  faith  of  childhood  and 
unsophisticated  nature.  He  cannot  he  pleased,  "he  knows  not  why, 
and  cares  not  wherefore  "  His  satisfaction  is,  perhaps,  more  intel- 
lectual and  permanent,  but  it  is  far  less  intense. 

Shepherd.  The  raptures  o'  a  musical  cognocenti  never  seem  to 
me  to  be  sincere — the  cretur's  aye  proof  o'  himsell,  and  cries, 
"  Whist! "  to  the  like  o'  us  for  rnffin',  with  an  intolerable  insolence, 
for  which  he  would  be  cheap  o'  gettin'  himsell  knocked  doon,  or 
kicked  out  o'  St.  Cecilia's  Ha'. 

North.  Of  the  Greeks,  it  may  be  held,  that  they  retained,  amid 
the  highest  cultivation,  that  intelligent  susceptibility  to  numerous 
sound,  which  deified  the  Muses,  and  ascribed  to  the  same  young  and 
beautiful  power,  the  origin  and  dominion  of  Light,  and  Harmony. 

Shepherd.   Mournfu'  music's  unco  like  moonlicht. 

North.  More  than  one  philosopher  has  deemed  music  a  fit  subject 
of  legislation,  and  innovators  were  doomed  to  exile  and  dishonor. 

Shepherd.  That  was  carryin'  the  matter  rather  ower  far. 

North.  Something,  perhaps  a  great  deal.  James,  is  to  be  allowed 
for  the  superior  delicacy  of  southern  organization  ;  much  is  to  be 
set  down  to  the  close,  and  almost  inseparable  union  of  music  with 
sublime  and  impassioned  words. 
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Shepherd.  O'  a'  the  senses,  hearing  seems  to  be  maist  at  the 
mercy  o'  memory.  HOW  often  have  a  few  bars  o'  some  w eel  ken t 
air,  though  aihlins  "  whistled  for  want  n'  thought, ''  charmed  hack 
the  feelings  o'  departed  years,  makin*  us  smile  or  weep,  we  know 
not  why?  Mony  a  time  hae  I  dighted  my  een,  when  a'  at  ance  the 
sang  o'  some  lunely  lassie  liltin'  by  hersell,  has  brought  the  spirit  o' 
onld  times  ower  the  dowie  holmes  o'  Yarrow,  and  filled  ihe  haill 
Forest  wi'  a  lament  mair  ruefu'  than  hclangcd  or  c«>uld  beiang  to 
the  scenes  or  sufferins  o'  this  waukin'  warld  ! 

North.  Beautiful,  James.  Then  the  Greeks,  a  hearinq.  not  a 
reading  people,  cultivated  their  native  sensibilitv  of  ear  till  it  lieeamo 
as  feelingly  discriminative  of  audible,  as  their  eyes  of  visible  beauties. 
Their  language,  so  picturesque  and  imitative,  had  d«'iil«tles.s  a  strung 
reaction  on  that  frame  of  intellect,  that  constitution  of  societv  out  of 
which  it  grew.  As  they  seldom  studied  foreign  tongues,  their  own 
appeared  rather  as  the  living  liody  of  thought  than  its  conventional 
sign,  and  was  polished  to  a  degree  of  refinement  which  its  natural 
vigor  preserved  from  effeminacy,  and  the  logical  shrewdness  of  the 
speaker  from  florid  emptiness. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  think,  sir,  its  ower  late  for  me  to  begin  learn- 
ing Greek  ? 

North.  Rather.  Need  we  then  wonder,  Theocritus,  at  the  achieve- 
ments of  Grecian  eloquence  and  Grecian  song,  or  ra-*hlv  discredit 
the  recorded  effects  of  glorious  imaginations  expressed  in  a  language 
of  all  others  the  most  eloquent  and  poetical,  wafted  on  "sweet  air," 
to  the  souls  of  a  people,  who  craved  for  beauty  and  melody  with  a 
lover's  longings  ? 

Shepherd.   What  was  their  music  like  ? 

North.  That  it  was  simpler  than  tuns,  more  confined  in  compass, 
less  rich  in  combination,  might  not  render  it  less  popularly  effective. 
It  was  not  for  chromatic  ears;  it  was  probably,  in  its  rudiments,  a 
measured  imitation  of  the.  tones  and  inflexions  of  the  human  voice, 
under  the  modulation  of  strong  feelings.  By  seeming  to  follow  the 
movements  of  passion,  it  guided  and  fashioned  them.  It  was  a  con- 
tinuous variety,  a  multitudinous  unity — for  ever  new,  and  still  the 
KUIH-.  It  was  Novelty  wooing  Memorv. 

Sfie/tkerd.  It  was  Novelty  wooin'  Memory  !  That's  verra  dis- 
tink. 

North.  A  profound  thinker  has  said,  that  the  man  of  genius  is  he 
who  retains,  with  the  perfect  faculties  of  manhood,  the  undoubting 
faith  and  vivid  impressions  of  the  child.  If  the  same  characteristic 
may  apply  to  a  nation,  as  to  an  individual,  then  were  the  Greeks  u 
nation  of  gi-niuses. 

Shrphcrd.  Just  M  the  Scotch  are  a  nation  o'  gentlemen.* 

•  It  U  rtpoiUd  (by  tb«  Scotch]  that,  wh«n  Oforg*  IV.  rmud  Edinburgh,  in  IftH,  and  MW 
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North.  In  their  most  advanced  civilization,  in  the  strongest  matu- 
rity of  their  national  life,  they  retained  much  that  makes  childhood 
amiable,  and  much  which  only  childhood  can  excuse. 

Shepherd.  I  like  to  hear  about  the  Greeks  and  Romans  at  a' 
times. 

North.  The  keen  relish,  the  delightful  feeling  of  freshness  con 
nected  with  the  most  familiar  things,  which  is  the  joy  and  privilege 
of  children,  preserved  the  simplicity  of  their  taste  when  their  man- 
ners were  become  corrupt — like  children,  they  looked  on  the  visible 
with  a  satisfaction, 

That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye. 

And  if  they  dreamed  of  unseen  lands,  their  dream  was  but  the  re- 
flection of  their' daily  experience. 

Shepherd.  Were  they,  on  the  whole,  what  you  could  ca'  real  gude 
chiels  ? 

North.  With  a  fine  perception  of  the  loveliness  of  virtue,  James, 
and  little  sense  of  the  imperative  obligation  of  duty,  they  were  con- 
tinually striving  to  realize  their  fancies,  and  mistook  vivid  concep- 
tions for  rational  convictions. 

Shepherd.  A  dangerous  delusion. 

North.  They  had  all  the  docility  which  results  from  a  susceptible, 
sympathizing  nature,  and  all  the  obstinacy  which  denotes  an  unsub- 
dued will.  They  were  alike  impatient  of  external  control,  and 
incapable  of  controlling  themselves;  therefore  easy  to  persuade,  and 
difficult  to  govern. 

Shepherd.  You  seem  to  be  hand  in  glove  with 

North.  Credulous,  imitative,  volatile,  fickle,  and  restless — often 
cruel  from  mere  restlessness,  and  the  childish  desire  of  seeing  the 
effect  of  their  own  superfluous  activity,  yet  as  readily  swayed  to 
mercy  as  to  cruelty — selfish  from  the  want  of  fixed  principle,  and 
generous  from  the  intermitting  fever  of  sympathy — of  all  mankind 
the  most  ingenious,  and  perhaps  of  cultivated  nations,  the  least  wise 
— they  exhibit  a  glowing  picture  of  the  world's  minority,  of  that 
period  which  enjoys  the  perfection  of  all  faculties,  but  has  not 
learned  to  use  them. 

Shepherd.  I  canna  understand  the  youth  o'  a  nation  at  a',  sir. 

North.  While  speaking  of  the  youth  of  nations,  James,  let  ua 
protest  against  an  error  on  which  much  false  and  some  impious 
speculation  is  grounded.  Be  it  not  supposed,  in  the  teeth  of  reason, 
revelation,  and  all  recorded  experience,  that  primeval  man  was  a 
savago,  with  all  his  energies  subservient  to  the  wants  and  appetites 
of  the  hour. 

b'  r  decorously  the  people  conducted  themselves  as  his  retinue  slowly  passed  through  the 
<"  «rded  streets,  he  exclaimed,  '•  The  Scotch  are  a  nation  of  gentlemen."— M. 
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Shepherd.  It's  an  ugly  creed,  hoosomever  and  i  canna  swallow  it 
for  scunnerin'. 

North.  Savage  life  is  always  iinprogressive,  scarce  capable  of  re- 
ceiving, far  less  of  originating,  improvement.  Every  country  affords 
but  too  many  proofs,  that  Man,  even  in  the  midst  of  polite  and 
learned  cities,  may  sink  to  a  mere  unclean,  ferocious  animal.  But 
where  is  there  a  single  instance,  James,  of  the  being,  thus  degraded, 
resuming  his  proper  nature  without  extraneous  aid?  Savages 
must  needs  be  degenerate  men,  withered  branches  torn  from  tho 
trunk  of  society,  and  cast  by  wind  and  waves  upon  incommunicable 
shores. 

Shepherd,  'Faith,  you've  read  your  Bible  to  some  purpose.  The 
erudite's  aye  orthodox. 

North.  It  is  not  among  such,  though  even  they  have  their  fero- 
cious war-whoops,  their  lascivious  dances,  their  fierce  howls,  haply 
remnants  of  some  abortive  and  forgotten  civilization, — it  is  not 
with  these  that  we  would  look  upon  poetry  in  its  cradle  ;  but  with 
man  as  he  issued  from  Eden,  fallen  indeed,  unaccommodated,  un- 
learned, but  endued  with  adult  faculties,  quick  perceptions,  and 
noble  aspirations,  eager  to  learn,  and  apt  to  imitate,  finding  in  all 
things  an  image  of  himself,  feeling  reciprocal  sympathy  between  his 
own  heart  and  universal  nature,  and,  whether  from  reminiscence,  or 
from  hope,  or  both,  as  beseems  "  a  creature  of  such  large  discourse 
looking  before  and  after,"  still  yearning  after  something  more  true, 
more  good,  more  beautiful  than  himself,  or  aught  that  sense  sub- 
jected to  himself,  which  yet  was  dimly  reflected  in  himself,  and, 
"  was  the  master  light  of  all  his  seeing."  Thus  knowing  his  nobleness 
by  his  infirmity,  and  exalted  by  his  profoundest  abasement,  man 
erected  the  fabric  of  immortal  song. 

Shepherd.  There's  no  anither  man  leevin'  capable  o'  sayin1  sio 
fine  things  sae  finely,  t.ir  ;  and  I  do  indeed  verily  believe — never 
having  heard  Mr.  Coleridge — that  you  are  the  maist  eloquent  dis- 
courser,  especially  if  naebody  interrupts  you  wi'  questions,  noo  ex- 
tant.* You  are  indeed,  sir.  IA.-I  me  hear  y«u  define  |>oetry,  sir? 

North.  Perhaps  I  eannot.  There  have  been  many  definitions  of 
Poetry,  most  of  them  containing  part  of  the  (ruth,  some  perhaps 
implying  the  whole  truth,  but  almost  all  either  partial  and  imper 
feet  in  themselves,  or  imperfectly  developed. 

Shepherd.  I  used  ever  before  last  Tuesday,  when  a  sch«  --linaster 
tauld  me  better,  to  think  that  Poetry  was  synonymous  wi'  Verse. 

North.  Strange  as  it  might  sound  to  critical  ears  to  call  An  in 
westnti  a  poem,  ntill  it  may  not  irreverently  l>e  asked,  what  beside* 

*  Thi*  »»•  prrrinoljT  CoUrid(*'i  raolr  nf  etnrtmalian.  You  wcr*  it  full  liberty  to  Intuit, 
Vat  it  WM  lugii  tiruon  lu  utter  »  wnnl,  tu  th«  iatrrrui>li»n  of  hi.  innnolocuni.  Ho»«vtr. 
drratiiT  »»J  mi»ti.-*l  i*  ll.ry  wrr»,  it  mud  l-r  •->  nlr«».l  UK-IT  trirr  wonderful  ID  l»ngu»f»  '  «J 
•uf £<->liT«  of  thought,  il  nut  klwBjri  Ingictiljr  thoughtful  IB  IhcnnwlT**.— M. 
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verse  divides  Poetry  from  Prose,  from  Eloquence,  from  the  ordinary 
converse  of  life  1 

Shepherd.  The  Dominie  did  not  tell  me  that,  though. 

North.  Certainly  not  the  subject-matter  ;  for,  unlike  the  works  of 
philosophy  and  science,  a  poem  is  generally  composed  of  the  same 
matters  which  make  up  the  sum  of  our  daily,  unlearned  talk — the 
appearances  of  nature,  the  acts  and  accidents  of  human  existence,  the 
affections  that  are  native  to  all  bosoms.  If  the  poet  sometimes 
introduces  supernatural  agents,  fabulous  deities,  ghosts,  witches, 
fairies,  and  genii,  for  many  ages  the  homeliest  firesides,  in  fearful 
earnest,  told  of  the  same  ;  and  the  imagined  influences  of  such  beings 
form  a  considerable  part  of  the  prose  history  of  the  planet. 

Shepherd.   Why,  sir,  the  Brownie  o'  Bod-sbeck*  — 

North.  In  the  plain  matter-of-fact  conceptions  of  many  genera- 
tions, James,  Minerva  was  as  real  a  personage  as  Ulysses,  and  the 
Weird  Sisters  no  less  historical  than  Macbeth. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps,  sir,  the  diction  o'  poets,  apart  from  metre, 
will  supply  the  essential  character  required. 

North.  No,  my  dear  James.  Those  critics  who  have  pretended 
to  give  recipes  for  the  compounding  of  poems,  are  very  diffuse  on 
this  head  of  diction,  and  availing  themselves  of  the  peculiar  facility 
afforded  by  the  Greek  language  to  word-coiners,  have  given  names 
to  almost  every  form  into  which  words  can  be  fashioned  or  dis- 
torted,— 

For  all  a  Rhetorician's  rules 
Teach  nothing  but  to  name  his  tools. 

But  among  all  these  tropes,  figures,  skemata,  or  whatever  else  they 
may  be  called,  there  is  not  one  to  which  the  poet  can  lay  an  exclu- 
sive claim. 

Shepherd.  The  distinction's  no  in  the  diction  then,  sir  ? 

North.  Certainly  not,  James.  Most  x>f  them  are  mere  arbitrary 
departures  from  common  sense,  grammar,  and  logic,  extremely  rife 
in  the  mouths  of  persons,  who,  from  passion,  ignorance,  or  confused 
intellects,  forget  one  half  of  their  sentence,  before  they  have  uttered 
the  other — figures  which  poets  have  imitated  with  more  or  less  pro- 
priety, but  of  which  they  are  neither  inventors  nor  patentees. 

Sh^kerd.  What  say  you,  sir,  to  Metaphors'? 

North.  The  Metaphor,  the  only  figure  which  adds  to  the  wealth 
of  speech  (most  others  indeed  are  the  shifts  of  poverty)  and  to  which 
all  others  that  have  any  real  beauty  or  fitness  may  be  reduced,  con- 
stitutes a  large  portion  of  every  spoken  language,  as  must  be  obvi- 
ous to  any  one  who  will  analyze  a  few  of  the  simplest  sentences  he 
may  hear  from  the  Sullest  person  he  knows. 

•  One  of  Hogg's  prose  romance*. — M. 
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Shepherd.  That's  the  way  wi'  Jock  Liu  ton — an  idiot  — 

North.  The  fact  is,  we  use  figures  s<>  frequently  that  they  oease 
to  affect  us  as  such.  The  language  o.'  the  rudest  nations  and  of  the 
;ii'»t  uneducated  individuals,  is  always  most  palpably  figurative, 
because  their  vocabulary  is  too  narro-.v  to  furnish  a  sufficiency  of 
proper  terms, — and  because  they  are  unacquainted  with  that  artifi- 
cial dialect,  which  philosophers  have  invented,  in  the  bootless 
endeavor  to  avoid  figures.  Bootless  indeed  !  for  after  all,  the  lan- 
guage of  Chemistry,  of  Metaphysics,  even  of  Mathematics,  is  even 
more  figurative  than  that  of  Oratory  or  Poetry. 

Shepherd.   Is  that  possible  ? 

North.  There  are  more  tropes  in  a  page  of  Euclid  or  Aristotle 
than  in  a  whole  book  of  Homer. 

Shepherd.  Surely,  sir,  Philosophy  has  a  dialect  different  frae  the 
common  vernacular  idiom  ? 

North.  James,  the  common  vernacular  idiom  is  so  essentially 
tropical,  that,  if  we  except  the  names  of  sensuous  objects,  there  is 
not  a  single  term  or  phrase  that  was  not  originally  nu-taphoric  ; 
unless  we  exclude  a  few  abstraclioiis  strayed  from  the  schools,  such 
as  Quantity,  Quality,  Relation,  Predicament,  &c.,  which,  though 
now  familiar  as  If  and  Hut,  were  of  scholastic  mintage,  and  proba- 
bly, when  first  issued,  sounded  as  strange  and  pedantic  as  Idiosyn- 
crasy, Ideality,  or  any  modern  compound  of  the  Tran  tcendeiitalists 
and  Phrenologists.  The  truth  of  the  position,  though  evident 
enough,  is  yet  more  striking  in  primitive  unmixed  languages,  such 
as  the  Greek  and  Hebrew,  than  in  our  own,  which,  being  derivative 
and  heterogeneous,  often  borrows  a  word  in  the  secondary  sense 
only.  Thus,  we  pronounce  the  word  Virtue  without  being  conscious 
that  it  is  related  to  Force  or  Manhood  ;  and  talk  of  a  Jejune  Style 
without  thinking  of  Physical  inanition. 

Shepherd.  Na — there  I  am  thrown  out  entirely,  and  can  follow 
you  no  langer. 

North.  The  diction,  then,  of  Poetry,  in  all  its  component  parts, 
is,  and  must  be,  the  same  as  that  of  Prose — not  always  of  douk 
prose,  which  is  ofien  abstract  and  technical,  but  of  the  plain  un- 
Dieditated  prose  of  actual  life  and  business. 

Shepherd.   I'm  w«-el  disposed  to  believe  that,  if  I  could. 

North.  You  do  believe  it,  James,  and  act  upon  it,  both  in  oral  and 
written  diM5ourne.  You  speak  poetry,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.   I'm  glad  ye  think  sac,  «ir.     Sae  do  ye. 

North.  Nor  does  ii  at  all  invalidate  my  argument  that  certain  ex- 
pression* or  particular  words,  in  process  of  lime,  become  peculiar 
to  metrical  composition,  or  that  many  words  and  phrases  have  beeu 
invented  by  poet*  which  never  obtained  general  currency.  Every 
form  of  speech,  every  noun,  verb  and  particle  must  have  been  first 
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uttered,  at  some  time,  by  somebody — just  as-  all  the  fashions  of 
dress,  which  the  many  assume  to  avoid  singularity,  must  once  have 
been  singular.  The  question  is  not,  whether  poets  do  not  introduce 
more  new  fashions  into  language  than  other  men,  but  whether  any 
particular  fashion  is  the  constant  and  distinctive  uniform  of  Poetry. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  pint. 

North.  Some  composers  in  metre  have  essayed  an  ornate  or  ex- 
otic style,  and  some,  like  Henry  Moore,  the  Platonist,  have  inserted 
in  couplets  and  stanzas  the  contents  of  the  Scientific  Glossary  \  but 
these  are  only  to  be  regarded  as  experimenters  on  established  dic- 
tion;  nor  could  their  innovations  strike  root  in  poetry,  though  they 
long  kept  possession  of  book  prose. 

Shepherd.  What  say  you,  sir,  to  poetical  leeshanses  ? 

North.  As  to  what  are  called  poetical  licenses,  they  are  either 
acknowledged  transgressions,  or  remnants  of  old  liberty,  protected 
by  the  precedents  of  such  great  models  as  were  produced  before 
language  was  reduced  to  rule.  Such  licenses  may  be  convenient — 
they  may  be  agreeable,  because  they  have  agreeable  associations; 
but  they  no  more  constitute  a  poetic  dialect,  than  the  mole,  "cinque- 
spotted  "  on  the  bosom  of  a  beautiful  woman,  constitutes  an  order 
of  beauty. 

Shepherd.  Say  that  simile  ower  again — it's  maist  beautifu'. 

North.  Since,  then,  neither  the  matter  nor  the  expression  of  Poe- 
try specifically  differs  from  that  of  Prose,  where  shall  we  find  the 
distinctive  character? 

Shepherd.  Heaven  knaws. 

North.  It  has  been  said,  Poetry  is  passion.  Is  there,  then,  no 
passion  in  Prose?  None  in  ordinary  conversation?  Are  Poets  the 
only  men  who  feel  and  ex  press  Love,  Admiration,  Pity,  Hate,  Scorn1? 
Or  is  every  man,  when  he  feels,  expresses,  and  imparts  these  emo 
lions,  pro  ternpore  a  poet  1 

Shepherd.  That's  a  reductio  ad  ubsurdo. 

North.  Passion  may  indeed  divide  Poetry  from  abstract  science, 
but  surely  not  from  Oratory,  hardly  from  History,  which  can  neither 
t>e  written  nor  read  without  some  interest  in  the  recorded  acts,  some 
sympathy  with  the  agents,  some  feeling  of  apprehension  that  what 
flas  been  may  be  again. 

Shepherd.  It  seems  to  me,  sir,  to  be  ae  thing  to  say  there  is  nae 
Poetry  without  Passion;  and  anither  thing  to  say  that  Passion 
coakes  Poetry , 

North.  You  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  my  dear  James.  Mat- 
ters in  which  the  vital  sentient  nature  of  man  is  uninterested,  pro- 
positions co  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  which  the  heart  is  indifferent, 
belong  as  little  to  the  poet  as  to  the  moralist.  There  may  be  neces- 
sary parts  of  a  poem  in  which  there  appears  to  be  no  passion,  but 
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these  are  no  more  Poetry,  than  the  hair,  nails,  or  other  insensate 
furniture  of  the  body,  are  partakers  of  animal  life.  Passion,  then, 
is  an  essential  clement  of  Poetry,  t>ul  not  its  determining  or  e.xclu 
sive  property. 

Shepherd.  I  wonder  where  this  philosophical  inquiry  o'  ours  is  to 
end. 

North.  Many  poets,  and  more  critics,  have  taken  for  granted  that 
the  Passions  which  the  poet  feels  and  communicates  are  the  same  as 
the  Passions  he  describes,  or  different  only  in  degree  and  duration 
— that  the  affections  excited  by  Poetry  are  the  same  as  those  exci- 
ted by  real  events  in  real  life— and  that  the  intensity  of  these  emo- 
tions is  the  criterion  of  poetic  excellence. 

Shepherd.  And  are  they  not,  Mr  ?     Are  you  gaun  to  deny  that? 

North.  The  generality  of  prose  tragedies,  such  as  George  Barn, 
well  and  the  Gamester,  and  almost  the  whole  class  of  sentimental 
novels  and  crying  comedies,  are  constructed  upon  this  principle — 
productions  always  pernicious,  so  far  as  they  are  eHective,  and  not 
least  pernicious  when  they  appeal  most  powerfully  to  those  sensi 
bilities,  which,  in  their  natural  healthful  exercise,  are  the  best 
prompters  of  virtue. 

Sht'i>herd.   1  think  but  little  o'  sic  plays  as  them  — 

North.  The  same  assumption  has  induced  some  writers  to  dis- 
card the  use  of  metre,  and  whatever  else,  in  matter  or  expression, 
might  remove  Poetry  from  the  sphere  of  daily  doings  and  sufferings. 
Hence,  too,  the  enemies  of  the  Muse  have  taken  occasion  to  cen- 
sure poets  as  evil  citizens,  corrnplers  of  jouth,  allies  of  sin,  nour- 
i»hers  of  those  rebellious  frailties  which  it  is  the  office  of  reason  to 
condemn,  and  of  religion  to  subdue.  Would  that  no  poets  really 
deserved  the  imputation  !  But  all  the  greatest  human  poets  must 
deserve  it,  if  it  be  true  that  poetry  excites  the  common  passions,  or 
is  itself  the  growth  of  such  passions  ;  for  the  new  didactic  and  de- 
scriptive authors  who  might  escape,  possess  the  ver)  name  of  poets 
by  a  very  dubious  tenure.  Then  must  it  follow  that  the  worst 
regulated  minds  are  the  most  poetical. 

Shepherd.  That's  powerfu'  reasonin',  and  anither  nductiv  ad 
tbturdo. 

North.  "The  vision  and  the  faculty  divino"  would  then  have  to 
he  wooed,  not  in  silt-nee  and  Hcrlusion,  in  the  calm  of  nature,  or 
amid  the  sweet  amenities  of  social  life,  but  in  the  sunless  skulking- 
holes  of  high-viced  cities — in  the  carnage  of  the  lost  battle — at  the 
wick  of  long-besieged  towns — in  the  selh'sh  turmoil  of  revolution — 
among  smugglers,  conspirators  and  banditti — at  the  mad  gaming- 
table— in  lunatic  asylums,  and  wherever  else  man  grows  worse  than 
beast. 

Gurney — Gurney — be  sure  you  tuk  that  doon  corrcck. 
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North.  This  strange  error,  James,  seems  to  arise  from  two 
sources: — First,  from  ignorance  or  forgetfulness,  that  there  is  a  spe- 
cific poetic  passion,  pervading  every  faculty  of  the  true  poet  while 
in  the  exercise  of  his  function,  and  communicated  to  his  "  fit  audience" 
— which  is  neither  irascible  nor  concupiscible,  neither  earthly  love, 
nor  joy,  nor  mere  human  pity,  far  .ess  anger,  fear,  hate,  pain,  re 
morse,  or  any  other  infirmity  that  "  flesh  is  heir  to."  This  is  the 
muse  of  ancient  bards — the  poetic  madness — 

Shepherd.  It  is — it  is — I've  felt  it  a  thousan'  times. 

North.  This  passion  is  no  more  confined  to  any  separable  portion 
or  portions  of  a  poem,  than  the  soul  of  man  to  any  particular  member 
of  his  body.  It  is  all  in  every  part,  but  cannot  be  detected  in  any. 
It  cannot  be  exhibited  in  an  abstract  form,  nor  can  it  manifest  itself 
at  all,  except  by  animating  and  informing  the  imagination — or  by 
assuming  the  shape  of  human  passion,  in  which  it  becomes,  as  it 
were,  incarnate,  and  confers  beauty,  power,  glory,  and  joy,  on  its 
earthly  vehicle. 

Shepherd.  Glorious — perfectly  glorious!  (Aside] — Wull  he  never 
be  dune? 

North.  As  the  pure  elemental  fire  of  Heraclitus  was  supposed  to 
be  essentially  impalpable  and  invisible,  but  to  act  on  the  senses 
through  ordinary  fire  as  its  medium,  or  as  light  which  contains  all 
colors,  is  itself  colorless,  and  indistinguishable  from  clear  vacancy. 

Shepherd.   Beautiful — perfectly  beautiful  !     (Aside) — What'n  non 


sense 


North.  It  may  be  objected,  that  the  word  Passion  is  unfitly  applied 
to  a  purifying  energy  ;  but  the  poverty  of  language  supplies  no  bet- 
ter term  for  those  acts  of  the  soul  that  are  independent  of  volition  ; 
and  whether  to  good  or  toevil,  carry  man  beyond  and  out  of  himself. 
Perhaps,  howe\  er,  we  may  be  permitted  to  use  a  term,  without 
claiming  for  profane  or  modern  poets,  that  divine  afflatus  which  the 
prophetic  bards  enjoyed,  and  the  earlier  Heathen  songsters  declared, 
and  probably  believed,  themselves  to  enjoy — a  term  which — — 

Shepherd.  Inspiration — sir — that's  the  term. 

North.  It  is.  Let  the  metaphysician  determine,  whether  this  pas- 
sion,  energy,  or  Inspiration,  be  a  cause  or  an  effect,  whether  itfeeun- 
dizes  the  imagination  with  poetic  forms,  or  results  from  the  organi- 
zation of  the  forms  themselves.  We  know  that  the  forms  often 
remain  in  the  charnel-house  of  passive  memory  when  there  is  no 
spirit  to  animate  them;  but  whether  the  spirit  pre-exists  or  survives 
in  a  separate  state,  we  have  no  means  of  ascertaining;  nor  is  the 
question  of  more  importance  to  poet  or  critic,  than  a  somewhat  sim- 
ilar and  much-agitated  problem,  to  the  anatomist  and  physician.  It 
is  enough  for  us  to  know,  by  the  evidence  of  our  consciousness,  by 
phenomena  else  contradictory  and  inexplicable,  that  the  poetic  spirit, 
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the  lux.  luc\ficti!>  of  the  imagination,  acts,  and  therefore  is.  What  it 
is,  or  how  it  came  to  be,  we  are  as  indifferent  as  we  are  ignorant. 
Our  concern  is  with  the  laws  by  which  it  acts,  and  the  forms 
through  which  it  is  reveaK-d — and  therefore  1  may  now  proceed 
James (The  trumpet  blutcs for  supper) 

Shepherd.  Mercy  onus — is  that  the  sooper  trumpet?  I  declare 
on  my  honor  and  on  my  science,  that  though  you  maun  hae  been 
speak  in'  for  twa  hours,  the  time  did  na  seem  aboon  ten  minutes  at 
the  langest. 

North.  We  have  had  a  most  delightful  twa-haundit  crack,  my 
dear  James — but  I  fear  I  may  have  been  occasionally  rather  tire- 
some. 

Shepherd.  Tiresome  !  you  tiresome  ! — I  never  saw  you  brichter 
in  a'  my  days — sae  clear,  sae  conceese,  and  sae  short!  O,  sir,  you 
are  indeed  an  oracle. 

North.  I  hope  that  I  have  left  no  part  of  the  subject  involved  in 
the  slightest  obscurity  ? 

Shepherd.  As  you  kept  speakin',  sir,  the  subject  grew  distinker 
and  distinker — till  it  WHS  overflowed  or  rather  drooned  in  lu-ht;  just 
like  a  mountainous  k'mtra  that  has  been  lung  lyin'  in  Scotch  mist,  till 
the  sun,  impatient  o'  his  cloudy  tabernacle, after  some  glorious  glim 
merin'  amang  the  glooms,  comes  walking  out  o'  the  front  door  o'  his 
sky-palace — and  glens,  rivers,  lakes  and  seas,  a'atanoe  revealed,  sing 
and  shine  homage  to  the  Meridian  Apollo. 

North.  The  subject,  James,  is  one  which  I  have  studied  deeply, 
for  half  a  century — and  1  hope  you  will  not  make  any  use  or*  my 
ideas. 

Shepherd.  Use  o'  your  ideas,  sir  !  no  me.  I  ken  the  value  o' 
your  id»-as,  sir,  ower  wt-el,  ever  to  inak  use  o'  ony  o'  thorn. 

North..  A  work  in  Four  Quartos,  James,  on  the  Principles  of 
Poetry,  would 

Shepherd.  Hae  a  great  sale — there  can  be  no  doot  o'  that.  You 
fihouldna  let  Mr.  Black  wood  hae  the  copyright  under  fower  thousan' 
guineas  at  the  verra  least 

North.  Will  you,  my  dear  James,  have  the  goodness  to  look  over 
a  thousand  or  fifteen  hundred  pages 

Shepherd.  ()'  the  MSS.  1 


North.   And  give  your  candid  opinion 


Shepherd.    I    shall    be  maist   prood   and   happy  to  do  sae,  sir. 
(Axide.) — Tib  by  'II  hinge  fools  wi'  them. 

(The  suppf.r-trumprt  sounds.) 

North,  (*prinyhitj  to  hit  feet.)  That  trumpet  fetirs  my  soul  'ike  tnn 
old  ballad  of  Chevy  Chace. 

Shepherd.  "  His  picture  in  the  Scottish  wood* 

Throe  •uiuiuer  duyt  to  take  1" 
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Oh,  but  these  tvva  lines  are  in  thernsei  s  a  poem.  What'n  a  boun- 
din'  o'  deer  and  glancing  o'  arrows,  and  soundin'  o'  horns,  and 

North.  Take  my  crutch,  James — I  can  walk  without  it  to  tht, 
supper-room.  Follow  me,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Goon — I'll  follow  thee. — (Aside) — What  unconceiva- 
ble, uncomprehensible,  and  unexpressible  nonsense  has  he  been 
loom  in' out,  about  poetry  and  a' the  rest  o't! — and  that  he  cu's 
playin'  the  first  fiddle!  Poor,  silly  auld  man  !  What  a  smell  o' 
roastin  !  Take  care,  my  honored  sir — take  care — father — take  care. 
Dinna  slip  on  the  ile-claeth.  (Exeunt  Ambo.} 

SCENE  II.— The   Octagon. 

Enter  MR.  AMBROSE,  with  a  roasted  hare  ;  KING  PEPIN,  with  a  brace 
of  grouse  ;  SIR  DAVID  GAM,  with  a  hen-pheasant  j  TAPITOURY,  with 
the -cold  round,  and  boys  with  supplementary  dishes.  Then  enter 
NORTH,  with  a  very  slight  limp,  and  back  gently  curved,  with  THE 
BOTTLE  under  one  arm,  and  the  Dutch  Dram-case  under  the  other  / 
followed  by  tie  SHEPHERD,  apparently  very  lame,  hobbling  along  on 
the  Crutch,  and  imitating  the  Old  Nonpareil,  like  a  Ma-thews. 

North.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  Ambrose. 

Shepherd.  Staun  out  o'  the  way,,  Ambrose — or,  "with  my  staff 
I'll  make  thee  skip." 

North.   Where's  Crutch? 

Shepherd.  Here.  Wou'd  you  like,  sir,  to  see  me  gang  through 
the  manual  and  platoon  exercise  1 

North.  Shoulder  The  Crutch,  and  show  how  fields  are  won  ! 

Shepherd.  That  way  o'  giein'  the  word  would  never  do  on  paraud. 
Shoother  hoof! 

(The  crutch  flies  out  of  the  SHEPHERD'S  hand,  and  hits  TAPITOURY 
on  the  sconce,  and  KING  PEPIN  on  the  shins,  MR.  AMBROSE  him- 
self making  a  narrow  escape.} 

Confoun'  me,  giu  the  Timmer  did  na. loup  out  o'  my  haun  o'  its  ain 
accord,  instinck  wi'  speerit,  like 

North.  Aaron's  rod.  Why,  James,  let  Mr.  John  Lockhart,  and 
Mr.  Francis  Jeffrey,  and  Mr.  Thomas  Campbell,  and  Mr.  Charles 
Knight,*  and  other  editors  of  credit  and  renown,  lay  down  their 
walking-sticks  on  this  floor,  during  a  Noctes,  and  Crutch  will  swallow 
them  all  up,  to  the  discomfiture  of  their  astonished  owners,  the 
magicians. 

Shepherd.  Be  seated,  sir,  be  seated — what  a  savory  smellin'  sooper 
ggemm  maks  !  What  can  be  the  reason  that  there's  nae  tholin' 

*  At  this  time,  Lockhart  edited  the  Quarterly  Review,  Jeffrey  the  Edinburgh,  Campbell  th« 
New  Monthly  Magaiine,  and  Charles  Knight  the  London. — M. 
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pootry,  pin    they  be  stinkin*  ever  sae  little,  while  ggenim  on   the 
ithrr  ilium  's  nu  eataMe,  unless  the\  Ve  gaen  strang  ? 

North.  S;iy  grace,  James. 

Shepherd.  I've  said  it  already. 

North.   I  never  heard  it,  James. 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  no — hut  I  said  it  though — "God  bless  us  in 
these  mercies" — only  when  the  ee's  greedy  the  lug's  deaf. 

North.  James,  within  these  few  weeks,  how  many  boxes  of  game, 
think  ye,  have  been  sent,  directed  to  Christopher  North,  Esq.,  care 
of Ambrose,  Esq.,  Picardy  Place,  Edinburgh  1 

Shepherd.  Some  dixzetis,  I  dinna  doubt. 

North.  Mr.  Ambrose? 

Ambrose.  Eight  boxes  of  grouse,  four  of  black  game,  two  of  ptar 
migan,  twelve  <>f  partridges,  three  of  pheasants,  and  one-and-twenty 
hares.  Yesterday,  arrived  from  Killarney,  the  first  leash  of  wood- 
cocks ;  and  really,  sir,  I  have  kept  no  account  of  the  snipea. 

Shepherd.  That's  fearsome. 

North.  At  least  three  times  that  amount  of  fur  and  feathers  has 
found  its  way  to  the  Lodge.  1  gave  John  a  list  of  the  names  of 
some  hundred  or  so  of  my  particular  friends,  alphabetically  arranged, 
with  orders  to  distribute  all  over  the  Old  and  New  Town,  setting 
aside  every  sixth  box  for  my  own  private  eating,  and  it  was  with 
difficulty  we  got  rid  of  the  incumbrance,  at  the  allowance  of  three 
brace  of  birds  and  a  hare  to  each  family  of  man  and  wife  with  four 
children  and  upwards;  two  brace  of  birds  and  one  maukiu  to  each 
family  with  three  mouths;  one  brace  or  a  hare  to-  every  barren 
couple  ;  and  a  single  bird  to  almost  every  maiden  lady  of  my 
acquaintance. 

Shepherd.   It's  the  like  <•'  you,  sir,  that  deserves  presents. 

AnJtrose.  Then,  sir,  the  red  deer,  and  the  two  roes. 

Shepherd.   Hoo  did  you  get  through  ihe  red  deer,  sir  ? 

North.  I  sent  it.  James,  hide  and  horns,  to  that  ancient  and  illus- 
trious body,  the  Caledonian  Hunt. 

Shepherd.   An'  the  liaes  1 

North.  One  of  them  I  eat  myself — and  the  other,  which  had  got 
maggoty,  I  buried  in  the  garden  beneath  my  bank  of  heaths,  which 
I  expect  next  year  to  glow  like  the  western  heavens  at  sunset. 

She/iherd.  You  maun  leev  at  sma'  expense 

North.  A  mere  trifle;  and  (hen,  you  know, 

I  <]<>  not  i-.-it  but  little  meat, 
M  v  Btoinucb  is  not  ginxl. 

Shffthfrd.  lint  you  oan  drink  with  any  ho, 

TLat  ever  wore  a  hood 
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North.  Glenlivet  comes  pouring  in  upon  me  at  a  rate  never  to  be 
overtaken.  The  last  anker,  per  Cromarty  packet,  from  rny  most 
excellent  friend  Millbank,  I  tasted  this  morning  before  breakfast,  and 
it  excels  any  thing  of  the  kind  I  can  ever  hope  to  enjoy  on  this  side 
of  the  grave 

Shepherd.  Is't  the  same  way  with  wines,  ales,  and  porter  ? 

North.  Almost.  Whitbread,  though  a  Whig,  is  a  fine  fellow,  like 
his  father  before  him,*  and  his  annual  butt  is  true  as  the  swallow  to 
the  spring.  What  with  my  Edinburgh  and  Leith  friends,  Messrs. 
Berwick  and  Giles,  the  Secretary  of  the  Shakspeare  Club  at  Alloa, 
and  the  Town  Council  of  Peebles,  my  ale  cellar  is  a  reservoir  that  is 
never  dry — and  as  for  wines,  it  is  pleasant  to  be  reminded  by  pipe  or 
hogshead,  that  the  visit  of  Christopher  North  is  not  forgotten  on  the 
Tagus  or  the  Rhine 

Shepherd.     Are  you  no  tellin'  me  a  pack  o'  lees  ? 

North.  Why,  James,  it  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  my  veracity 
called  in  question. 

Shepherd.  Folk  never  ken  what's  their  character  in  the  warld. 
Thousans  maintain  that  you  never  spak  ae  word  o'  truth  at  the  Noctes 
a'  the  days  o'  your  life. 

North.  Poo  !  Nor  are  the  largesses  of  my  dear  Public  confined  to 
vivres  alone — but  include  all  articles  of  wearing  apparel — cloth  shoes 
for  my  gouty  foot — quarter,  Wellington,  and  top-boots,  James — 
lambswool  stockings — comforters — wrist-ruffs — flannel  for  drawers 
— and  you  would  stare  to  see  the  inside  of  my  closet  of  Kilmarnock 
nightcaps.  My' leading  article  for  September  brought  me  from  Man- 
chester, one  piece  of  fustian  for  jackets,  and  another  for  breeches, 
measuring  each — I  speak  chiefly  from  conjecture — from  fifty  to  a 
hundred  yards — for  after  unrolling  from  the  pin  for  a  good  quarter 
of  an  hour,  I  was  called  down  stairs  by  Helen,  and  fustian  and  vel- 
veteen remain  unmeted  to  this  day.  Some  hare,  James? 

Shepherd.   I'll  just  tak  the  ither  groose. 

North.  Then  as  for  razors — 1  have  specimens  of  all  the  cutlery  in 
the  kingdom — a  blade  for  every  day  in  the  year. 

Shepherd.  Three  hunder  and  sixty-five  rauzors  ! 

North.  Upon  the  supposition  that  you  may  shave  twenty  times 
with  one  razor,  without  sending  it  to  be  set,  I  shall  not  need  to  trouble 
that  matchless  artist,  Mr.  Macleod  in  College-street,  for  twenty 
years. 

*  Samuel  Whitbread.  son  and  successor  of  an  extensive  brewer  in  London,  sat  in  parliament 
for  the  borough  of  Bedford,  for  many  years,  and  wag  one  of  the  most  vigorous  opponents  of  Mr. 
Pitt.  He  was  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  Whig  party,  and  conducted  the  impeachment  of  Lord 
Melville,  in  1805.  He  was  married  to  Lord  Grey's  sister  He  was  an  active  member  of  ths 
Committee  under  whose  superintendence  Drury  Lane  Theatre  was  rebuilt,  after  its  destruction 
by  fire.  In  1S15  he  died  by  his  own  hand.  Mr.  Whitbread's  son  (here  mentioned  by  North)  wo» 
M.  P.  for  Middlesex  from  1820  to  1830,  and  his  grandson  has  sat  for  Bedford  since  Jb52.— M 
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Shfphtrd.  Yourbaird  'ill  be  mingled  wi'  the  inools  long  afore  th.it, 
I  fear,  sir. 

3'/r/'».  No  tears,  James — no  tears. 

$hei>h?rd.  Nae  tears!  I  !o<>  can  I  help  the  water  frae  staunin'  in 
my  ee,  when  the  back  of  the  groose  is  sue  hell  -net  wi'  kyean  pepper  1 
It's  waiir  than  an  Indian  curry.  Oh  !  man,  lait  a  hare  makes  a  curi- 
ous skeleton  ! 

North.  You  are  satirical  on  my  appetite,  James — but  remember  I 
am  dining  now. 

Shepherd.  You  seem  to  me,  sir,  to  be  break  fasti n',  lunchin',  dinin', 
takin'  your  four  hours,  and  sooper  a'  inane  and  the  same  meal — and 
oh  !  but  you're  a  Rabiawtor. 

North.  Sir  David,  luring  me  a  stewed  snipe  or  two. 

Shejthtrd.   Do  the  ninths,  sir,  ever  get  in  amang  your  claes? 

North.  Do  they  not  ?  It  was  only  last  Saturday  night,  that  I  had 
rung  the  bell  for  Shoosy,  that  we  might  wind  up  the  cloek — * 

Shepherd.  The  clock  in  the  trans.  Oh!  man  !  but  she's  a  gran* 
ticker — and  has  a  powerfn'  pendulum. 

North.  To  my  amazement  Shoosy  was  in  tears — absolutely  sob- 
bing— and  covering  her  white  face  with  her  apron. 

14  Then  cheered  I  my  fair  spouse,  and  she  was  cheered." 

Shrphenl.  \Vhat  !  Ilae  you  married  your  housekeeper?  Is 
Shoosy  your  spouse? 

North.  A  ineie  quotation,  James — and  Tickler,  \t>u  know,  insists 
on  every  quotation  being  wrttatim  ft  literatim — correct  — 

Shepherd.  That's  unco  silly  in  him — and  he  must  ken  better  what's 
the  privileged  practice  in  that  re-peck  «>'  wills  and  orators — but  the 
quc-iion  is.  hue  votir  claes  suffered  fnie  moths? 

bnrtli.  Shoi'oy.  James,  hail  that  afternoon  been  overhauling  one 
of  the  chest*  of  drawers,  in  v\  Imh  - MI\  clothes  closets  being  all  full 
— we.  are  uecc»siiated  to  «-to\\  away  some  of  our  apparel — and.  on 
Coming  to  the  bottom  drawer,  which  she  opened  on  her  knees,  b\  all 
that  in  transitory,  the  moth»  had  drilled  their  way  clean  down 
through  a  devil'*  dozen  j  air  of  bu-eches.  including  one  of  doe,  and 
two  of  buck hk in  I 

Hhtfiherd.  '1  hat  must  hae  been  a  tryin' di-covery  to  the  faithfu* 
uviiir  !  1  *ce  her  on  her  knees — w  i'  clapped  hauns — as  if  savin'  her 
prayer*. 

North.  The  claret-colored  breeches,  in  which  Christopher  North 
was  M>  much  admiicd  by  the  King — <iod  bless  him — when  he  kept 
court  in  lloljrood — "  were,"  baid  Shoosy,  "  when  1  held  them  up 

•  F*r  M  »»f '4ut»ticB  of  ih.  [4r&M  "  winding  up  ib*  clock,*'  ri</<  Truu»ra  bb»Bdy.--M 


IRISH   ORATOR8.  14? 

Detween  me  and  the  light,  oh,  master,   master — in   the  bottom  part 
like  a  very  sieve  !" 

Shepherd.  Maist  distressin' !  for  mendin'  moth-eaten  claey  is  per- 
feckly  impossible.  But  may  I  mak  so  free,  sir,  as  to  ask,  hoo  mony 
pair  o'  breeks  you  think  you  may  chance  to  hue? 

North.  1  have  every  one  single  pair  of  breeches,  James,  that  have 
been  made  for  me  since  1  came  of  age.  They  may  amount — but,  to 
use  the  language  of  the  trade,  I  have  not  taken  stock  for  some  years 
• — to  some  four  or  five  hundred  pair. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  mean  pairs  or  cooples  ?  For  five  hunder 
coople's  double  five  hunder  pair — a  pair  o'  breeks  bein'  singular,  and 
a  coople  of  coorse  bein'  plural. 

North.  Pardon  me,  James,  but  I  cannot  agree  with  you  in  think- 
ing a  pair  of  breeks  singular,  except  indeed,  in  the  Highlands,  where 
the  genius  of  the  language  — 

Shepherd.  Bring  me  some  stewed  snipes,  too,  Tapitoury. 

Tupitoury.  Oh  yes  !      (Absconds.} 

Shepherd.  Gin  I  thocht  that  imp  was  mockin'  me,  I  wad  pu'  his 
lugs  for  him — 

North.  What  is  your  opinion  now,  James,  of  Irish  affairs  ? 

Shepherd.  What  the  deevil  hae  I  to  do  wi'  Eerish  affairs'?  You're 
gettin'  crazy  about  Eerish  affairs  a'thegither  — 

North.  Not  quite.  But,  all  that  is  necessary,  I  verily  believe,  to 
get  stark  staring  mad  about  them,  is  to  pay  a  short  visit  to  Ireland, 
and  gulp  a  few  gallons — not  of  her  whisky,  James,  but  merely  of 
her  atmosphere. 

Shepherd.  It'll  be  a  kind  o'  gas  that  maks  folk  daft  — 

North.  Look  with  a  discerning  spirit  over  the  seven  millions, 
and  you  will  find  that  the  more  capacious  the  lungs,  the  madder  the 
man.  There  are  Dan  O'Connell,  and  Eneas  MacDonnell,  and  Pur- 
cell  O'Gorman,*  and  sundry  other  tremendous  Os  and  Macs,  each 
of  whom  has  capacity  for  at  least  a  hogshead  of  atmosphere  between 
back  and  breast-bone,  which  they  spout  forth  in  speech,  as  madly  . 
as  the  whales  do  the  water,  when  they  leap  and  play  in  the  Arctio 
seas. 

Shepherd.  But  is  na'  Sheil  a  sma'  imp1? 

North.  True.  But  Dicky,  being  a  man  of  diminutive  proportions, 
.has  just  enough  of  madness  to  make  him  mischievous,  and  no  more. 
He  can  point  it,  as  you  would  the  index  of  a  weather-glass,  to  the 
precise  circumstances  *>f  the  time,  He  weighs  his  periods  in  his 
study,  with  the  nicety  of  an  apothecary  in  his  shop,  and  models  his 
madness  into  not  unskilful  tropes,  which  even  please  the  fancy,  when 
one  can  forget  the  mischief  of  the  intention. j- 

*  O'Connell   and  O'Gorman  were  large-framed  men.     The  former  remarkably  so.     Enau 
MaoDonnell  is  tail,  but  by  no  means  deep-chested. — M. 
t  In  the  British  Islands  if  it  be  thought  that  an  orator  commits  his  speeches  to  raomory,  a 
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Shepherd.  Let  us  howp  that  it  is  upon  natives  alone  that  the  in 
fluence  of  the  Irish  atmosphere  has  this  strange  eflfeek. 

Nvr(h.  Nay,  James,  send  over  the  solwrest  Englishman  or 
Scotchman  to  Ireland,  and  unless  from  great  care  and  a  diligent 
use  of  counteracting  medicines,  in  the  course  of  no  long  time  he 
gets  as  wild  as  the  rest;  and  in  just  proportion  to  the  capacity  of 
his  lungs,  and  the  number  of  hours  which  he  passes  in  the  clear 
open  air. 

S/iejikrrd.  Is  that  what  they  ca'  a  yippidcmic  ? 

North.  It  is.  Look  at  Lord  Anglesey,  what  a  changed  man,  since 
he  has  been  given  to  riding  about  amongst  the  mountains  and  the 
Milesians  of  Minister  !*  Mr.  Peel  was  very  little  touched  while 
in  Ireland,  because  he  took  care  to  come  over  frequently  and  take 
large  draughts  of  English  atmosphere;  but  even  lie  wanted  to  have 
a  pistol-shot  at  Dan  O'Connell,  in  which  desire  the  said  Daniel  not 
appearing  very  warmly  to  participate,  the  Right  Honorable  Secre- 
tary was  Mitfercd  to  exhale  his  lit  of  Irishism,  without  risk  of  homi- 
cide, upon  the  flats  about  Calais.f  Mr.  Goulburn,  again,  escaped 
without  the  least  touch  of  Iri.-histu  ;  hut  the  reason  was,  thai  he 
was  always  at  work  in  his  office — he  did  not  go  al>r<>ad,  and  he 
brought  over  a  quantity  of  <  mVial  atmosphere  from  England,  in 
which  he  lived,  and  moved,  and  had  his  being,  during  his  residence 
in  the  sainted  isle. 

Shepherd.  We  never  heard  o'  Mr.  (loolburn  in  the  Forest — but 
he  may  be  a  very  clever  man  for  a'  that.J 

Abr/A.  It  follows  from  all  this,  James,  that  as  the  Irish  in  Ireland 
are  all  mad,  and  as  the  Engli-h  sent  over  there  are  so  very  likely 
to  become  so,  it  would  be  very  proper  that  the  English  government 
bhould  take  the  alluirs  of  Ireland  more  immediately  into  their  own 
hands,  and  if  the  Roman  Catholics  must  have  an  Association,  they 
should  be  made  to  hold  thrir  club  in  London,  where  the  change 
of  air,  and  experienced  keepers,  would,  no  doubt,  have  the  most 
beneficial  effects. 

Slitfthenl.  There's  plenty  o'  Eerishmen  in  this  kintra  already, 
without  bringing  ower  the  Association.  Hut  let  oiiy  sane  man 
(some  one  who  has  arrived  from  Holyhead  the  same  morning)  walk 

c<  air:i.|  tu-  ui  opinion  of  him  i»  uiually  entertained.  Extempore  »peakinc  »«.  indeed,  the 
nil*.  »nJ  i  rr|.»rr,l  »;*«•<- he*  the  exception,  not  only  at  the  bar.  on  the  nuidngi.  and  at  publio 
meeting*,  but  *lf>  in  i1./,.  .ir.rr. t  Urilliant  a*  Hhetl'*  kpeechu  were,  they  bad  little  effect 
it  en  hn  auditon.  D»C*UM>  they  were  prepared.  — M. 

•  The  M.rjui.  c4  Ani-ire^y.  (who  died  April  •£».  K'>l.)  wu  Ix>rd  Lieutenant  of  Ireland 
•  uiinf  ike  T»»r  I-J-  a  d  »fi\.n  from  Norember  I-3U.  to  Srpteint^er.  l-:a.— II. 

f  l'e*l  ••»  :r- rr-.irT  !  .r  Ireland  from  l-lil  to  l-lf:,  and.  takinc  nltence  at  »nme  pereonnlity 
ei-K-ii  byOConnell  .^,,1  |,uu  a  challenge  to  fi^bt  n  duel  which  wa»n<rrpt«d  I'eel  went 
i»»er  la  Ca'ai.  beyond  the  •,  (,  ,.t  Knsland  bui  O  Conneil  wa>  arrr»ie<l  in  U>ndon  o« 

»»•  V*T  <"  >»»!••'    -!.•!  int..:  oTer  to  keep  the  peace,  whereby  t.ie  duel  w  .t>  prevented  —M. 

ilburn.  .--  ir-».- ,  for  Ireland,  from  l-.'l  l.\  !-•>'.  ha<  al*c  been  Chancellor  of  the 
Kxrh»<juer  and  Home  »c«ru/y,  ander  Wclliagkia  anj  I'e*1  H»  la  *  labotioua  but  by  M 
•§•••«  a  clever  m*a  —  M. 
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into  sic  a  place  as  an  Eerishman's  Association  maim  be  on  the  day 
of  a  debate,  and  he'll  no  need  to  wonder  that  the  wild  yet  imposin' 
orgies  are  productive  o'  political  madness,  independent  o'  the  atmo- 
sphere, which  nae  doubt  helps.  Grupp  either  me  or  you  even,  and 
lock  us  up  in  a  madhouse  wi'  raving  maniacs,  and  it'll  soon  need  a 
stout  chain  and  a  stiff  strait-waistcoat  to  keep  us  down  to  the  floor 
o'  our  cell. 

North.  This  process  goes  on  in  Ireland  every  day  in  the  year. 
Suppose  you  walk  into  the  Association  while  the  dry  reports  about 
rent  and  so  forth  are  being  lead,  there  is  an  air  of  importance  and 
legislative  authority  about  the  assembly  which  carries  you  away 
from  the  reality  of  things  before  you.  Men  speak  of  "  the  other 
House,"  meaning  thereby  the  Imperial  House  of  Lords,  and  no  one 
laughs,  or  seems  to  think  it  an  absurdity  or  a  blunder. 

Shepherd.  And  yet,  sir,  it  is  'maist  as  absurd  as  if  a  set  o'  noisy 
neer-do-weels  sittin'  in  the  Royal  Hotel,  after  the  races,  were  to 
liken  themsells  to  us  o'  the  Noctes,  sittin'  here  in  "  the  ither 
house." 

North.  But  what  is  all  this  to  the  speech-making1?  The  other 
day  an  Englishman  of  the  name  of  Williams  got  up  and  talked  u 
considerable  portion  of  good  sense — not  fearing  to  say  even  there 
that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  was  "  neither  a  fool  nor  a  coward  " — 
and,  according  to  the  rational  course  pursued  by  people  brought  up 
where  the  air  does  not  make  them  mad,  he  recommended  temper 
and  moderation.  Up  started  a  young  Irish  maniac,  or  barrister,  for 
in  the  Association  these  terms  are  synonymous,  and  he  launched 
into  a  harangue  about  the  provocations  of  Irish  Roman  Catholics, 
in  a  voice  of  agony,  as  if  all  the  while  some  one  had  been  tearing 
the  flesh  off  his  body  with  red-hot  pincers.  He  described  the  mur- 
derings,  the  floggings,  the  torturings,  the  >hedding  of  blood,  which 
were  suffered  by  the  Roman  Catholics  in  the  last  rebellion  — 

Shepherd.  He  wud  dwell  particularly  on  the  bluid. 

North.  Until  it  must  have  appeared  to  his  excited  auditory,  that 
they  saw  the  miserable  bands  of  fugitive  Papists  struggling  and 
plashing  through  the  rivers  of  gore,  which  flowed  from  their 
slaughtered 

Shepherd.  What  a  difference  atween  a  pautriot  and  a  dema- 
gogue ! 

North.  We  read  these  speeches  at  our  breakfast-table,  and  we 
laugh  at  their  absurdity,  and  so  we  ought,  for  they  are  absurd;  but 
if  we  heard  them  as  they  are  delivered  bef  >re  a  great  multitude,  the 
illusion  might  be  too  strong  for  any  man  who  has  not  some  fifty 
years'  experience" of  the  emptiness  and  falsehood  of  the  world,  to 
steel  his  heart  jgainst  all  enthusiasm. 

Shepherd.  You've   forgotten   your   theory  o'  the  atmosphere,  sir. 
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But  even  such  a  man  as  you  suppose,  might  be  carried  away,  when 
the  description  was  one  <>'  misery.  Were  it  of  happiness,  he  might 
laugh  in  ail  the  scorn  o'  unbelief;  but  guilt  and  misery,  sir,  seem 
true  t<>  the  old,  as  well  as  tu  the  young. 

Aoitfi.  \Vhy  indeed.  Jame«,  the  account  of  all  these  horrors,  so 
extravagantly  painted  by  the  young  Counsellor,  are  true  in  part ;  for 
in  all  rebellions  there  must  be  hanging,  and  shooting,  and  cutting  of 
throats  with  >words,  and  much  burning  and  outrage.  Hut  all  those 
terrible  things  happen  on  both  sides;  and  the  Papists  did  not  suffer 
more  than  did  the  Protestants  in  the  rebellion  of  ninety-eight;*  but 
there  is  no  one  to  tell  them  all  this  in  the  Catholic  Association,  and 
they  go  forth  maddened  with  recollections  so  vividly  and  partially 
called  up  before  them. 

Shepherd.  It  canna  be  difficult  to  foresee  the  effeck  o'  a'  this  on 
the  opposite  pairty,  the  Protestants. 

North.  The  effect  produced  in  the  Protestant  Clubs  is  of  the 
same  kind,  but  less  in  its  degree,  in  proportion  to  the  comparative 
•madness  of  each  separate  assembly,  and  the  absence  of  that  great 
and  widely-spread  authority  which  attaches  itself  to  the  insanities  of 
the  Association.  Hesides,  they  have  not  had  the  practice  in  this 
kind  of  infuriating  oratory  which  the  Papists  possess,  nor  have  they 
had.  until  very  lately,  much  provocation  to  its  exercise. 

Shrpherd.  There's  been  nae  want  o'  provocation  Intel v. 

ffnrth.  While  they  were  the  dominant  party,  they  sunk  into  cul- 
pal.le  sloth  tul  it  ess,  and  neglected  the  prudent  means  of  preserving 
their  power,  and  the  stability  of  the  con>litution.  such  as  it  was 
gi\en  us  by  our  fathers. 

Shrjtherd.  Nae  uncommon  case,  either  wi'  individuals  or  nations. 

N'irtli.  Above  all,  they  committed  the  grand  error  of  suffering 
the  power  of  the  parliamentary  representation  to  pass,  in  a  great 
tnea-me,  into  the  hands  of  a  Roman  Catholic  tenantry,  and  now 
thin  error  recoils  upon  theui  with  a  force  which  is  almost  irresistible. 

Slirpherd.  I'm  only  surprised,  sir,  that  the  Roman  Catholic  pairty 
should  hue  delayed  sae  lang  to  make  use  o'  it. 

A'ur/h.  Hut  now,  James,  the  Protestants  see  the  danger  which 
threatens  the  ascendancy  of  their  church  and  party  in  Ireland.  Now 
their  orators  start  forth,  and  it  will  go  hard  with  them  if  they  do  not 
IMK»H  equal  the  Papists  in  vehemence  and  passion,  as  they  already 
MirpasN  them  in  everything  else  (save  multitude)  which  makes  • 
party  Mrong. 

Shrphcrd.  Don't  you  approve  of  the  Rrunswick  Clubs? 

North.  I  do.  Hut  the  Brunswick  Clulw  are  set  upas  measure* 
fjf  defence  against  the  Catholic  Association  :  let  the  latter  be  put 
down  by  solemn  and  stern  interposition  of  the  law,  and  the  Hruus- 

•  V.rj  Uir  In.hm.ii  will  txllrr*  tbl«.-l|. 
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wick  Clubs  will  immediately,  not  dissolve  of  themselves,  but  sub- 
side into  quiescence, — and,  to  use  a  favorite  expression  of  the  Irish 
orators,  men  will  no  longer  "halloo"  each  other  on,  to  glut  the 
savage  passion  of  political  revenge.* 

S/i  'pherd.  Wl»at  a  rickle  o'  banes  on  the  trenchers,  on  the  table 
and  the  sideboard  !  Hare,  pheasant,  groose,  snipes,  sweet-breads, 
palates!  no  to  mention  a'  the  puir  bits  o'  tarts,  custards,  and  jellies 
— melted  awa'  like  snaw  aff  a  dyke  !  But  is  na't  a  great — a  noble 
— a  shublime  sicht — the  Cauld  Roun',  towerin'  by  himsel'  in  the 
middle  o'  the  board — his  sides  clothed  wi'  deep  fat,  like  a  mountain 
wi'  snaw-drifts  ? — and  weel  does  he  deserve  the  name  o'  mountain — 
Ben-Buttock — see — see — furrows,  as  if  left  by  the  plough-share,  high 
up  his  sides  !. 

North.  What  it  is  to  have  the  eye  and  soul  of  a  poet !  The 
mere  marks  of  the  twine  that  kept  him  together  in  the  briny  pickle- 
tub. 

(Enter  AMBROSE  and  others  with  the  materiel.) 

Shepherd.  Fair  fa'  your  honest  face,  Mr.  Awmrose.  Oh !  but 
you're  a  bonny  man — and  I'm  no  surprised  that  Mrs.  Awm 

North.  Spare  Mr.  Ambrose's  blushes,  James, 

Shepherd.  What  a  posse  comitawtus  o' them  they  look,  as  they're 
a'  leevin'  the  room,  ilka  chiel,  big  and  sma',  gien  a  glower  outoure 
his  shoother,  first  at  me  and  then  at  Mr.  North!  I'll  tell  ^ou  the 
thing  that  maist  o'  a'  marks  men  o'  genius  like  me  and  you,  sir — 
we  never  lose  our  novelty.  Ken  us  for  fifty  years,  and  see  us  every 
Ither  week,  and  still  a'  folk,  o'  ony  gumption  at  least,  are  perfectly 
delichted — nor  can  they  help  wunnerin' — wi'  the  novelty — as  I  was 
say  in' — o'  our  taces — and  the  novelty  o'  our  feegars — and  the 
novelty  o'  our  mainners — and  the  novelty  o'  everything  we  say — or 
do — just  as  bricht  or  brichter  than  the  first  time  they  ever  saw  us 
atween  the  een  ? 

North.  A  shallow  fellow  runs  out  in  a  single  forenoon  call  of 
clishmaclaver — and  next  time  you  meet  him,  the  Bohemian  chat- 
terer is  like  a  turkey  without  a  tongue. 

Shepherd.  The  reason  is,  that  his  mind's  like  a  boyne  that  some- 
body else  has  filled  half-fu'  o'  dirty  water — say  a  washerwoman  wi 
suds — and  whenever  it's  cowped,  the  suds  o'  course  fa'  out  first  wi' 
ae  great  blash,  and  then  sune  dreep  through  the  wee  worm-holes  o' 
the  yearth,  and  in  a  few  minutes  disappearin'  dry  and  durty. 

North.  While  with  us,  James,  the  stream  of  thought  is  like  a 
river  flowing  from  a  lake 

Shepherd.  And  only  lost  in  the  sea. 

North.  Fructifying,  as  it  flows,  a  hundred  realms— — 

The  Brunswick  Clubs  were  wholly  Anti-Catholic,  and  were  very  short-lived.— M. 
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Shepherd.  Why  even  a  shallow  mind  — that's  to  say,  sir,  a  mind 
no  very  deep,  if  it  hae  but  a  natural  spring  o'  its  ain,  never  runs 
dry,  but  murmurs,  alang  a  bit  wee  water-coorsey  o'  its  ain  seleckin 
amang  the  broomy  and  brack eny  banks  and  braes,  weel  contented 
at  last  to  lose  its  name,  but  no  its  nature,  in  anither  mair  capacious 
intellect,  sic  as  mine  or  yours — like  the  Eddlestane,  or  the  Quair, 
or  the  Leithen,  singin'  wi'  a  swirl  into  the  sawmon-haunted  Tweed. 

North.  Exquisite,  my  dear  James — exquisite.  Give  me  a  com- 
panion with  a  mind  of  his  own — something  peculiar  at  least — if  not 
absolutely  original 

Shepherd.  And  I'm  sure,  sir,  you  would  let  a  dull  dungeon  o'  mere 
learnin' — 

North.  Go  hang.  What's  the  matter,  James?  What's  the 
matter  ? 

Shepherd.  I  really  canna  help  wishin',  sir,  that  there  was  a  mark 
on  the  thermometer,  aboon  that  o'  bilin'  water,  just  for  the  sake  o' 
whifky  toddy. 

North.   Is  the  jug  a  failure,  James  ? 

Sltrpherd.  It  would  be  sacrilege  to  whusky  like  that,  to  gi'et  mair 
than  ae  water — but  then  ae  water,  especially  gin  it  be  the  least  ah* 
the  bile,  deadens  the  jug  below  the  proper  pitch  o'  hotness,  nor  in  a' 
the  rralms  o'  nature,  art,  and  science,  is  there  ony  remeed. 

North.  There  are  many  evils  and  imperfections  in  our  present 
state  <>f  existence,  James,  to  which  we  must  unrepiuingly  submit. 

Shepherd.  Kepinin''?  Whaever  heard  me  repinin',  sir?  But 
Bun-ly  you're  no  sac  stupit  as  no  to  ken  the  difference  atween  yaw- 
nierin'*  and  moraleezin' ! 

North.  They  are  often  not  easily  to  be  distinguished,  in  the  writ- 
ings of  those  j»ersons  who  have  been  pleased  to  devote  their  time  and 
talents  to  the  promotion  of  the  temporal  and  eternal  interests  of  the 
human  race,  James. 

Shtplitrd.  What  skrows  o'  sermons  are  written  by  sumphs  !| 

North.  It  requires  that  a  man  should  have  a  strong  mind,  James, 
to  get  into  a  pulpit  every  seventh  day,  and  keep  prosing  and  preach- 
ing away  either  at  people  in  particular,  who  are  his  parishioners,  or 
at  mankind  at  large,  who  are  merely  inhabitants  of  the  globe,  with- 
out contracting  a  confirmed  habit  of  general  insolence,  most  unbe- 
coming the  character  of  a  gentleman  and  a  Christian. 

Shepherd.  Especially  ministers  that  are  mere  callants,  little  ma:r 
than  fiudiMita  o'  divinity  —  fresh  frae  the  Ha' — and  wha,  even  if  they 
are  rather  clever,  cannu  but  be  verra  ignorant  o'  human  natur,  at 
leant  o'  iu  wnrst  vices,  it  is  to  he  houped  ;  yet  how  crouse  thecreters 
arc  in  the  poopit !  How  the  biu  o*  bantams  do  craw  ! 

,— makinc  t  loud  outcry  —  M.     t  *«»/*,— a  »oft,  muddjr-hMulcd  fallow.— M. 
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North,  The  spectacle  is  more  than  disgusting. 

Shepherd.  No,  sir;  it's  neither  less  nor  niair  than  disgustin' !  Dis- 
gustin's  the  verra  word.  Nae  doubt  a  weak  mind,  ower  sensitive, 
micht  ca'  the  creter's  iinpidence  profanation  ;  but  it's  no  in  the 
power  of  a  bit  shallow,  s:lly,  upsettin'  creter,  wi'  an  ee-glass  dangling 
at  the  breast  o'  him,  though  he's  na  mair  blin'  than  I  am,  except,  in- 
deed, to  his  ain  insignificance  and  presumption,  and  to  his  character 
and  reputation,  baith  wholesale  and  retail — wi'  his  starched  neck- 
cloth proppin'  up  the  chouks  o'  him,  as  stiff  as  a  black  stock — and 
the  hair  o'  his  head  manifestly  a'  nicht  in  papers — sae  that  when 
you  first  see  him  stannin'  up  in  the  poopit,  you  can  scarcely  help 
lauchin'  at  the  thought  o'  a  contrived  eeinage  risin'  up  out  o'  a  band- 
box; it's  nae  sae  easy,  1  say,  sir,  for  a  creter  o'  that  kind  to  profane 
a  kirk. 
•  North.  How  so,  James,  I  scarcely  fathom  you. 

Shepherd.  The  sanctity  o'  a  sma'  kirk  is  strang — strang,  sir, 
whflher  it  be  on  a  dark  day,  when  a  sort  o'  gloamin'  hangs  aboon  and 
below  the  laigh*  galleries,  soberin'  and  tamin'  the  various  colors  o* 
the  congregation's  sabbath-claes,  and  gi'en  a  solemn  expression  to  a' 
faces,  whether  pale  and  wrinkled,  or  smooth,  saft,  and  shinin'  as  the 
moss-roses  when  bloomin'  unseen,  a'  left  alane  to  their  bonny  sells, 
in  the  gardens  o'  the  breathless  houses  sprinkled  in  the  wilderness, 
and  a'  staunin'  idle  during  the  hours  o'  divine  worship. 

North.  God  bless  you,  James.  I  feel  the  Sabbath  silence  of  a 
thousand  hills  descending  upon  my  soul  and  senses.  Never  is  your 
genius  more  delightful,  my  dear  Shepherd,  than  when 

Shepherd.  You're  a  real  gude,  pious  auld  man,  Mr.  North,  wi'  a* 
the  unaccountable,  perversities  o'  your  natur.  Or,  haply,  when  after 
a  wee  bit.«heerfu'  and  awaukening  patter  o'  a  hasty  simmer  shower 
on  the  windows  lookin'  to  the  stormy  airt,  the  sun  bursts  out  in  sud- 
den glory,  and  fills  the  humble  tabernacle  wi'  a  licht,  that  is  felt  to 
be  gracious  as  the  smile  o'  the  all-seeing  God  ! 

North.  Happy  Scotland — thrice  happy  in  thy  most  simple  Sabbath- 
service,  long  ago  purchased  and  secured  by  blood — now  held  by  the 
tenure  of  now  and  then  a  few  contrite  tears ! 

Shepherd.  The  bonnie  lassies — a'  dressed  like  verra  leddies,  and 
yet,  at  the  same  time,  for  a'  that,  likewise  just  like  themsells;  and 
wha  wadna  wish  to  see  them  arrayed  on  the  Sabbath  like  the  lilies 
o'  the  field  ?  Their  sweethearts,  perhaps,  or  them  no  quite  their 
sweethearts  yet,  helpin'  them  to  turn  ower  the  leaves  o'  their  Bibles 
at  every  reference  to  scripture  till  the  hail  kirk  rustles  wi'  religion. 

North.  Even  like  the  very  sycamore  shading  the  porch,  when  the 
only  breeze  in  all  the  air  visits  for  a  minute  its  sacred  umbrage! 

Shepherd.  Just  sae,  sir ;  gie   me  your  haun'.     Let  me  fill  your 

•  Laigh,— low.— M. 
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glass.  This  jug's  sweeter  nor  usual — and  what's  strong  should  aye 
be  sweet.  Every  here  and  there  an  auld  gray  head  u'  grandfather  or 
great-grandfather,  wi'  an  aspect  amaist  stern  in  its  thochlfuluess,  lixed 
wi'  dim  yet  searehin'  een  on  the  expounder  o'  the  Word — and  ma- 
trons, wi'  sweet  serious  faces,  fair  still,  though  time  has  touched 
them,  in  the  beauty  o'  holiness — and  young  wives  sae  douce,  but  no 
sae  douncast,  wha  in  early  spring,  and  yet 'tis  simmer,  were  maidens, 
and  as  they  walk'd  aiming  the  braes  pu'd  the  primroses  for  their 
snooded  hair* — and,  sprinkled  up  and  down  the  pews,  gowden-headed 
weans,  that  at  school  are  yet  in  the  Larger  or  Shorter  Catechism, 
some  o'  them  listenin'  to  the  discourse  like  auld  people,  some  of 
them  doin'  a'  they  can  to  listen  ;  some  o'  them,  aiblins,  when  their 
pawrents  are  no  lookin',  lauchin'  to  ane  anither  wi'  silent  jokes  o' 
their  ain,  scarcely  understood  l»y  themsells,  and  passin'  awaaflfthefr 
faces  in  transitory  smiles,  like  dewy  sunbeams  glintin'  frae  the  hare- 
bells— or  wearied  wi'  their  walk,  and  overpowered  by  the  slumber- 
ous hush  o'  the  place  o'  wor.»hip,  leanin'  their  heads  on  the  shouther 
of  an  elder  sister,  wha  stirs  not  lest  she  disturb  them — heaven  forgive 
and  bless  the  innocents — fast,  fast,  and  sound,  sound  asleep  ! 

North.  The  "contrived  eemaire,"  James,  as  you  called  him, 
with  his  eye-glass,  stiff  starched  stock,  and  poll  of  ringlets,  has  dis- 
appeared into  his  bandbox — on  with  the  lid  upon  him— and  let  him 
rest  within  the  pasteboard. 

Shepherd.  When  you  and  me  begins  a  twa-handed  crack,  there's 
nae  kennin'  whare  the  association  o'  ideas — there's  a  pheelosophic 
word  for  you — will  carry  us — and  oh,  sir!  it's  pleasant  to  embark 
in  our  fairy  pinnace,  me  at  the  oars,  and  \ou  at  the  helm,  and  wi' 
wind  and  tide,  to  drap  awa  down  the  banks,  sometimes  laigh  with- 
out being  flat,  sometimes  just  tremblin'  into  knowes,  and  sometimes 
heavin'  into  hills — noo  a  bit  solitary  biik-tree  dancin'  to  the  din  o' 
Imterfa' — noo  a  coppice,  a'  that  remains  o'  an  auld  decwved  forest— 
noo  a  wood,  a  hundred  years  o'  age,  in  the  prime  o  life — noo  a 
tower,  a  castle,  an  abbey — to  say  naething  o'  the  glintin'  steeples  o' 
kirks  and  the  lumms  o'  dwallin'  houses  Mu»kiif  in  the  clear  air,  or, 
in  the  heat  o'  .-.immer,  lookin'  as  if  they  were  only  ornaments  to  the 
t  ha  u-h- root's  variegated  by  time  wi'  a'  the  colors  o'  the  rainbow. 

North.  1  feel  now,  J anted,  in  my  heart's  core,  the  difference  be- 
tween "yawmerin1  and  moraleczin  ." 

Sktpherd.  A  man  may  let  his  sowl  sink  down  to  the  verra  bot- 
tom o  the  black  pit  <.'  mental  despair,  sir,  and  yet  no  deserve  the 
name  o'  a  yaw  merer. 

Nortli.  Ay,  James,  it  was  in  no  pla\  ful  mood,  but  in  an  agony 
that  some  haunted  spirit  first  strove  to  laugh  the  phantoms  to  scorn, 
by  naming  them  blue  Jcvils. 

Sntod,— t  young  wornia'i  maiiliB-fill*l  for  tjring  round  her  head  —  M. 
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Shepherd.  Mercy  on  us  !  when  a  man  thinks  wha  made  him,  and 
for  what  end,  and  then  thinks  what  his  life  at  the  verra  best  has  been, 
the  only  wonder  is  that  he  does  na  gang  mad.  Wha  that  breathes 
the  breath  o'  Jife,  when  standin'  a'  by  himsell  in  the  desert,  has  na 
reason  to  ca'  upon  the  rocks  to  cover  him,  to  hide  him  in  the  bowels 
o'  the  earth  frae  the  beautiful,  benign,  and  gracious  blue  sky  ?  Every 
day  is  a  day  o' judgment.  I  feel  that,  sir,  every  nicht  I  kneel  down 
to  say  my  prayers,  and  hear  wee  Jamie  breathin'  in  the  bed  at  the 
foot  o'  our  ain  ;  but  then  again,  bairns  and  ither  blessings  are  gien 
us  to  hinder  our  souls  frae  swarfin'  within  us  at  the  thocht  o'  our 
ain  wickedness — and  since  He  who  made  us  and  provides  for  us, 
hung  our  planet  by  the  golden  chain  o'  beauty  round  the  sun,  and 
gied  us  senses  mirroring  creation,  and  spirits  to  rejoice,  in  the  mys- 
terious reflection,  surely,  surely,  silly  and  sinfu'  though  we  all  are, 
we  may  venture  at  times  to  lift  up  a  humble  but  happy  ee  to  the 
"glorious  firmament  on  high,"  being,  fallen  as  we  are  from  our  high 
estate,  but  a  little  lower- — so  we  are  truly  tauld — than  the  angels. 

North.  We  are  getting  perhaps  somewhat  more  serious,  James, 
than  is  altogether  suitable  to  — 

Shepherd.  Na,  sir.  This  is  Saturday  nicht — and  cheerfu'  as  Sat- 
urday nicht  ever  is  to  every  son  o'  dear  auld  Scotland, — mair  espe- 
cially since  sweet  Robin  hallowed  it  by  that  deathless  strain — it 
aye,  somehow  or  ither,  seems  wi'  me  to  partake  o'  the  character  o' 
the  comin'  Sabbath. 

North.  I  have  felt  that  sentiment,  my  dear  James,  through  all 
the  chances  and  changes  of  my  chequered  life  ever  since  boyhood. 
Even  then,  when  night  came  unawares  upon  us  at  our  play,  with 
her  one  large  clear  moon  and  her  thousand  twinkling  stars,  at  the 
quick  close  of  the  happiest  of  all  holidays — the  Saturday — a  sudden 
hush  used  to  still  the  beatings  of  my  wild  heart— and  whether  with 
my  playmates,  or  slipping  away  by  myself,  I  used  to  return  from 
the  brae  or  the  glen  to  the  Manse,  with  a  divine  melancholy  in  my 
mind,  ever  and  anon  eyeing  with  a  delight  allied  to  awe  and  wonder, 
the  heavenly  host  marshalling  themselves,  every  minute,  in  vaster 
multitudes  all  over  the  glorious  firmament. 

Shepherd,  Do  you  ken,  Mr.  North,  that  every  thocht.  every  feel- 
ing, every  image,  every  description,  that  it  is  possible  for  a  poet  to 
pour  out  frae  within  the  sanctuary  o'  his  spirit,  seems  to  be  brought 
frae  a  hidden  store,  that  was  gathered,  and  girnell'd,  and  heaped  up 
by  himsell  unconsciously  during  the  heavenly  era  o'  early  life? 

North.  True,  James,  true.  O  call  not  the  little  laddie  idle  that 
'is  strolling  by  some  trotting  burn's  meander,  all  in  aimless  joy  by 
his  happy  self — or  angling,  perhaps,  as  if  angling  were  the  sole  end 
of  life,  and  all  the~"world  a  world  of  clear  running  waters — or  bird- 
nesting  by  bank  and  brae,  and  hedgerow,  and  forest-side,  with  more 
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imaginative  passion  than  ever  impelled  men  of  old  to  voyage  to 
golden  lauds — or  stringing  blaeberries  on  ;i  thread,  far  in  the  bosom 
of  woods,  where  sometimes  to  his  quaking  heart,  and  his  startled 
eyes,  the  stems  of  the  aged  mossy  trees  seemed  to  glimmer  like  ghosts, 
and  then  in  a  sudden  gust  of  the  young  emotion  of  beautv,  that 
small  wild  fruitage  blushed  with  deeper  ;ii  d  deeper  purple,  as  if  in- 
deed and  verily  gathered  in  Paradise— or  pulling  up  by  the  roots, — 
that  the  sky-blue  flowers  might  not  droop  their  dewy  flusters,  when 
gently  the  stalk  should  be  replanted  in  the  rieh  mould  of  the  nook 
of  the  garden,  beside  the  murmuring  hives, — the  lovely  Harebells, 
the  Hlue  Hells  of  Scotland  — 

Shepherd  Ilourra — hourra — hourra  ! — Scotland  for  ever! — damn 
a*  the  niggers  that  danr  to  hint  the  tenth  pairt  o'  the  sma'est  mono- 
syllable against  Scotland.  Savon,  sir,  say  on — but  acknowledge 
at  the  same  time,  that  you  arc  catt-hiiT  your  inspiration  t'me  him  you 
love  to  ca'  the  Shepherd — and  \vha,  were  he  to  be  une  o'  the  crooned 
heads  o'  Europe,  would  glory  in  the  name!  — 

North.  Or  tearing  a  rainbow  branch  of  broom  from  the  Ilespe- 
tides  — 

Shfjitienl.  That's  a  real  bonny  use  o'  a  classical  fable  — 

North.  Or  purer,  so  JUT,  brighter  fur  than  any  pearls  ever  dived 
for  in  Indinn  seas,  with  fingers  trembling  in  eagerest  passion,  yet 
half-restrained  .in  reverential  wonder  at  their  surpassing  loveliness, 
plucking  from  the  mossy  stones  primroses  and  violets J  Ar.d  almost 
nick  with  the  scent  of  their  blended  balm,  faint,  ('..int.  faint  as  an 
odor  in  a  dream — and  with  the  sight  of  their  blended  beauty,  the 
bright  burnished  yellow, — yes,  at  once  both  bright,  and  pale, — and 
the  dim  celestial  blue, — yes,  at  once  both  celestial  and  sullen, — 
unable  to  determine  in  the  rapt  spirit  within  him,  whether  primrose 
or  violet  be  the  most  heavenly  flower  of  the  wilderness!  All  blent, 
mingled,  transfused,  incorporated:  spiritualized,  the  one  with  the 
other  into  one  glowing,  gorgeous,  meek,  mild,  magnificent  whole, 
into  one  large  Luminous  Flower,  worthy,  nor  more  than  worthy,  to 
be  placed  by  his  own  happiest  hands  on  the  bosom  of  his  own  first- 
love,  then  seen  sitting,  fiir  oil'  though  she  be,  i>\  the  knee  of  her  old 
grandaine,  Trading  tin-  liible  aloud  with  her  sil\er  voice — an  orphan, 
even  more  blessed  than  she  knows  herself  to  be,  in  the  well-pleased 
eye  of  Heaven. 

Slirjiherd.  (Jin  Mr.  (iiinicy  spiles  that,  either  in  the  contraction  or 
the  extension,  he  deserves  to  g:uig  without  his  sooper — that's  a'— 
and  yet,  perhaps,  it'll  no  read  so  weel  in  prent  as  to  hear  it  spoken 
—  tor  oh,  Mr,  but  \oii  !iae  a  fine  (nodulated  vice  when  \»\i  speak 
rather  hiigh — ami  then  when  a  body  look*  at  your  dim  eel;  and  your 
uhiu*  face — though  they're  n<>  that  unco  dim  nor  white  neither — and 
jour  figure  mair  i»eiit  u'  late  than  we  u'  coiiid  wish — the  eJK'k'eno 
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to  be  resisted.  But  the  jug's  noddin'  at  you,  sir;  touch  noses  wl' 
him,  as  fivens,  they  say,  do  in  Turkey — and  then  shove  him  owerto 
me,  and  I'll  replenish- — for,  by  this  time,  puir  fallow,  he  maun  be 
sair  exhausted. 

Nnrth.  All  fictitious  composition — however  pathetic — ought  to 
leave  the  rnind  of  the  reader  in  a  happy  state,  James.  Is  not  the 
soul  of  every  man  worthy  of  immortality  left  in  a  happy  state,  at 
the  conclusion  of  Lear,  knowing  that  Cordelia's  now  go"ne  to  heaven?- 

Shepherd.  'Twas  an  inevitable  consummation! 

North.   But  inferior  writers  — 

Shepherd.  The  verra  instant  an  author  begins  darkenin'  heaven's 
gracious  daylight,  except  it  be  for  the  sake  o'  a'  burst  o'  sunshine 
that  has  been  dammed  up  as  it  were  amang  the  black  clouds,  and  is 
a'  at  ance  let  out  in  a  spate  o'  licht  breakin'  intil  a  thousand  streams 
through  the  sky, — I  say.  the  verra  instant  I  see  the  id i wit,  and  the 
waur  than  idiwit,  doin'  what  he  can  to  "  put  out  the  licht,  and  then 
—put  out  the  licht" — I  order  awa  the  book,  just  as  1  would  do  an 
empty  bottle  wi'  some  dregs  o'  soor  yill  in't  that  never  at  its  best 
was  worth  the  corkin',  and  tell  the  mistress  that  she  maunna  alloo 
that  volumm  to  get  into  the  leebrary  again  on  penalty  o'  its  being 
burnt. 

North.  What !     You  are  your  own  inciemator  1 

Shepherd.  It  was  only  the  last  week  that  we  had  an  Auto  da  Fe 
o'  yawmerers  on  the  knowe — the  pamphlets  burned  sweetly — but 
ae  blockhead  in  boards  died  verra  hard,  and  as  for  the  coofs  in  cawf, 
some  o'  them — would  you  believe  it — were  positively  alive  next 
moinin',  and  I  lichted  my  pipe  at  the  finis  o'  a  volumm  on  Corrup- 
tion, afore  1  went  to  the  hill  with  the  grews. 

North.  But  how  do  you  reconcile,  James,  this  cheerful  creed  of 
yours  with  the  general  melancholy  of  the  Noctes? 

Shepherd.  There  is  nae  creed,  either  philosophical  or  theological, 
•with  which  the  melancholy  o'  the  Noctes  may  not  be  reconciled,  as 
easily  as  twa  friends  that  hae  never  quarrelled.  My  remark  amount- 
ed to  this,  that  there  never  was,  never  will  be,  never  can  be,  in  this 
sublunary  scene,  a  peifect  jug  o'  het  toddy. 

North.   I  have  the  beau  ideal  of  one,  James,  in  my  mind. 

Shepherd.  Na — na — dinna  think  o'  bamboozlin'  me  wi'  your  bo- 
adeeals.  Imperfect  as  I  alloo  this  jug  to  be,  it  is  nevertheless  better, 
when  you  put  it  to  your  mouth,  than  any  bo-adeeal  o'  a  jug  that  ever 
you  had  in  your  mind.  For  what  can  ony  bo-adeeal  o'  a  jug.  by 
ony  possibility,  be  but  a  conception,  or  in  ilher  words,  a  remem- 
brance? And  will  yon  pretend  to  tell  me  that  there  ever  was,  either 
o'  eatables  or  drinkables,  a  conception  or  a  remembrance  half  as 
vivid  as  the  liquicTor  solid  reality  its  ah  sell  1 
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North.  B.it  then,  James,  by  abstracting,  and  adding,  and  modify- 
ing, and  — 

Shepherd.  O,  sir.  sir!  O  my  dear  sir,  ye  maunna,  ye  really 
mamma  begin  sae  soon  as  the  verra  first  second  jug  to  dreevil  met- 
apheesics 


t.  Even  thus,  James,  the  loveliest  of  the  loveliest  of  the  ere 
.  as   she  breathes  and  blooms  in    bright  and    balmy  fle>h  and 
*blo«»d,  what  is  she  to  the  vision,  the  idea,  in  the  poet's  brain  ? 

Shepherd.  I'll  tell  \  ou  what  she  is  —  her  wee  finger,  aye,  her  wee 
tae's  worth  a'  the  air  woven  limmers  — 

North.  O,  Medic-can  Venus! 

Shepherd.  I  never  saw,  ye  ken  that  weel  aneuch,  the  marble  statue; 
but  I  hue  seen  a  plaister  cast  o'  the  Heathen  ereter  —  and  1  dinna  deny 
that's  she's  a  gae  tosh  body,  rather  o'  an  under  size,  and  that  the 
chiel  who  originally  cut  her  out,  could  hae  bern  nae  journeyman. 
But  may  this  be  the  la>t  jug  o'  toddy  that  ever  you  and  1  drink  the- 
gither.  if  I  havena  seen  adiz/eii.a  score,  a  hutider,  a  thousan'  times, 
lassie  upon  lassie,  nane  o'  them  reckoned  very  extraorniar  in  the 
nay  of  beauty,  far,  far,  far  bonnier,  l>aith  in  face  and  figure,  than  the 
Greek  image,  dookin'  in  seen  t  pool*  o'  the  burnies  among  the  braes 
—  n  oo  splashin1  ane  anither,  like  sac  moiiy  wild  swans  a'  at  once 
seized  \\i'  a  mirthfu'  madness,  and  far  out  in  the  very  heart  o'  St. 
Mary's  l>och,  ga.rrin'  the  spray  spin  into  rainbows  aneath  the  lieat- 
ing  beauty  o'  their  Hiow-white  wings,  —  noo  nu-ltin'  like  foam-bells, 
or  s«y  rather,  thikiu'  like  water-lilies,  veesible  through  the  element 
as  if  it  were  but  a  pearly  veil  —  Oh!  sir  —  owcrower  veesible,  —  noo 
chasm'  ane  anither,  in  Re-dazzlin',  soul-siekenin'  succe>sion,  Naiad 
after  Naiad,  this  ane  croo'd,  say  rather  apparelled,  in  a  shower  o' 
sunbeams,  and  that  ane  wi'  a  trail  o'  clouds  —  brichleliin'  or  blaek- 
enin'  their  fair  bodies  like  day  or  like  nieht,  such  was  the  dreepin* 
length  o'  yellow  or  sable  hair,  that  hung,  in  their  stooping  flight,  frae 
forehead  unto  feet  —  cha-in'  ane  anitlur,  I  say,  sir,  through  ahmg  the 
pillared  and  fretti-d  gallery  that  inns  alang  the  rock  ahint  the  water- 
fa',  cool,  caller,  cauld  in  July's  dog  Mar  drought,  and  \  et  sac  cheeif'i' 
and  halesome  too  within  the  misty  den,  that  there  the  wren  doth 
hang  her  large  girt  n  nest  in  a  nook,  and  at  anv  time  \ou  throw  in 
n  -t.-iin-.  h>  !  the  white-breasted  water  p\et  flits  lorih,  and  >kimmiir 
the  Kitrfiu-e,  dipH  and  di>appearM  sae  suddenly  that  you  know  not 
whether  it  wa»  a  l>ird  or  a  ihocht  ! 

North.  My  dear  James  —  \  ou  have  peopled  the  pool  with  poetry, 
even  an  the  h.-av«-n  with  star*. 

bhejihenl.  That's  a-,  true  a  word  as  ever  \  on  spake;  and  ane  o' 
the  maint  glorious  gill*  "t  poetr\,  sir,  is  the  power  o'  hiingin'  upon 
the  imagination  woman  —  virgin  woman  —  for  u  glimpse  —  a  glimpm. 
»nd  nae  mair  —  \eilcd  but  in  her  ain  native  —  her  ain  Hacrvd  inno- 
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cence — and  secure  from  all  profanation  of  unhallowed  thoughts,  as 
the  nun  kneeling  in  her  cell  before  the  crucifix. 

NorlJ.,  So  have  all  great  poets  and  painters  felt,  my  dear  James; 
nor  have  they  ever  feared  for  nature  and  her  sanctities.  To  the 
pure  all  things  are  pure  ;  but  there  are  poor,  feeble,  fastidious  frib- 
bles, James,  who  would  have  turned  aside  their  faces,  clapped  a 
handkerchief  to  their  eyes,  and  deviated  down  a  lane,  had  they 
suddenly  met  Eve  in  Paradise.  < 

Shepherd.  Hoo  the  mother  of  mankind  would  hae  despised  the 
Atheists  !  For  what  better  than  Atheists  are  they  who  blush  for  the 
handiwork  of  their  Maker1? 

North,  Their  tailor  stands  between  them  and  God. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  daurin'  expression — but  noo  that  I've  taen  a 
minute  to  think  on't,  I  see  it's  a  profoond  apophthegm.  Fause  deli- 
cacy's main  excusable  in  a  woman  than  a  man — for  it  ower  aften 
forms  pairt  o'  her  edication — and  some  young  leddies  live  in  a  per- 
petual horror  o' lookin',  or  say  in',  or  doin'  something  improper; 
whereas  if  the  bit  harmless  creeters  would  but  chatter  away  on, 
they  would  be  as  safe  no  to  talk  out  o'  tune  as  the  lintie  on  the 
broom,  or  the  laverock  in  the  cloud. 

North.  What  think  you  of  a  hook-nosed  old  maiden  lady,  with 
a  yellow  shrivelled  neck,  James,  attempting  to  blush  behind  her 

Shepherd.  When  reading  a  Noctes  !  Huts!  the  auld  idiwit — 
you  micht  imagine  her,  in  like  manner,  comin' suddenly  upon  Adam, 
with  a  wooden  spade  over  his  shoulder,  and  shriekin'  loud  enough, 
at  the  sight  of  our  worthy  first  male  parent,  to  alarm  the  fairest  of 
her  daughters,  Eve,  employed  in  training  the  pretty  parasites  of 
Paradise  to  cluster  more  thickly  round  the  porch  of  her  nuptial 
bower. 

North.  Yes ;  I  have  been  credibly  informed,  James,  that  there 
are  absolutely  creatures  permitted  to  inhale  the  vital  air.  under  the 
external  appearance  of  human  beings,  male  and  female,  who  won't 
read  the  Noctes,  because,  forsooth,  they  are  indelicate 

Sliepherd.  [  wudna  advise  the  pawrents  o'  ony  female  under  forty, 
that  pretends  no  to  read  the  Noctes  for  that  reason,  to  alloo  Miss 
Madam  to  ride  out  on  horseback  for  an  airing,  wi'  an  unmarried 
groom-lad,  or  it'll  no  be  her  fawt  if  them  twa's  no  ae  flesh,  and 
her,  before  lang,  the  landlady  o'  a  tavern  in  Bow-street,  wi'  livery 
stables  with  back  premises,  wi'  horses  staunin'  in  them  at  a  guinea 
a-week. 

North.  Might  this  tongue — and  this  hand — be  benumbed  by 
palsy,  if  ever  one  word  dropt  from  either  that  modest  maiden  might 
not  read,  with  no~other  blush  but  that  of  mantling  mirth  on  the 
cheek  of  Innocence,  who,  herself  knowing  no  ill,  suspecteth  it  not 
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in  others,  and  least  of  all  in  the  harmless  merriment  of  an  old  maa, 
fain,  now  and  then,  my  gentle  Shepherd,  as  you  know,  to  kindle  up 
a  light  beneath  the  sparks  of  such  a  genius  as  thine,  James,  in  the 
dry  and  \\itheied  sticks,  as  it  were,  of  his  imagination — coruscating 
fitfully,  alas!  and  feebly,  but  innocently  too,  as  the  flakes  of  wild- 
fire  through  the  fast-descending,  and  deepening,  and  thickening  mists 
of  age 

iiatfjkfni.  Mists!  A  mind  like  yours,  sir,  wad  be  naething  with- 
out mists.  Your  gran'  towerin'  sk  \-seekin'  thochts  are  a  ft  en  dimly- 
seen  through  mists,  just  like  the  mountains  o' Swisserland,  or  our 
ain  Highlands — while  through  the  heart  o'  the  dead  or  drivin'  cloud- 
gloom  is  heard  the  roarin' o'  mony  Mreams  a'  in  unison  wi'the  voice 
of  some  Great  Wateifa',  the  Leader  o*  the  Band. — when  they  are 
silent,  singin'  a  gran'  solo  by  himscll,  and  ha'en  nae  objections  to 
takin'  either  the  h'rst  or  the  second  in  a  duet  with  the  Thunder.  Or 
haply,  sir, — and  there  the  simile  hands  jriule  too,  when  you're  in  a 
cheerfu'  mood,  sir,  and  weel  timed  daflinV*  the  order  o'  the  nicht, 
—haply,  sir,  through  the  disparting  mint  is  heard  the  laughter  o* 
lads  and  lasses  tedding  the  rushy  meadow  hay  in  the  moist  hollows 
among  the  heather,  or  the  lilting  o'  some  auld  traditionary  lay;  or 
what  say  you  to  the  bagpipe,  to  a  gatherin'  or  a  coronach. f  saft  and 
faint  as  subterranean  music,  frae  ahint  a  knowe  a'  covered  wi'  rocks, 
and  owershadowed  wi'  pine  trees  like  oaks,  so  majestic  is  the  far- 
sweepin'  o'  their  arm-boughs,  and  so  high  their  green-diadein'd  heads 
in  heaven  1 

North.  Hollo!  Fancy!     Whither  art  thou  flying? 

Shejj/ienl.  Indelicate  indeed!  at  that  rate  \\  ha's  delicate  in  the 
haill  range  o'  English  leeteratur  ?  Is  Addisoii  delicate,  wha  left 
"no  line  which  dying  he  would  wish  to  blot  ?"  Let  your  prim, 
leerin',  city  madams  read  his  Speetaw tors — beautiful,  pure,  simple, 
graceful,  elegant,  and  perfectly  innocent  as  they  are,  and  then  duur 
to  blame  the  Nodes  Ainbrosiaiuc. 

North.  IA-I  Pope's  Works,  truly  moral  as  he  is,  Poems,  Letters, 
and  nil,  go  into  the  fire. 

Khrpherd.  I*-t  the  C'astle  o'  Indolence  be  inserted  in  the  Index 
Kxpuigiitorius,  on  account  o'  that  stanxa  about  the  silly  maiilen 
"waxing  very  weakly  as  \hc  warms"  in  the  aims  of  the  loscl 

North.  Whisht,  .1  nines,  whi>ht — the  very  allusion  to  tho  most 
jxrfeet  IMUMII  in  the  English  hmguage  is  indelicate. 

Skcphtrd.  What  say  they  to  the  descrij»tion  o'  Adam  and  Eve 
in  the  garden  o'  Eden  —  to  Jjido  and  vKneas  in  the  cu\o  —  to  Ta>so 
and  ArioMto,  and  — 

North.  Siiak*pcare.  in  every  other  page — to  Ophelia  and  C}  m- 
belitie,  and  Desdcinuna. 

•  /->«*»,— 1b«ugtill«M  j»jity.- XL  f  Cfronatk.— a  dirjf.— M, 
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Shepherd.  O  the  cutties  !* 

North.  Why,  James,  the  galleries  of  the  Festal  Hall  might  be 
crowded  with  the  chariest  virgins  of  the  land  to  listen  to  our  collo- 
quies during  our  wildest  orgies;  nor  would  the  most  shame-faced 
of  them  all  ever  need  once  to  veil  her  eyes  beneath  the  white 
wavings  of  her  ostrich  plumes. 

Shepherd.  There  canna,  sir,  be  a  mair  fatal  symptom  o'  the  de- 
cline and  corruption  o'  national  morals  than  what's  ca'd  squearnish- 
nrss.  Human  natur,  I  fancy,  is  the  same  in  essentials  in  high  and 
low  degree—and  I  ken  ae  thing  for  a  dead  certainty,  that  there 
never  was  a  lass  yet  in  a'  the  Forest  that  was  misfortunate,  who  had 
nae  aye  lookit  as  if  butter  would  nae  hae  melted  in  her  mouth  ; 
and  what  was  the  upshot  ?  A  skirlin'  babbief  at  the  dead  hour  o' 
night,  to  the  astonishment  o'  her  mither  and  a'  her  sisters — and 
you'll  tin'  the  same  thing  noted  in  auld  ballants  by  thae  great  mas 
ters  o'  natur  and  teachers  o'  virtue,  the  poets. 

North.  Ay,  James — the  old  minstrels  saw  far,  and  deep,  and  clear 
into  all  heart-mysteries — and,  low-born  humble  men  as  they  were, 
their  tragic  or  comic  strains  strike  like  electricity. 

Slu"pherd.  Shame  came  into  the  warld  wi'  Sin  ;  and  whether  by 
the  lowin'  ingle-nook,  or  amang  the  bonnie  bloomin'  heather,  aneath 
the  moon  and  stars,  she  bides  na  lang  wi'  Innocence,  sittin'  or  lyin' 
in  the  arms  of  Love — for  Love,  though  a  gentle,  is  a  bold-eyed 
spirit;  and  wi'  ae  smile,  that  fortifies  the  tremblin'  virgin's  heart, 
scaurs  awa'  Shame  and  Fear  to  the  haunts  o' the  guilty  ;  and  if  there 
be  a  blush  on  her  brow  or  her  bosom,  Love  kens  weel  whence  came 
the  dear  suffusion  ;  and.  in  a  sweet  lown  voice,  asks  his  ain  lassie  to 
lift  up  her  head  and  look  him  in  the  face,  that  he  may  kiss  the  tears 
frae  her  cheek,  and  what  seems  to  be  tears — but  is  ouly  a  mist — far 
within  her  thoughtful  and  affectionate  een,  through  which  is  seen 
swimmin'  the  very  essence  o'  her  soul  ! 

North.  Once  adopt  the  false  delicate,  and  Poetry  and  Painting  are 
no  more.  Jephtha's  daughter  must  not  bewail  her  virginity  on  the 
mountains — and  her  breast  must  not  be  bared  to  the  sacrificial  knife 
of  her  father.  Iphigenia  in  Tauris 

Shepherd.  Jf  three-  bonny  maidens,  sisters  perhaps,  had  been  a' 
droon'  in  ane  anither's  arms,  in  some  shelvin'  plum — not  only  be- 
trothed, but  the  verra  day  fixed  for  their  marriages — and  were  a' 
there  laid  out,  stiff  and  stark,  on  the  sunny  bank,  like  three  wee  bit 
naked  babbies,  what  wad  you  think  o'  that  man  or  that  woman,  wha 
in  the  middle  of  that  mortal  metsery,  when  the  souls  o'  a'  present 
were  prostrated  by  the  sicht  o'  sudden  and  saddest  death,  should, 
out  o'  delicacy,  order  awa'  the  weepin',  and  sobbin',  and  shriekin' 
haymakers,  that  halt  a'  run  down  dimented  to  the  pool  ;  and  some 

*  Cutty, — a  slut:  a  worthless  girl ;  a  loose  woman. — M.          f  Skirling, — screaming. — M. 
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o*  them,  at  the  risk  o'  their  am  lives,  louped  into  the  deeps,  and  were 
now  wringin'   their   hauns,    because   there  was   nae   hope  for   either 
Mary,  or  Margaret,  or  Helen  Morrison — useless  a'  their  bridal  gar 
men  is — and  for  their  bonny  breasts  nae  linen  wanted  noo — but  suf- 
ficient for  a  shroud  ! 

North.  That  self-same  sight  I  saw,  James,  in  a  pool  on  a  bank  of 
the  Tweed — fifty  years  ago 

Shepherd.  1  ken  you  did — and  though  I've  heard  you  describe't 
fifty  times,  1  wad  rather  no  hear  ony  thing  mair  about  it  the  noo- — 
for  1  half  to  greet — and  whatever  else  you  may  be  deficient  in,  the 
greatest  coof  in  Scotland  camia  deny  that  you're  a  matchless  master 
o'  the  pathetic. 

North.   Yes.  James,  and  of  the  humorous,  too 

Shepherd.  You  micht  have  left  anither  to  say  that  for  you,  sir — 
but  o'  a'  the  vain,  proud,  self-conceited  creturs  that  ever  took  pen  in 
haun',  you  are  at  the  head — and  if  ever  you  chance  to  be  confined  iu 
a  lunutic  madhouse,  nae  dout  you'll  continue  to  believe  that  you're 
still  the  Editor  of  Black  wood's  Mngazine,  and  '11  no  alloo  naebody 
but  \ourselfto  write  the  leading  article. 

North.   And  of  the  sublime. 

Shi-pIicrJ.    What!  you  conceit  yourself  to  be  a  prose  Milton  7     I 
think  uttething  <»*  \oiir  grand  style.     Saw  ye  ever  an  auld  man  tot- 
term'  wi'  stilts  ower  a  foid  that  a  shepherd  micht  skip  amaist  with 
out  bring  wat  shod  ? 

North.   And  the  beautiful 


Shepherd,   And  the  mean,  low,  base,  coorse,  clatty 


North.  Come,  James,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head.  See, 
here  are  lletZseh'a  Illustrations  of  Hamlet. 

Shepherd.  Stoptili  I  dicht  the  table  wi' the  rubber.  Noo  unfauld, 
ami  Ut's  hear  till  another  Icctur.  I'lay  awa*  the  first  fiddle.  You 
like  to  shine,  even  afore  the  Shepherd  alane — an  oh  !  but  auld  ago 
is  garrulous,  garrulou*,  and  Iocs  deaily  the  soun'o'  his  ain  fremblip' 
vice ! 

North.    Here  is  the  apotheosis  of  Shakspeare. 

Shepherd.  \  hate  apotheoses,  for  thes 're  no  in  natur,  or  hardly 
8a<-  -but  is  there  a  pictur  o'  the  murder  ? 

North.  Here  it  is.  The  adulterous  brother  is  pouring  the  "leper- 
oil-  distilment  "  into  the  car  of  the  Bleeping  monarch.  NV  hat  a  model 
of  a  coward  assassin  !  He  -r.-ms  as  if  he  trod  on  a  viper.  He  must 
needs  have  recourse  to  poison,  for  he  dare  not  touch  a  dagger.  Every 
nerve  of  his  body  is  on  the  rack  of  fear,  and  yet  no  quiver  of  remorse 
can  renc.h  his  dastard  soul.  The  pasMige  from  sleep  to  death — how 
finely  iniiiked  on  tin-  features  of  his  \  jrtiin  !  Life  ha»  departed  with- 
out t.ikuiL'  leave,  and  death  has  not  stamped  him  with  its  loathsome 
imprest*.  But  the  deed  i»  done,  and  the  "  extravagant  and  erring 
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spirit,"  with  all  its  imperfections  on  its  head,  is  already  in  Purgatory. 
What  a  placid  beauty  in  the  reclining  attitude  of  the  corpse!  A 
graceful  ease,  which  finely  contrasts  with  the  crouching  curve  of  the 
villain.  It  is  a  posture  which  a  lady  on  a  sofa  might  study  with  ad- 
vantage— yet  manly,  royal — in  sleep,  in  death,. he  is  "  every  inch  a 
king." 

Shepherd.  And  the  artist  o'  that  is  a  German  ?  I  can  hardly  credit 
it. 

Nrrth.  The  antique  garniture  of  the  Arbor — the  Gothic  fretwork 
— the  grotesque  imagery — the  grim  figure  of  Justice  with  her  sword 
and  scale — all  seem  to  sympathize  with  the  horrid  act — and  bear  a 
charmed  life,  a  reflection  of  sad  mortality. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  sir!  but  Claudius  is  an  ugly  heathen. 

Tickler.  Is  he  not,  James — not  indeed  too  bad  a  villain — but  too 
low  a  scoundrel  ?  He  could  not  be  the  brother  of  a  king — he  could 
seduce  no  woman  who  was  not  degraded  below  all  degradation — and 
the  mother  of  Hamlet  is  still  a  queen.  He  is  downright  physically 
disgusting.  Retzsch  has  embodied  the  grossest  issues  of  Hamlet's 
hatred.  He  has  combined  in  a  human  form  the  various  deforrrities 
of  a  satyr,  a.  drunkard,  a  paddock,  a  bat,  a  gib,  a  slave — and,  alto- 
gether, has  produced  a  true  semblance  of  one  of  those  hoary  mis- 
creants who  are  brought  up  to  How-street  or  Marlborough  Office  for 
assaults  upon  female  infants.  His  vile  low  forehead,  whalley  eyes, 
pendulous  cheeks,  and  filthy  he-goatish  beard — fob — the  nobles  of 
Denmark  would  never  have  compounded  felony  with  such  "  a  cut- 
purse  of  the  empire." 

Shepherd.  But  you'll  find,  sir,  that  Shakspeare's  Claudius  is  really 
«uch  a  monster. 

'North.  No,  James — no. 

Shepherd.  But  Hamlet  says  sae 

North.  No  rncitter  what  Hamlet  says.  Hamlet  utters  his  own 
sentiments,  not  Shakspeare's — and  hatred  is  twentyfold  blinder  than 
love.  Now,  I  really  think,  that  sensualist,  adulterer,  fratricide,  and 
usurper  as  he  is,  Claudius  has  royal  blood  in  his  veins,  and,  for  an 
usurper,  plays  the  King's  part  rarely.  Even  the  Ghost  ascribes  to 
him  "  witchcraft  of  wit ;  "  and  accordingly  he  is  a  fine  talker,  a  florid 
rhetorical  speaker,  not  unfurnished  with  common-places  of  morality, 
and  thoroughly  capable  of  sustaining  his  assumed  dignity.  His  re- 
proof  of  Hamlet's  perseverent  woe  would  have  done  credit  to  a  bet- 
ter man. 


to  persevere 


In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a.  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness  ;  'tis  unmanly  grief, 
It  shows  a  will  most  iuoo.-rect  to  Meaveu  ; 
A  hea,rt^infiirti/ied,  or  mind  impatient; 
Ail  understanding  simple  and  uuschool'd; 
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For  what  we  know,  must  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  tilings  to  sense. 
Whv  should  we,  in  otir  peevish  opposition, 
Tak'e  it  to  litwtf     Fie.  tis  a  fault  to  Heaven, 
A  fault  ag:tiu«t  the  <ie:ui.  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reason  most  absurd,  whose  conmiou  theme 
Is — Death  of  Fathers  1 

Shepherd.  That's  orthodox  divinity,  sure  aneuch  ! 

North.  Nav.  when  his  conscience  will  let  him,  he  lacks  not  courage 
— when  assailed  by  Laertes,  he  behaves  like  a  prince,  aud  speaks 
like  a  Tory. 

Let  him  go.  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  person, 
There's  such  Divinity  doth  ln-dtre  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  |>eep  at  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  will 

Shepherd.  He  may  speak  like  a  Tory,  but  he  acts  like  a  Whig. 

North.  Forget  party  for  a  night,  James.  Shakspeare,  in  short, 
was  aware,  and  here  Ketzsch  seems  to  have  forgotten,  that  great 
moral  guilt  may  coexist  with  much  personal  <-r  official  dignity,  and 
even  with  acute  intellectual  perceptions  of  right  and  wrong. 

Shepherd.  Turn  ower  to  the  Ghost,  sir — gin  ye  please. 

"  By  Heaven.  I'll  make  a  Uh<«t  of  him  that  lets  me.' 

North.  Lo !  Young  Hamlet  beckoned  away  by  the  Ghost,  who 
stands  in  the  distance,  dim  and  shadowy,  ghostly  indeed  and  kinglike, 
is  bursting  from  his  friends,  whose  admonitory,  dissuasive  counten- 
ances interpret  their  fears.  There  is  nothing  "f  rage  or  violence,  you 
see,  James,  in  his  detriment — nothing  but  the  self-transcending  en 
crgy  of  one,  whose  fate  cries  out.  Never  did  art  produce  a  finer 
•ample  of  manly  beauty  in  its  vernal  summer.  We  c;in  see  that  his 
downy  cheek  is  Binooth  and  blooming  as  a  virgin's  ;  and  yet  he  is 
the  man  complete — the  soldier,  scholar,  courtier — the  beloved  of 
Ophelia — "  the  beautiful,  the  brave."  Perhaps  he  is  even  too  l>eau- 
tiful— not  that  he  is  effeminate — but  the  moody,  moon-struck  Ham- 
let must  needs  have  had  a  darker  and  a  heavier  brow. 

Shepherd.   Which  is  Horautio  I 

North.  That.  Horatio,  here  and  throughout,  is  a  sensible,  gentle- 
manlike young  man,  and  Marcel  I  ua  a  fair  militia  officer. 

Shepherd.    Kh  !   here's  the  soliloquy  ! 

fforth.  To  say  that  it  is  a  picture  of  Hamlet  uttering  that  solilo- 
quy, would  be  to  attribute  to  the  pencil  a  skill  which  it  does  not 
DOMesM.  But  it  is  evidently  the  picture  of  a  man  speaking — reason- 
ing to  himself — a  rare  advantage  over  the  generality  of  theatrical 
portrait",  which  generally  stare  out  of  the  canvas  or  paper,  ju*t  as  if 
they  were  spouting  to  the  pit,  or  familiarly  eyeing  the  gallery. 
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Hamlet  stands  in  the  centre — his  body  firm  and  erect,  his  head 
downcast,  hands  slightly  raised.  He  is  manifestly  in  a  stat«  of  in- 
ward conflict,  and  strong  mental  exertion — not  in  a  p-issive  day-dream, 
or  brown  study.  On  ihe  one  side,  Ophelia  sits  sewing — her  hands 
suspended,  her  countenance  marked  with  affectionate  anxiety.  On 
the  other,  the  King  and  Polonius,  watching,  the  one  with  malicious, 
the  other  with  curious  intentness.  Retzsch  has  admirably  represented 
the  popular  idea  of  Polonius ;  but  when  he  visits  England,  he  may 
perhaps  find,  among  our  venerable  Nobles,  a  more  adequate  repre- 
sentative of  the  Polonius  of  Shakspeare. 

Shepherd.  Was   ye  speakin'  the  noo,  sir,  for  I  didna  hear  your 
vice1? 

.  North.  Beauty,  Innocence,  and  Sorrow,  each  in  their  loveliest  dress, 
unite  in  the  simple  figure.  Most  wonderful  and  excellent  is  the  art, 
that  with  a  few  strokes  of  the  pencil  can  produce  a  being  whom  at 
once  we  know,  and  love,  and  pity.  Hamlet,  seated  at  her  feet,  his 
eye  fixed  like  a  Basilisk  on  the  King,  with  uplifted  finger,  expounds 
"  the  Mouse  Trap."  "  He  poisons  him  in  the  garden  for  his  estate. 
You  shall  see  anon,  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's 
wife."  The  King,  with  averted  face,  draws  back  his  chair,  as  in  the 
act  of  rising.  The  Queen,  a  royal  matron,  still  noble  and  beautiful 
— though  guilt,  and  care,  and  years  have  set  their  several  marks  up- 
on her — holds  up  her  hands  in  astonii-hment,  but  shows  no  fear.  She 
evidently  was  not  privy  to  the  murder.  The  rest  of  the  audience 
are  merely  amazed,  or  it  may  be,  chagrined  at  the  interruption  of 
their  entertainment.  Ophelia,  pensive  and  heart-broken,  yet  think 
ing  no  evil,  scarce  perceives  what  is  passing. 

Shepherd.  Puir  creter ! 

North.  But,  look  here,  my  dear  Shepherd — look  here.  The  King 
is  praying — no,  pray  he  cannot — the  picture  tells  it.  We  compas- 
sionate, even  this  miscreant,  under  the  severest  of  all  Heaven's 
judgments.  Not  so  does  Hamlet.  "Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a 
more  horrid  bent,"  is  clearly  blazoned  in  his  own  act  and  visage. 
That  was  one  of  the  speeches  which  Shakspeare,  had  he  lived  in 
these  days,  would  not  have  written — nor  would  he,  in  the  golden 
days  of  Queen  Bess,  or  King  Jamie,  have  put  it  into  the  mouth  of 
Hamlet,  had  he  meant  to  represent  him  as  a  sane  and  exemplary 
youth.  Yet  I  know  not  whether  the  notion  of  retributive  vengeance 
as  a  propitiation  to  the  departed,  will  not  justify  even  this  horrid 
scruple.  The  speech,  whatever  it  were  meant  for,  certainly  is  a  tre 
mendous  satire  on  revenge. 

Shepherd.   It  gars  me  grue  and  greet.* 

North.  After  the  last  confirmation  of  the  king's  guilt,  Hamlet, 
fooled  to  the  top  uf  his  bent  by  successive  intruders,  and  screwing 

*  Gruc  and  greet, — shudder  and  weep. — AI. 
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up  his  spirits  for  the  interview  with  his  mother,  not  only  is,  but  oi>n 
fesse*  himself  maddened. 

Now  o.»uld  I  ill-ink  h»t  Mood, 
And  do  such  IHIMIH---  ;i-  Uie  liiitiT  day 
Would  quake  to  look  ou. 

He  even  contemplates,  while  he  deprecates,  the  possibility  of  his 
"heart  losing  its  nature."  Just  then,  "at  the  very  witching  timu 
of  night,"  "  when  hell  itself  breathes  out  contagion  to  this  world,'- 
he  crosses  the  chamber  where  the  king  is  kneeling.  The  opportunity 
strikes  him,  but  his  natural  disinclination  to  action  intervenes,  with 
somewhat  of  a  secret  consciousness,  that  the  moment  of  repentance 
is  not  the  time  <>f  vengeance.  Still,  so  utterly  are  his  feelings 
envenomed  against  the  poor  culprit,  and  so  strangely  his  moral  scute 
perplexed  by  '•supernatural  soliciting,"  that  even  remorse  itself  is 
turned  to  cruelty,  and  he  vindicates  the  adjournment  of  the  blow  by 
arguments,  which  certainly  "have  no  relish  of  salvation  in  them," 
but  which,  perhaps,  sounded  less  impious  in  an  age,  when  everv 
staunch  I'rotestant,  no  less  th-in  his  Catholic  cousin,  thought  himself 
bound  to  believe  in  the  eternal  perdition  of  their  dissentient  neigh- 
bors. 

Slirjiherd.  \  can  look  at  it  nap  langer;  turn  owcr,  sir,  turn  ower 
to  Ophelia ! 

North.  Here  it  is, — the  madness  of  Ophelia  !  She  is  still  lovely 
— stili  the  same  Ophelia — but  how  changed  !  Her  aspect  tells  of 
fierce  conflicting  woes — but  they  are  past.  Surely  that  bereavement 
of  reason,  which  to  man  appears  so  cruel,  is  a  dispensation  of  mercy  ! 
She  scatters  her  flowers — rue,  for  remembrance,  and  pansics  for 
thoughts — and  warbles  snatches  of  old  songs — such  as  she  may  have 
overheard  in  her  childhood,  without  knowing  what  the  words  irnplv, 
only  that  they  tell  of  love  and  death — of  faithless  love  and  death 
untimely  ! 

Hhfftkenl.  Can  yon  be  the  <-auld  r«>un'  that  I  see  on  the  side-board 
through  a  sort  o'  mist  afore  my  ecu  I  if  sue.  let  us  baith  hae  a 
shave,  wi'  moostard  and  vinegar — for  it's  a  gao  while  syne  sooper, 
and  you  look  yawp,  sir. 

(7V/f  SHKPHKKD    cuf*   ducteroiixli/    a    plateful  of  brrf,    with 
much  taxtc  interlarding  tlte  lean  with  thr  /I/O 

JV'wr/A.  After  a  hot  and  heavy  supper,  James,  it  is  dangerous  to 
go  to  bed,  without  a  trifle  of  something  linht  and  cold — and  no 
well-regulated  piivate  or  public  house  should  ever  be  without  a 
I.'oun-l.  Thank  \ou.  .fame*,  thank  you. 

Xhrjthird.  Saw  ever  -my  body  the  likes  o*  that  ?  The  trencher 
vra>  meant  for  u*  builh  t<>  (ill  our  ain  plates  :ill"i,  and  instead  o'  tlmt, 
thi-rc  hue  you  la'en  the  trencher  tojoui'M-ll,  and  are  absolutely 
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eatin'  awa  tra'  it,  first  a  link  o'  lean  and  then  a  dab  o  fat,  as  if  you 
hadna  seen  butcher-meat  for  a  towmont,  and  I'm  obleeged  to  hae  the 
trouble  o'  gangin'  again  to  the  sideboard. 

North.  Have  you  seen  any  of  the  Annuals,  James? 

Shepherd.  No  ane.     But  I've  contributed  to  several  o'  them. 

North.  I  see  you  have,  my  dear  Shepherd,  and  that  most  potently 
and  effectively  to  the  Anniversary*  and  the  Forget-me-Not.  I  could, 
would,  and  should  have  had  an  admirable  article  on  all  the  Annuals 
this  month,  had  the  editors  or  publishers  had  the  sense  to  send  me 
their  Flowers;  but  they  have  not,  with  the  exception  of  Allan  Cun- 
ningham, Mr.  Ackermann,  Mr.  Crofton  Croker,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hall. 

Shepherd.  First  come  first  served.  What  for  no  hae  a  review  o' 
them  by  themsells  1 

North.  Because  I  hate  any  thing  that  can  possibly  be  mistaken  by 
the  weakest  mind  for  the  appearance  of  partiality. 

Shepherd.  Whoo!  That's  hae'in  ower  thin-skinned  a  conscience. 
Is  the  Anniversary  gude. 

North.  If  any  of  the  others  be  better,  their  Editors  must  have 
made  a  wonderful  improvement  on  them  since  the  last  show  of 
Christinas  roses.  Allan  Cunningham,  as  Sir  Walter  has  said,  is  an 
honor  to  Scotland  ;  and  Scotland  alone  ought  to  take  a  large  edition 
of  the  Anniversary.  That  is -the  best  patronage  can  be  shown  lo  a 
man  of  genius.  Allan  lias  a  proud  and  independent  spirit,  and  ap- 
peals to  his  country.  She  knows  his  worth — and  each  son  and 
daughter  of  hers  knows  how  to  reward  it.  His  own  poetry  is  per- 
haps the  best  in  the  volume — though  it  contains  poems  of  consider- 
able length — by  yourself,  James,  Mr.  Southey,  and  Professor 
Wilson.  Your  Carle  of  Invertime,  is  one  of  your  most  beautiful 
effusions,  and  its  spirit  reminds  one  of  the  Kilmeny  and  Mary  Lee. 
But  your  prose  tale  of.  Death  and  Judgment  is  one  of  the  most 
powerful  things  you  ever  did,  James — and  I  will  back  it  against  all 
the  other  prose  compositions  in  all  the  other  Annuals — Camerouian 
against  the  field. 

Shepherd.  Ony  gude  poetry  by  ony  ither  contributors? 

North.  One  of  the  best  Dramatic  Scenes  ever  Barry  Cornwall 
wrote — and  a  singularly  beautiful  poem,  full  of  feeling  and  fancy, 
entitled,  "  Sorrows  of  Hope,"  by  George  Darley,f  the  ingenious 
author  of  a  dramatic  poem  of  a  fairy  nature,  which  1  remember 
reading  with  pleasure  a  year  ago,  Cynthia's  Levels — some  fine  vigor- 

*  The  Anniversary  was  an  Annual,  published  in  1828,  and  edited  by  Allan  Cunning-ham. 
Ackermann,  who  was  the  founder  of  Annuals  in  England,  published  the  Foriret-Me-JVut\ 
Crofton  Croker  edited  The.  1'hrintmaa-hui ;  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall,  The  Juvenile  Furget-Mc-JVot  • 
and  Mr.  Hall,  Tke  simv{£t.—M. 

t  CTeorse  Darley,  who  is  dead,  was  also  author  of  the  critical  remarks  signed  D.  ——(I. 
with  which  each  number  of  Cumberland's  ilrhish  Drama  is  prefaced.— M. 
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ous  verses  by  Lockhar. ,  and  two  scenes,  strange  find  spirited,  by 
Lord  Leveson  Gower,  from  Schiller's  Camp  of  \N  alieiistein,  hitherto 
si:  j  'i  >«  »sed  nn  t  ransl  at  able.* 

Shepherd.   What  poems  has  Cunningham  wrote  himsell  ? 

North.  The  chief  is  the  Magic  Bridle — quite  in  the  style  and  spirit 
o'  Tain  o'  Shantcr. 

Shepherd.   What  else? 

North.  Don't  make  so  much  munchin  wi'  your  mouth,  and  I  will 
repeat  you  — 

Shtpherd.  1  dinna  mak  nae  mair  munchin  wi'  my  mouth  nor  you 
do  yoursell — no,  nor  half  sae  tmickle — and  naebody  can  say  they 
ever  heard  mv  jaws  or  cheek  banes  playin1  clunk,  clunk,  like  yours 
when  you're  eatin' — a  soun'  tor  which  I  could  aften  amaist  murder 
you  by  stickin'  the  carvin'  knife  into  your  verra  heart. 

North.  Hu-h  !  I  pit  by  heart  Allan's  ver>es,  entitled,  "The 
Mother  Praying,". on  two  leadings,  and  that's  a  strong  proof  of  their 
power  !  for  my  memory  is  weak.  They  arc  indeed,  my  dear  James, 
the  passionate  breathings  of  a  true  poet  and  a  true  man.  Allan 
was  one  of  the  best  of  sons — and  i>  one  of  the  best  of  husbands  and 
fathers. 

Shepherd.  And  1  hope  sits  wi'  his  family  in  his  frien'  Irvine's  kirk 
— ami  no  in  an  Episcopawlian  chapel. 

North.  Why,  .lames,  one  of  the  curiosities  of  the  Anniversary  is 
a  tale — for,  a-  Wordsworth  says,  if  you  be  wi>e,  you  "mar  find  a 
tale  in  every  thing" — by  Kdward  Irving. f  There  is  an  earnestness, 
a  sineeiity,  and  a  solemnity  about  it.  which  is  atlVcting  and  impre*- 
bivc,  in  the  almost  total  want  of  incident;  and  often  as  religious  old 
women  have  been  described,  Bitting  with  their  dim  spectacled  e\es, 
and  withered  hand  on  th>-  Bible,  and  discoursing  on  the  .-suffering 
saints  of  old,  Mr.  Irvine's  old  woman  is  broiigtit  before  our  mind's 
eye,  HO  as  \.<>  touch  our  hearts  with  icverence  lor  her  and  her  faith. 

Shepherd.    Is't  a  bonny   book  ? 

North.  Most  beautifully  embellished,  and  most  exquisitely  print- 
ed. The  engravings  are  all  fiom  paintings  by  the  liist  masters,  and 
the  subjects  are.  well  cho>cn — probably  by  the  publisher,  Mr.  Sharpu, 
who  has  long  been  distinguished  by  taste  and  judgment  in  the  line 
art*,  in  short,  the  Anniversary  is  sure  of  splendid  success.  Mine 
is  I  ait  a  rough  copy. 

•  Lord  Franri*  l.«»»»on  fiowir  wan  wrond  »on  of  lh«  l»t*  Duk*  c.O'uihi-rUnd.  and  auumrd 
Ik*  Bam*  <•'.  Kgtrton  on  tb*  !<:.n.  c>(  the  K»r.  •  !  lindgcwtti-r,  wh«  t>i-,|upalhrd  him  ottalM 
»c,nh  1M«I.«*J  »-y»»f  ll«  l.i.  t-rrn  ^»crrl»r)^  fi.r  Inland  and  Sr.-n-iarjr  »i  War.  and  wai 
Mai  u>  New  Vor».  in  I-.'»J.  »»  '{u»rn  Vi.-l.ri»'«  irm<-i|<al  I'oininiuf.nrr  to  the  t.'rvital  l'&lac«. 
\m  {niitic*  h»  hi«  l--n  a  ul-»r».  l.'unvrvatiT*.  |l«  i,  ..  conn  lrrat<lr  lilcrarr  ta»l».  and  (l>»»i<le« 
trii.«  4i,..n«  tr  .in  i..  <•:,-.-  .  i....n,  an. I  Kurnrr.  »nd  :»<  •  lircinan  wf:t.-r..i  publnlird  a  ru!um« 
1*1. *<i  Mediterranean  Sfcrtchm.  In  l-l'i.  l.»  w.v.  irrv-j  |..ir.  Of  Kll<*iiinrr»  l\r  wa>  born  I* 
l-«l  -M. 

t  Tb*  l(»r.  K  :»»rJ  trrin(.  lh»  rlo-jurnt  and  |-.j  t..«  iuini>tcr  of  the  .Scotch  Church,  in  /A>« 
don  -  M . 
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Shepherd.  And  sae  is  Mr.  Ackermann's  Forget-me-Not  sure  o' 
success  too — the  auldest  Annual  o'  them  a*. 

North.  And  one  of  the  fairest  and  freshest  too,  James.  Its  em- 
bellishments are  beautiful.  Martin's  Curtius  leaping  into  the  Gulf 
is  most  magnificent — most  glorious.  Lo  !  borne  along  in  a  clear 
space,  surrounded  by  a  mighty  multitude,  and  overshadowed  by 
palaces  and  temples,  the  Capitol  shrouded  in  a  stormy  sky  all  tor- 
mented with  lightning,  on  a  snow-white  horse,  with  a  far-streaming 
tail,  and  neck  clothed  with  thunder — with  his  shield  aloft  on  his 
arm,  and  his  helmeted  head  with  plumes  all  elate,  even  as  if  flying, 
in  fiont  of  both  armies,  against  some  champion  about  to  advance 
from  the  barbaric  host,  that  the  dread  issue  may  be  decided  by  sin- 
gle combat — "The  Devoted"  is  already  on — over — the  very  edge 
of  the  abyss,  and  in  another  moment  her  savior  will  sink  from  the 
sight  of  shuddering  and  shrieking  Rome.  That  is  indeed  a  triumph  ! 
No  wonder,  James,  that  the  Seven-hilled  City  was  the  Mistress  of 
the  World.* 

Shepherd.  Your  words  gie  me  the  guseskin  a'  ower  my  body, — 
and  what  o'  the  letter-press? 

North.  Your  Eastern  Apologue  is  admirable — and  I  hope  you 
were  well  paid  for  it,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  There's  no  a  mair  just,  nay,  generous  man,  in  his  deal 
ins  wi'  his  authors,  in  a'  the  tredd,  than  Mr.  Ackermann. 

North.  He  has  got  that  charming  painter  of  rural  life,  Miss  Mit- 
ford,  to  brandish  her  B  ram  ah  for 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir,  but  that  leddy  has  in  truth  a  fine  and  a  bauld 
haun',  either  at  a  sketch  or  a  finished  picture. 

North.  Miss  Mitfordf  seems  to  have  a  strong  passion  for 
cricket  — 

Shepherd.  Crickets  are  cheerfu'  creatures 


lecuons  01  a  Literary  i,ne_  in  i*.)ii;  ana  Atnerton  anu  other  stories  in  ICO*.  .>ne  also  wrote 
leveral  dramatic  pieces,  of  which  the  following  have  been  successful  in  representation  : — The 
tragedy  of  Rienzi,  at  Drury  Lane,  and  the  opera  of Sadak  and  Kalesrode,  at  the  English  Opera 
House.  Her  father  died  in  Is-l-J  She  now  resides  at  Swallowiield,  in  Berkshire  — M 


170  NOCTES    AMBKOSIAN^B. 

North.  For  the  game  called  cricket,  James.  Yet  I  trust  I  shall 
be  forgiven  for  whimpering  into  a  fair  ear,  that  ladies  never  cau* 
make  themselves  mistresses  of  the  rules,  technicalities,  and  charac- 
ter of  male  games.  Who  but  Miss  Mil  ford  ever  heard  of  a  cricket- 
ball  being  thrown  five  hundred  yards?  One  hundred,  it  is  well 
known  to  all  cricketers,  is  about  the  "top  of  their  bent;"  and  Do 
Foe  the  pugilist  wh<»  has  beaten  all  England  at  that  feat,  has  thrown 
it  a  very  few  yards  farther — five  or  six  at  the  utmost.  Were  you 
or  1,  James,  to  commit  a  mistake  equivalent  to  this,  when  writing 
nlx>ut  any  female  avocation  or  pastime,  how  would  this  lady's 
intelligent  countenance  be  lighted  up  with  the  sweet  sarcasm  of  a 
smile ! 

Shepherd.  It's  a  maitter  o'  nae  earthly  consequence.  She's  a 
jewel  o'  a  writer — and  though,  like  a'  itlu-r  folk  that's  voluminous, 
unequal, — yet  dull  or  stoopit  she  never  is,  and  that  gangs  a  lang 
way  towards  makiu'  either  man  or  woman  popular. 

Xorlh.  The  "  Amulet"  has  always  been  an  especial  favorite  of 
mine,  and  it  works  more  charms  and  wonders  this  year  than  ever. 
Its  embellishments  are  all  good — some  exquisite.  Nothing  can  sur- 
pass the  Spanish  Flower  Girl,  by  U.  Graves  from  Murillo — the 
Jtose  of  Castle  Howard,  by  Port  bury,  from  Jackson — or  ihe  Moun 
tain  Daisy,  by  Armstrong,  from  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence.*  The  lite- 
rary contributions  to  the  Amulet  have  always  been  selected  with 
much  taste  and  judgment,  and  no  less  distinguished  by  talent,  than 
by  n  pure  moral  and  sound  religious  feeling;  which  latter  merit 
has,  I  understand,  secured  for  it  a  very  wide  circulation  among  those 
who  are  not  satisfied  with  works  even  of  light  amusement,  unless 
they  contribute,  at  the  same  time,  to  expand  or  enlighten  the  mind 
to  the  feeling  and  perception  of  higher  truths.  The  editor  is,  mani- 
festly, an  able  ami  amialile  man,  ami  the  Amulet  is  no\v  one  of  the 
most  firmly  established  of  all  the  Annuals. 

Shfpherd.  Does  that  dear,  delightfu1  creter,  Mrs  Ilemans,  conti- 
nue to  contribute  to  iika  Annual,  ane  or  twa  o1  her  maist  beautifu* 
poems? 

ffurth.   She  does  so. 

Shfphrrd.  It's  no  in  that  woman's  power,  sir,  to  write  ill  ;  for, 
wh<-n  u  feeling  head  ami  a  fine  genius  forgather  in  the  bos.ttn  o'  A 
young  matron,  eveiv  Hue  o1  j>octry  is  like  a  sad  or  cheerfu'  smile 
frae  her  een,  and  every  poem,  whatever  be  the  subject,  in  ae  sense 

•  Murillo  •  >|  tm-li  Flower  Girl  U  in  th«  Dulwich  Oalltry,  near  London. — John  Jacltaon, 
Ui*  |-  rr».i-|'»ini'r.  who  died  in  Kit.  •fii  riftr-(hr»«.  wa»  on*  of  the  moot  natural  of  the 
Kri-  i«li  ariitu  —Sir  Thnina*  t.»wr»nc«  l'r»i<1<  1.1  «if  tli*  Itoyal  Academy,  ami.  for  nearly  forty 
»»»r«  the  mu*t  fk»biun*tl«  j '  rirut  |.»intrr  in  l<o>don,  dird  in  I --Ml,  Bend  •ixty-on*.  lit* 
(riualr  lik»i.»«r«  thnufh  brnlianl  in  Inn*  *nd  fail)i(ul  ri  rr»«>iiib'anrrl  had  »uch  a  m«r«tri- 
•tout  »if.  t».»l  »  nub.»m»n  who  tuok  much  inlcrot  in  th«  An*  »rt«,  and  kn«w  how  to  ralu*  tbfl 
taiural  in  portrajlur*,  and,  ''1  would  ciapluf  Jackjon  u>  j.ajni  uijr  wil«  and  Lawrtnc*  toy 
•iu:rw>."  -M. 
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a  picture  o'  hersel' — sae  that  a'  she  writes  has  an  affectin'  and  aa 
endearin'  mainnerism  and  moralism  about  it,  that  inspires  the 
thochtfu'  reader  to  say  in  to  himsel' — that's  Mrs.  Hemans. 

Norlh.  From  very  infancy  Felicia  Dorothea  was  beloved  by  tho 
Muses.*  J  remember  patting  her  fair  head  when  she  was  a  child  of 
nine  years — and  versified  even  then  with  a  touching  sweetness  about 
sylphs  and  fairies. 

Shepherd.  Early  female  geniuses,  I  observe,  for  the  maist  pairt 
turn  out  brichter  in  after  life  than  male  anes.  Male  anes  generally 
turn  stoopiter  and  stoopiter — till  by  thirty  they're  sumphs. 

North.  I  fear  Lt  is  too  true.  Miss  Bowles  is  equal  to  Mrs.  He- 
mans.f  Aye,  that  Andrew  Cleaves  in  the  Magazine  was  a  subduing 
tale. 

Shepherd.  Wha  are  thae  three  brothers  and  sisters,  the  Howitts, 
sir,  whose  names  I  see  in  the  adverteesements1? 

North.  I  do  not  know,  James.  It  runs  in  my  head  that  they  are 
Quakers.  Richard  and  William — they  will  not  be  angry  if  1  mistake 
their  names — seem  amiable  and  ingenious  men — and  sister  Mary 
writes  beautifully 

Shepherd.  What  do  you  mean"  by  beautifully  ?     That's  vague. 

North.  Her  language  is  chaste  and  simple — her  feelings  tender 
and  pure — and  her  observation  of  nature  accurate  and  intense.  Her 
"  Studies  from  Natural  History"  in  the  CHRISTMAS  Box — the  Squirrel, 
Dormouse,  and  King  Fisher,  have  much  of  the  moral — say  rather  the 
religious  spirit  that  permeates  all  Wordsworth's  smallest  poems, 
however  seemingly  light  and  slight  the  subject — and  show  that  Mary 
Howitt  J  is  not  only  well  read  in  the  book  of  Bewick,  but  in  the  book 
from  which  Bewick  has  borrowed  all — glorious  plagiarist — and  every 
other  inspired  Zoologist  — 

Shepherd.  The  Book  o'  Natur 

North.  The  same,  James  ;  and  few — none  have  read  that  volumo 
to  greater  purpose  than  yourself.  You  have  not  seen  the  Christmas 
Box? 

Shepherd.  Me  1     I  see  naething. 

North.  This  year  it  is  edited  by  one  of  the  most  agreeable  and  in- 
genious gentlemen  in  all  England,  James — Mr.  Crofton  Croker.|| 

•  Mrs.  Remans  had  actually  published  a  volume  of  poems  when  she  was  only  twelve  years 
old,  and  had  commenced  verse-writing  at  the  age  otniiic ! — M. 

t  Caroline  Bowles,  author  of  some  good  lyrics,  and  the  Chapters  on  Churchyards  which 
appeared  in  Blaekwood.  She  is  now  the  widow  of  Dr.  Southey,  late  Poet-Laureate  of  England, 
and  has  been  placed  on  the  pension-list.  [She  died  in  July,  18.54.] — Nf. 

J  William  and  Mary  Howitt  have  together  pursued  literature  with  a  success  which  has 
been  great  indeed.  The  wife  is  one  of  the  best,  lyrists  of  the  day,  excelling  in  ballad  poetry; 
the  husband,  a  bold  and  vigorous  writer  also.  To  both,  the  English  and  American  public  are 
indebted  for  translations  of  the  works  of  Miss  Brcmer.  Miss  Carlin,  and  other  foreign  writers 
of  fiction.  Mrs.  Howitt  has  herself  written  sevenil  novels. — .M. 

II  Thomas  Crofton  Croker.  born  in  Cork,  in  January,  179ri,  and  before  he  had  ended  his 
seventeenth  year,  had  walked  over  the  greater  part  of  his  native  county,  gathering  a  vast 
number  of  anecdotes,  legends,  accounts  of  ancient,  customs,  &c.  In  181S  he  quitted  Ireland, 
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Shepherd.  What !  him  that  put  out  the  Fairy  Legends  o'  Eerland  f 
Yon's  twa  delichtfu'  volumes.  Is't  true  that  the  fairies  ran  awa  wi1 
Mr.  Crofton  when  he  was  a  wean  ? 

North.  Perfectly  true.  He  possesses  in  perfection  the  indescrib- 
able wit  of  his  country. 

Shepherd.  You  may  weel  ca'  it  thaf  but  the  Box  is  really  fu'  o 
gude  things,  is't,  sir  ? 

North.  Garry  Owen,  or  the  Snow-Woman,  ft  tale,  by  Miss  Edge- 
worth,*  one  of  her  happiest  productions,  would  of  itself  float  a  heavy 
volume,  but  the  volume  is  as  light  as  a  many-winged  butterfly,  wa- 
vering, like  an  animated  flower,  in  the  sunshine.  . 

Shepherd.   \Vha  else  writes  for  it  ? 

North.  Mrs.  Jameson,  the  authoress,  a*  I  have  heard,  of  the  very 
interesting  Diary  of  an  Ennuye,  has  contributed  a  dramatic  proverb, 
called  "The  more  Coin  the  more  Care,"  full  of  naivete  and  nature, 
a  homely  humor  and  a  homely  pathos,  which  make  the  reader  pleased 
with  himself,  with  the  fair  writer,  with  the  Christmas  Box,  with  the 
public,  with  the  world,  with  human  life,  and  with  things  in  general. f 

Shepherd.  A  weel  concehed  and  original  trifle  is  apter  to  do  a' 
that  than  a  mair  elaborate  w;irk. 

North.  There  is  aJso  a  capital  thing  by  our  friend.  Major  Beamish, 
who,  like  a  hundred  other  British  oflicers,  handles  the  pen  as  well  as 
the  sword. 

What  o'  the  embellishments  ? 
The  less  that's  said  »lx>iit  then)  the  better,  James. 

Shepherd.  To»t,  t<>ot — that's  a  pity — I'm  sorry  for  that  — 

North.  Because  no  words  of  mine  could  do  justice  to  the  fertile 
fancy,  the  magical  imagination  of  Mr.  Brooke.  With  a  few  touches 
he  peoples  the  page  with  phantoms  of  grace,  pensive,  or  fantastic, 
and  by  means  of  them  brings  into  contact,  or  rather  blends  together, 
the  waking  world  and  the  world  of  sleep. 

tnd  r»e»iv»d   an    appointment   in   the  Admiralty    from  Jfcrrnary    Croker.      In   January,  IHtM, 

•  pprarrd  tn»  !{>-»<-:in  ifi   m  th*  South  of  lrr!.iiul.  a  quarto  vu'.uni*.  \vhirh  mri   with  roii\e  nie- 
ce.«    In  !--     !,.(•!•,  L»j(end>  of  th*Suulh  of  Ireland  appeared  anonrrnouily,  wa*  •xtrtRMly 
popular.  »«»  printed    in   th«  ',(u;.r,rr.y  arid    Kilmbiirj;  ti    l(rvir\r>,    nnJ  elioitrd  a  lu:-li  rompli- 
mrp<ary  !»-ti».    ir-'in  Sir  Walfr  S^utt.  who  inrt    I,-,  m  in  1— J>i.  and    h.-i-    '•  •>  i.it.!  him  a*  being 
"  littlo  a»  a  Owirf.  kr>  n-ryi  <!  an   a  hawk,  anil  of  <'a»r,  j  ri-p  •  •  -     ti     manurrn — »oiiietiiin|;  hk* 
Tom    Moorv."     A  w  .,n  i  MTIVH  of  Mir    Fairy  I..  ;••  n  :-    w.v«    an  nurrvoful    M  tin-  lir-t.  anJ    wiw 
i!lo«lratr.l  with  »trhine«  aflcr  dmwine*  I'JT  MarliM-.     Two  in<ir«-  voiuinn  np|x«8rrd  in  \~*£i,  in 

•  turb  a*  »»ll    iu>    in   ih*  following  >«  .r   ln-rdiir-l    anvnnnal  ralleJ  tli«  Ciiri.tinaj.   Uox.     In 
1-v''.  I..  rrn.i.  of   it.r  l.akf*    [of  Killarnry]  ;   in  IH.I.1.  I,;-  A>lvrntur.-.  uf   lUrn.  y  M.il,..nry  and 
Mr  Villas*  »R»III«I  Our  Vil!ae«  1  IB  I-JI.  a  lii.t-.ry  o(  tin-  ancient  ln-li  city  oi  Kilmallock.  of 
wuirh  cnlf  on*  <-.  |.r  wa«  printrd.  and  that    wa«  j:iv«-n  to  M,  «,rr  ;   in    l-ll".  'I'm-  1'opiilnr  SonRi 
of  IrrUnil  ;  ami.  during  Ilia    U>t  dr«>-aiid  twntv  yrnn  h"  lia>  vditf-d  a  r.irftjr   of  nni  iqu.inan 
•tod  lilfrary  work*.     IU    u  a  |>><iil   artial.     Mr.  Cr.^.^r  •    lnt<-»t  ]>ubiiratiun    may    b«  Mid   to  )<• 
American  —  ma«niur*h   aj  it   !•  a   t' rr   i»*arrhini;.  and    not  vi*ry  romplimtntarr    notir*  of  Iht 
].*<t«r»  uf   Moor*   to   hi»  intinir-i.uoli*h<>r   l'n»t>r.    wlu^h    •-••!<•  >n  i  ir. •-..•!   m   London   at  th« 
IB>URCC  of  .Mn.,n>'»  rditor.  !.•  r  '  John  Kuwll    tnd  havr  lrrn  j  i.i  ;.-i,.  :  )n  Nrw  York,  with  an 
jntr.  .turtrrr  l,^tt»r  Ly  Mr   Crokir.     [IU  di*<l  on  AiictKl  f,  KVI,   ayrd  67.)— M. 

•  It  i-  •  iij  .«•.!  or«r  hltv   |  a^f  in  tb»  Annual,  and  wu  alt«rwar>l»  r.  | m.ir.!  M>parately. — M. 
t  Mn    Jamiuon   baa  >.uc«  di»'.in(;ui>h«d   bcnclf    bjr  roMarcba*  into,   and   cnucuau  uj«n, 
AncKoi  Art.— M. 
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Shepherd.  Ho  !  ho  !  I  perceive  mony  a  young  heart  will  beat  wi' 
pleasure  on  receivin'  the  CHRISTMAS  Box.* 

North.  I  must  positively  \vrite  one  of  my  delightful  articles  on 
Annuals  for  Childhood  and  Youth.  There's  the  Juvenile  Keepsake, 
edited  by  a  Roscoe — a  pledge  of  all  that  is  good;  the  Juvenile 
Forget-me-Not,  by  Mrs.  Hall,  which  1  have  read,  and  it  is  excellent; 
and  another,  which  must  be  good,  by  Mrs.  A.  A.  Watts,  the  sister 
of  that  good  scholar,  pleasing  poet,  and  most  worthy  Quaker,  Wiffen 
of  Woburn.f 

Shepherd.  And  her  husband's  Souvenir  will  no  easily  be  sur- 
passed — 

North.  Nor  equalled.  The  Souvenir  set  them  all  a-going,  but  it 
will  never  be  driven  off  the  road.  The  vehicle  is  not  only  lightly  and 
elegantly,  but  strongly  built  ;  the  patent  springs  will  never  snap,  it 
is  well  horsed,  carries  good  company,  both  inside  and  out,  the  driver 
is  cautious  and  skilful,  and  the  guard  has  a  good  tongue  on  the  bugle. 
I  love  the  Souvenir. 

Shepherd.  Preserve  us,  how  many  are  there  o'  them  altogether  *? 

North.  Heaven  knows.  There  is  a  critique  in  that  Literary 
Gazette,  James,  on  the  Gem,  edited  by  that  original  and  inimitable 
genius  in  his  way,  and  his  way  is  wider  and  more  various  than  most 
people  think — Thomas  Hood — and  the  verses  by  the  editor  himself, 
therein  quoted,  "Eugene  Aram's  Dream,"  are  among  the  best  things 
I  have  seen  for  some  years. J 

Shepherd.  What  say  you  to  your  auld  frien'  Pringle,  the  editor  . 
o'  the  Friendship's  Offering,  sir? 

North.  I  say,  James,  that  Mr.  Pringle  is  himself  a  pleasing  poet 
and  amiable  man,  that  he  possesses  peculiar  qualifications  for  being 
the  Editor  of  an  Annual,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  his  will  be  one  of 
the  best  of  the  whole  set.|  Then  there's  the  Bijou,  which  last  year 
was  exquisite — and  the  Keepsake — Heaven  preserve  us — with  all 
the  rank,  fashion,  and  genius  of  the  age.  Jt  will  prove  the  GUAND 

CONTUNDER. 

Shepherd.  The  GRAND  CONTUNDER — what's  that? 

North.  Masonic. — Here,  James,  is  one  of  the  best,  because  most 

*  The  principal  contributors  to  the  Christmas  Box,  besides  those  already  named,  -were  Sil 
Walter  Scott.  Lockhart,  Charles  Lamb,  Harrison  Ainsworth,  Croker.  and  Doctor  Ma^inn. — M. 

t  Thomas  Roscoe,  son  of  William  Roscoe,  of  Liverpool,  and  Editor  of  the  Landscape 
Annual  and  Juvenile  Keepsake.— Mrs.  S.  C  Hall,  the  well-known  Irish  story-writer.— Mrs. 
Watts,  wife  of  Alaric  A.  Watts,  the  poet,  and  sister  of  J'eremiah  Holme  Wilfin,  (who  died 
183<>.)  translator  of  Tasso  intr  Spencerian  verse. — M. 

I  Thomas  Hood's  noble  bz.Jad.  The  Dream  of  Eugene  Aram,  appeared  in  the  Gem  for  1829, 
(published  in  October,  1828,)  which  he  edited.  The  prose  sketch,  called  the  Widow,  in  the 
same  volume,  professing  to  be  by  Elia,  was  an  imitation  of  Charles  Lamb,  by  Hood.  Jn  hig 
later  years  there  was  more  humanity  than  fun  in  Hood's  writings.  His  Song  of  the  Shirt 
(the  autograph  of  which  I  possess)  has  done  much  to  remedy  the  .sufferings  of  one  class  of  ill- 
paii  working  women  Hood  was  born  in  1708,  and  died  in  May,  IS-I5. — M. 

||  Thomas  Pringle  was  oiT«.of  the  parties  attacked  in  the  Chaldee  Manuscript,  and  conducted 
Blackwood  for  a  few  months  on  its  establishment  in  1817.  He  published  several  volumes  of 
pjotry  and  prose,  and  died  in  1834. — M. 
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business-like  prospectuses  I  ever  read — of  a  new  weekly  periodical, 
about  lo  he  puhlUhed  in  Edinburgh,  in  the  middle  of  November — 
THE  EDINBURGH  LITERARY  JOURNAL.  From  what  I  know  of  the 
editor,  a  gentleman  of  talent,  spirit,  and  perseverance,  I  foretell  the 
book  will  prosper.* 

Shepherd.  I  shall  be  glad  o'  that,  for  ane  gets  tired  o'  that  eternal 
soun' — Black  wood's  Magazeen — Blackwood's  Mngazeen — dinnin'  in 
ane's  Ings  day  and  nicht  a'  lifelong. 

North.  One  does  indeed. 

Enter  MR.  AMHROSK. 

Ambrose.  Agreeably  to  your  orders,  sir,  I  intrude  to  tell  you  that 
it  is  but  a  few  minutes  from  twelve,  and  your  coach  is  at  the  door. 

North.  My  dear  Shepherd,  we  always  keep  good  hours  on  a 
Spturdity  night.  Come  and  take  a  bed  at  the  Lodge. 

Shepherd.  \Vi'  pleasure;  and  I'll  stay  ower  ihe  Sabbath,  without 
gaun  to  the  kirk,  for  I  like  to  hear  you  read  ane  o'  Blair's  Sermons 
— who  may  hue  been  nae  great  theologian  ;  but  the  cretur  had  an 
unaccountable  in>idit  into  human  natur.  (Kxentit.) 

•  Henry  Olanford  Boll,  now  deputy  fheriff  of  I.anaikihirn.  under  Sir  Archibald  Alinon,  the 
historian,  projected  the  HJi'nlinrfk  J.itrrary  ,/i/nrnn/,  a  weekly  publication,  half  magazin* 
and  half  review,  the  b«*t  of  iu  clan  that  ever  appeared  in  Scotland.  It  lived  through  lure* 
T«»r»  It  had,  ainoni;  other  featurti,  *  *erie»  ol  r«n"ci>.itinn  paper*,  called  "'I'M"  hditor  in 
Bli  Slipp*r»" — the  only  readable  imitation  of  the  Noctai.  (exci-pt  »ome  lively  dialogue*  in 
Kuight'i  Quarterly  Magazine.)  I  have  yet  had  the  Rood  l-rtun.  t.  en<-ount«r.  Wilson, 
Morrbead.  Ili'i'/.  Mra.  lleinani,  Minn  l/in.l.ui.  L>e  Quincay,  and  other  leailin^  wnten  ooutri 
tba  Edmburxk  J.itcrary  .luurnal — M. 
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No.  XL.— DECEMBER,  1828. 

SCENE  I.— The  Octagon— Time— Ten. 

NORTH — SHEPHERD — TICKLER. 

North.  Thank  heaven,  my  dear  Shepherd,  Winter  is  come  again, 
and  Edinburgh  is  beginning  once  more  to  look  like  herself,  like  her 
name  and  her  nature,  with  rain,  mist,  sleet,  harr,  hail,  snow  I  hope, 
wind,  storm — would  that  we  could  but  add  a  little  thunder  and 
lightning.  The  Queen  of  the  North. 

Shepherd.  Hoo  could  you,  sir,  wi'  a'  your  time  at  your  am  com- 
mand, keep  in  and  about  Embro'  frae  May  to  December  1  The  city, 
for  three  months  in  the  dead  o'  simmer,  is  like  a  tomb. 

Tickler,  (in  a  whisper  to  the  SHEPHERD.)  The  widow — James — the 
widow. 

Shepherd,  (aloud.)  The  weedow — sir — the  weedow  !  Couldna  he 
hae  brocht  her  out  wi'  him  to  the  Forest?  At  their  time  o'  life, 
surely  scandal  wud  hae  held  her  tongue. 

Tickler.  Scandal  never  holds  her  tongue,  James.  She  drops  her 
poison  upon  the  dew  on  the  virgin's  untimely  grave — her  breath 
will  not  let  the  gray  hairs  rest  in  the  mould 

Shepherd.  Then,  Mr.  North,  marry  her  at  ance,  and  bring  her  out 
in  Spring,  that  you  may  pass  the  hinneymoon  on  the  sunny  braes  o' 
Mount  Benger. 

North.  Why,  James,  the  moment  I  begin  to  press  matters,  sh^ 
takes  out  her  pocket-handkerchief — and,  through  sighs  and  sobs, 
recurs  to  the  old  topic — that  twenty  thousand  times  told  tale — the 
dear  old  General. 

Shepherd.  Deevil  keep  the  dear  old  General !  Hasna  the  man 
been  dead  these  twunty  years  ?  And  if  he  had  been  leevin',  wouldna 
he  been  aulder  than  yoursell,  and  far  mair  infirm  !  You're  no  in 
the  let.^t  infirm,  sir. 

North.  Ah,  James!  that's  all  you  know.  My  infirmities  are 
increasing  with  years 

Shepherd.  Wad  you  be  sae  unreasonable  as  to  expect  them  to 
decrease  with  years-?  And  her  infirmities 

North.   Hush — she  has  no  infirmities. 
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Shepherd.  Nae  infirmities  !  7  lion  she's  no  worth  a  brass  button. 
But  let  me  usk  you  ae  interrogatory.  Hue  ye  ever  j>ut  the  ques- 
tion ?  Answer  me  that,  sir. 

North.   Why.  James,  1  cannot  say  that  I  ever  have 

Shepherd.  \\  hat  !  and  you  expeck  that  she  \\ull  put  the  question 
to  you?  That  would  indeed  be  puttin'  the  eart  before  the  horse.  If 
th ;  women  were  to  ask  the  men,  there  wad  be  nae  leevin'  in  this 
•warld.  Yet,  let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  North,  that  it's  a  shamefu'  thing 
to  keep  playin'  in  the  way  you  hae  been  doin'  for  these  ten  years 
past  on  a  y<>ung  woman's  feelings 

Tickler.  Ila — ha — ha — James! — A  young  woman!  Why,  she's 
sixty,  if  she's  an  hour. 

N»rth.  Y»u  lie. 

Shi-pherd.  That's  a  douss  on  the  chops,  Mr.  Tickler.  That's  made 
you  as  red  in  the  face  as  a  Bubbly-Jock,*  sir.  O  the  power  o'  ae 
wee  bit  single  monosyllabic  syllable  o'  a  word  to  awaken  a'  the 
snftcr  and  a'  the  fiercer  passions  !  Dinnn  keep  bittin'  your  thoomb, 
Mr.  Tickler,  like  an  Iiawlian.  Make  an  apology  t«»  Mr.  North  — 

North.  1  will  accept  of  no  apology.  The  man  who  calls  a  woman 
old  deserves  death. 

Shepherd.  Did  you  call  her  auld,  Mr.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  To  you,  sir,  I  will  condescend  to  reply.  I  did  not.  I 
merely  said  she  was  sixty  if  she  was  an  hour. 

Shepherd.  In  the  first  place,  dinna  '"Sir"  me.  for  it's  not  only  ill- 
bred,  but  it's  stoopit.  In  the  second  place,  dinna  tawk  o'  "  conde- 
scendin' ''  to  reply  to  me,  for  that's  language  I'll  no  thole  even  frae 
the  King  on  the  throne,  and  I'm  sure  the  King  on  the  throne  wadn:i 
mak  use  o't.  In  the  third  place,  to  ca'  a  woman  saxty,  and  then 
mantccn  that  ye  didna  ca'  her  auld,  is  naething  short  o'  a  sophism. 
And,  in  the  fourth  place,  you  shouldna  hac  accompanied  \otir  remark 
•wi'  a  loud  haw — haw — haw — for  on  a  tender  topir  a  guffaw's  an  ag- 
gravation— and  marryin'  a  widow,  let  her  age  be  what  i*  wtill,  is  a 
tender  topic,  depend  on't — *ae  that  on  a  calm  and  dispassionate  view 
o'  a'  the  circumstance*  o'  the  case,  there  can  be  nae  doot  that  you 
maun  mak  an  apology  ;  or,  if  you  do  not,  I  leave  the  room,  and  there 
is  an  end  of  the  Nodes  Amhrosiaiuc. 

North.   An  end  of  the  Nodes  Ambrosiamc! 

Tickler.  An  end  of  the  Nodes  Ambrosiatuu  ! 

Shepherd.   An  end  of  the  Nodes  Ambrosiamo! 

Oinnea.  An  end  of  the  Nodes  Ambrosiame  ! ! 

A-T//'.  Uather  than  that  should  happen  1  will  make  a  thousand 
apologies  i- 

Tickler.   And  I  ten  thousand 

lurk«r-eocV.-M 
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Shepherd.  That's  behavin'  like  men  and  Christians.  Embrace — 
embrace.  (NORTH  and  TICKLER  embrace.) 

North.   Where  were  we,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  I  was  abusin'  Embro'  in  simmer. 

North.   Why] 

Shepherd.  Whey  !  a'  the  lumms  smokeless  !  No  ae  jack  turnit* 
a  piece  o'  roastin'  beef  afore  a  fire  in  ony  ae  kitchen  in  a'  the  New 
Toon  !  Streets  and  squares  a'  grass-grown,  sae  that  they  micht  be 
mawn  !  Shops  like  beehives  that  hae  de'ed  in  wunter  !  Coaches 
settin'  aff  for  Stirlin',  and  Perth,  and  Glasgow,  and  no  ae  passenger 
either  inside  or  out' — only  the  driver  keepin'  up  his  heart  wi'  flourish- 
in'  his  whup,  and  the  guard,  sittin'  in  perfect  solitude,  playin'  an 
eerie  spring  on  his  bugle-horn  !  The  shut-up  play-house  a'  covered 
over  wi'  bills  that  seem  to  speak  o'  plays  acted  in  an  antediluvian 
world!  Here,  perhaps,  a  leevin'  creter,  like  an  emage,  staunin'  at 
the  mouth  o'  a  close,*  or  hirplin'  alang  like  the  last  relic  o'  the  plague. 
And  oh  !  but  the  stane-statue  o'  the  late  Lord  Melville,  staunin'  a'  by 
hirnsell  up  in  the  silent  air,  a  hunder-and- fifty  feet  high,  has  then  a 
ghastly  seeming  in  the  sky,  like  some  giant  condemned  to  perpetual 
imprisonment  on  his  pedestal,  and  mournin'  ower  the  desolation  of 
the  city  that  in  life  he  loved  so  well,  unheeded  and  unhonored  for  a 
season  in  the  great  metropolitan  heart  o'  the  country  which  he  ance 
rejoiced  to  enrich  and  beautify,  telling  and  teaching  her  how  to  hold 
up  her  head  bauldly  among  the  nations,  and  like  a  true  patriot  as  he 
was,  home  and  abroad  caring  for  the  greatest — and  the  least  of  all 
her  sons! 

North.  He  was  the  greatest  statesman  ever  Scotland  produced, 
James  ;  nor  is  she  ungrateful,  for  the  mutterings  of  Whig  malice  have 
died  away  like  so  much  croaking  in  the  pouchy  throats  of  drought- 
dried  toads,  and  the  cheerful  singing  and  whistling  of  industry  all 
over  the  beautifully  cultivated  Land,  are  the  hyinns  perpetually  ex- 
haled to  Heaven  along  with  the  morning  dews,  in  praise  and  com- 
memoration of  the  Patriots  who  loved  the  sacred  soil  in  which,  their 
bones  lie  buried. 

Shepherd.  That's  weel  said,  sir.  Let  there  be  but  a  body  o'  Truth, 
and  nae  fear  but  imagery  will  crood  around  it,  just  like  shadows  and 
sunbeams  cast  frae  the  blue  sky,  the  white  clouds,  and  the  green 
trees  round  about  the  body  o'  some  fair  maid, — that  is,  some  bonnie 
Scotch  lassie,  bathin'  in  a  stream  as  pure  as  her  ain  thochts. 

North:  There  again,  James! 

Shepherd.  But  to  return  to  the  near  approch  o'  wunter.  Mankind 
ht»*G  again  putten  on  worsted  stockins  and  flannen  drawers — white 
jeans  and  yellow  nankeen  troosers  hae  disappeared — dooble  soles 
hae  gotten  a  secure  footen  ower  pumps — big  coats  wi'  fur,  and  man* 

*  Close, — a  narrow  lane  or  passage. — IVf. 

VOL.  III.— 13 
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ties  wi*  miniver,  give  an  agreeable  rouchness  to  the  picturesque 
stream  o'  life  eddyin'  alang  the  channel  i»'  the  streets — gloves  and 
mittens  are  sae  general  that  a  red  hairy  haun'  looks  rather  sin^ulai 
-—ever)'  third  body  ye  meet,  for  fear  o'  a  sudden  blast),  curries  ar 
umbrella — a'  folks  shave  noo  \vi'  het  water — coal  earls  are  emptyin 
theirsells  into  ilka  area — caddies  at  the  corners  o' streets  and  drivers 
on  coach-boxes  are  seen  warmin*  themsells  by  blawin'  on  their  tin 
gers,  or  whuskin'  themselves  wi'  their  open  nieves  across  the  shoo, 
ihers — skates  glitter  at  the  shop-wundows  prophetic  o'  frost — Mr. 
Phin  may  tak'  in  his  rod  noo,  for  nae  rnair  thocht  o'  anglin'  till 
spring, — and  wi'  spring  hersell,  as  wi'  ither  o'  our  be>t  and  bonniest 
friens,  it  may  be  said,  out  o'  sicht  out  o'  mind,  -you  see  heaps  o' 
bears  hung  out  for  sale — horses  are  a'  hairer  o'  the  hide — the  bit 
toon-bantam  craws  nane,  and  at  breakfast  ye  maun  tak  tent  no  to 
pree  an  egg  afore  smellir.'  at  it — you  meet  hares  carry  in'  about  in  a' 
quarters — and  ggem-keepers  proceed  in'  out  into  the  kintra  wi'  strings 
o'  grews — sparrows  sit  silent  and  smoky  wi'  milled  feathers  waitin' 
for  crumbs  on  the  ballustrawds — loud  is  the  cacklin'  in  the  fowl- 
market  o'  Christmas  geese  that  come  a  month  at  least  afore  the  day, 
Eist  like  thae  Annuals,  the  Forget-me-Nots,  Amulets,  Keepsakes, 
eejoos,  Gems,  Anniversaries,  Souvenirs,  Friendship's  Offerings,  and 
Wunter- Wreaths 

Tickler.  Stop,  Jjiuies — stop.  Such  an  accumulation  of  imagery 
absolutely  confounds — perplexes  — 

Shejjht'nl.   Folk  o'  nae  fancy.     Then  for  womankind  — 

Tickler.  Oh!  Jnme»!  James!  1  knew  you  would  not  long  keep 
off  that  theme  — 

Shepherd.  Oh!  ye  pawkie  auld  carle  !  What  ither  theme  in  a' 
this  wide  weary  warld  is  worth  ae  single  thoehtor  feel  in'  in  the  poet's 
heart — ae  single  line  frae  the  poet's  pen — ae  single — 

North.  Song  from  the  Shepherd's  lyre — of  which,  as  of  the  Teian 
Bard's  of  old,  it  may  be  said — 

'A  /3a*>?ico£  Ss  •^DfSa.ic 
K^ojra  ftoovov  r,^£i. 

Do,  my  dear  James,  give  us  John  Nicholson's  daughter. 

Shepherd.  Wait  a  wee.  The  womankind,  I  say,  sirs,  never  looks 
sae  bonnie  as  id  wunter,  acccpp  indeed  it  be  in  spring  — 

Tickler.  Or  tuinrncr,  or  autumn,  James,  — 

Shepherd  Ham!  >our  tongue.  You  uuld  bachelors  ken  nat-thing 
o'  womankind — and  hoo  should  ye,  when  they  treat  you  wi'  bot  ao 
fcelin',  that  o'  deriaion  .'  Oh,  sirs!  but  the  dear  crctera  do  look  weel 
in  muff-. — whether  they  hand  them,  wi'  their  invisible  hauns  clasped 
thegither  in  their  beauty  within  the  cozy  silk  limn'  close  prcst  to 
their  inniccnt  waists,  just  aneath  the  glad  bcalins  o'  their  first-love 
touched  heat  U  — 
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Tickler.  There  again,  James  ! 

Shepherd.  Or  baud  them  hingin'  frae  their  extended  richt  arms, 
lecvin'  a'  the  feegur  visible,  that  seems  taller  and  slimmer  as  the 
removed  muff  reveals  the  clasps  o'  the  pelisse  a'  ihe  way  doon  frae 
neck  till  feet! 

North.  Look  at  Tickler — James — how  he  moves  about  in  his 
chair.  His  restlessness  — 

Shepherd.  Is  no  unnatural.  Then,  sir,  is  there,  in  a'  the  beautifu' 
and  silent  unfoldin's  o'  natur  amang  plants  and  flowers,  ony  thing 
sae  beautifu'  as  the  white,  smooth,  saft  chaftso'  a  bit  smilin'  maiden 
o'  saxteen,  aughteen,  or  twunty,  blossomin'  out,  like  some  bonnie 
bud  o'  snaw-white  satin  frae  a  coverin'  o'  rough  leaves, — blossomin' 
out,  sirs,  frae  the  edge  o'  the  fur  tippet,  that  haply  a  lover's  happy 
haun  had  delicately  hung  ower  her  gracefu'  shoothers — oh  the  dear 
delightfu'  little  Laplander  ! 

Tickler.  For  a  married  man,  James,  you  really  describe 

North.   Whisht! 

Shepherd.  \  wush  you  only  heard  the  way  the  bonnie  croo-dindoos 
keep  murrnurin'  their  jeists  to  ane  anilher,  as  soon  as  a  nest  o'  them 
gets  rid  o'  an  auld  bache'or  on  Princes-Street. 

Tickler.  Gets  rid  o'  an  auld  bachelor ! 

Shepherd.  Booin'  and  scrapin'  to  them  after  the  formal  and  stately 
fashion  o'  the  old  school  o'  politeness,  and  thinking  himsell  the  very 
pink  o'  coortesy,  wi'  a  gold-headed  cane  aiblins,  nae  less,  in  his 
haun',  and  buckles  on's  .shoon — for  buckles  are  no  quite  out  yet 
a'thegither — a  frill  like  a  fan  at  the  shirt  neck  o'  him — and,  wad  the 
world  beleeve't,  knee  breeks  ! — then  they  titter — and  then  they 
lauch — and  then,  as  musical  as  if  they  were  sin-gin'  in  pairts,  the 
bonnie,  bloomin',  innicent  wicked  creeters  break  out  into — I  rnaunna 
say,  o'  sic  rosy  lips,  and  sic  snawy  breasts,  a  guffaw — but  a  guffay, 
sirs,  a  giiffay — for  that's  the  feminine  o'  guffaw 

North.  Tickler,  we  really  must  not  allow  ourselves  to  be  insulted 
in  this  style  any  longer 

Shepherd.  And  then  away  they  trip,  sirs,  flingin'  an  antelope's  or 
gazelle's  ee  ower  their  shouther,  diverted  beyond  measure  to  see 
their  antique  beau  continuing  at  a  distance  to  cut  capers  in  his 
pride — till  a'  at  ance  they  see  a  comet  in  the  sky — a  young  offisher 
o'  dragoons,  wi'  his  helmet  a'  in  a  low  wi'  a  flicker  o'  red  feathers — 
and  as  he  "  turns  and  winds  his  fiery  Pegasus,"  they  are  a'  mute  as 
death — yet  every  face  at  the  same  time  eloquent  wi'  mantling 
smiles,  and  wi'  blushes  that  break  through  and  around  the  blue 
heavens  of  their  een,  like  crimson  clouds  to  sudden  sunlight  burning 
beautiful  fur  a  moment,  and  then  melting  away  like  a  thocht  or  a 
dream ! 
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North.  Why,  my  dear  James,  it  does  one's  heart  pood  even  to  be 
ridiculed  in  the  language  of  Poetry.  Does  it  not,  Tickler? 

Tickler.  James,  your  health,  my  dear  fellow. 

Shepherd.  I  never  ridicule  ony  body,  sirs,  that's  no  fit  to  bear  it. 
But  there's  some  sense  and  some  satisfaction  in  inakin'  a  fule  o1 
them,  that,  when  the  fiend's  in  them,  can  make  fules  o'  a  body,  like 
North  and  Tickler. 

North.  You  would  cackle,  my  dear  Jame«,  were  I  to  tell  you  how 
the  laugh  went  against  me,  t'other  day  on  the  Gallon  Hill. 

Shepherd.  The  laugh  went  against  you,  sir?  That  forebodes  some 
evil  to  the  State  o'  Denmark. 

North.  I  had  chanced  tc  take  a  stroll,  James,  round  the  Gallon 
Hill,  and  feeling  my  toe  rather  twitehy,  I  sat  down  on  a  bench  irn- 
mediatelv  under  Nelson's  Monument,  and  having  that  clever  ^aper 
the  Observer  of  the  day  in  my  pocket,  I  began  to  glance  over  its 
columns,  when  my  attention  was  suddenly  attracted  to  a  confused 
noise  of  footsteps,  whisperings,  titterings,  and  absolutely  guffaws, 
James,  circling  round  the  base  of  that  ingenious  model  of  a  some- 
what clumsy  churn,  Nelson's  Monument.  Lo< iking  through  my 
specs — lo  !  a  multitude  of  all  sexes — more  especially  the  female, 
kept  congregating  round  me,  some  with  a  stare,  others  with  a  sim- 
per, some  with  a  full  open-mouthed  laugh,  and  others  with  a  half 
shut-eye  leer,  which  latter  mode  of  expressing  her  feelings,  is,  in  a 
woman,  to  me  peculiarly  loathsome, — while  ever  and  anon  I  heard 
one  voice  saying,  "He  is  really  a  decent  man  ;"  another,  "  He  has 
been  a  fine  fellow  in  his  day,  I  warrant;"  a  third,  "Come  awa', 
Meg,  he's  ower  auld  for  my  money,"  and  a  fourth,  4i  He  has  cruel 
gray  green  een,  and  looks  like  a  man  that  would  murder  his  wife." 

Shepherd.  That  was  gutting  fish  afore  you  catch  them.  But  what 
was  the  in. -an in'  o'  a'  this,  sir? 

North.  Why,  James,  some  infernal  ninny,  it  seems,  had  adver- 
tised in  the  Edinburgh  newspapers  for  a  wife  with  a  hundred  a-year, 
and  informed  the.  female  public  that  he  would  be  seen  sitting  for 
Inspection  — — 

Tickler.  In  the  character  of  opening  article  in  the  Edinburgh 
Review  

North.  From  ihe  hours  of  one  and  two  in  the  afternoon,  on  the 
identical  bench.  Jumcs,  on  which,  under  the  influence  of  a  malignant 
•tar,  1  had  brought  myself  to  anchor. 

Khepherd.  Haw!  hnw  !  haw!  That  beats  eock-fi-chtin'.  So  then 
Christopher  North  -at  publicly  on  a  bench  commandio'  a  view  o* 
the  hail  I  city  o'  Kmbru,  as  an  advertees*  r  for  a  wife  wi1  a  moderate 
income — und  >ou  canna  ca  a'  bunder  a-u-ar  immoderate,  though  it's 
comfoitable — and  wan  unconsciously  undergoin1  nn  inspection  as 
sorutinecxin*  to  the  ee  «>'  lancy  and  imagination  as  u  recruit  by  the 
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surgeon  afore  he's  alloo'd  to  join  the  regiment.  Haw — haw — 
naw  ! 

North.  I  knew  nothing  at  the  time,  James,  of  the  infernal  ninny 
and  his  advertisement 

Shepherd.  Sae  you  continued  sittin'  and  glowerin'  at  the  crood 
through  your  specs  1 

North.  I  did,  James.  What  else  could  I  do?  The  semicircle 
a  sharpening  its  mooned  horns,"  closed  in  upon  me,  hemming  and 
hemming  me  quite  up  to  the  precipice  in  my  rear — the  front  rank 
of  the  allied  powers  being  composed,  as  you  may  suppose,  of 
women  — 

Shepherd.  And  a  pretty  pack  they  wad  be — fish-wives,  female 
cawdies,  blue-stockin's,  toon's  offisher's  widows,  washerwomen,  she- 
waiters,  girrzies,  auld  maids  \vi'  bairds,  and  young  limmers  wi' 
green  parasols  and  five  floonces  to  their  forenoon  gowns  — 

North.  I  so  lost  my  head,  James,  and  all  power  of  discrimination, 
that  the  whole  assemblage  seemed  to  me  like  a  great  daub  of  a  pic- 
ture looked  at  by  a  connoisseur  with  a  sick  stomach,  and  suddenly 
about  to  faint  in  an  exhibition. 

Shepherd.  You  hae  reason  to  be  thankfu'  that  they  didna  tear  you 
into  pieces. 

North.  At  last  up  I  got,  and  attempted  to  make  a  speech,  but  I 
felt  as  if  I  had  no  tongue. 

Shepherd.  That  was  a  judgment  on  you,  sir',  for  bein'  sae  fond  o' 
taukin'  — 

North.  Instinctively  brandishing  my  crutch,  I  attacked  the  centre 
of  the  circle,  which  immediately  gave  way,  falling  into  two  seg- 
ments— the  one  sliding  with  great  loss  down  the  slope,  and  stopt 
only  by  the  iron  paling  in  front  of  the  New  Jail — the  other  wheel- 
ing tumultuously  in  a  native  qui  pent  movement  up  towards  the 
Observatory — the  plateau  in  front  being  thus  left  open  to  my  re- 
treat, or  rather  advance. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir!  but  you  should  hae  been  a  sodger  !  Welling- 
ton or  Napoleon  wad  hae  been  naething  to  you — you  wad  soon  hae 
been  a  field-marshal — a  generalissimo. 

North.  The  left  wing  "had  rallied  in  the  hollow — and,  having 
formed  themselves  into  a  solid  square,  came  up  the  hill  at  the  JEWS 
de  charge,  with  a  cloud  of  skirmif-hers  thrown  out  in  front — and, 
unless  my  eye  deceived  me,  which  is  not  improbable,  supported  and 
covered  on  each  flank  by  cavalry. 

Shepherd.  That  was  fearsome. 

North.  I  was  now  placed  between  two  fires,  in  imminent  danger 
of  being  surrounded  and  taken  prisoner,  when,  with  one  of  those 
sudden  coup  d1  ceils,  which,  more  than  anything  else,  distinguish  the 
military  genius  from  the  mere  martinet,  I  spied  an  opening  to  my 
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right,  through,  or  rather  over  the  crags,  and  using  the  hutt-cnd  of 
my  crutch,  1  overthrew  in  nn  instant  the  few  companies,  vainly 
endeavoring  to  form  into  cchellon  in  iliat  part  of  the  posit  inn,  and, 
with  little  <>r  no  loss,  ejected  a  hold  and  skilful  re tr< 'grade  move- 
ment down  the  steepest  pait  of  the  hill,  over  whose  rugged  declivities, 
it  is  recorded,  that  Dainley,  centuries  ben"  re,  had  won  the  h*-ari  of 
Queen  Mary,  by  galloping  his  war-horse,  in  full  armor,  on  ihe 
evening  after  a  tournament  at  Holyio.  d.  Not  a  regiment  had  the 
courage  to  follow  me;  and,  on  reaching  the  head  of  Leith  Walk,  1 
halted  on  the  very  spot  where  my  excellent  friend  the  then  Lord 
Provost  presented  the  keys  of  the  city  to  liis  most  gracious  majesty, 
on  his  entrance  into  the  metropolis  of  the  most  a.'icient  of  his  domi- 
nions, and  gave  three  times- three  in  token  of  triumph  and  derision, 
which  were  faintly  and  feebly  returned  from  the  pillars  of  the  Par- 
then  or. ;  but  1  know  not  till  this  hour,  whether  by  the  discomfited 
host,  or  only  by  the  echoes. 

Shepherd.   Fortunate  &-ner  !     Woiiderfu'  auld  man  ! 

North.  There  was  I,  James,  within  fifty  yards  of  Ambrose's;  so, 
like  a  fine,  old,  bold  buck  of  a  red  deer,  who,  after  slaughtering  or 
scattering  with  hoof  and  horn  the  pack  that  had  dared  to  obstruct 
his  noonday  flights,  from  his  high  haunts  nt  the  head  of  green  Glen- 
A  veil  to  his  low  lair  in  the  heart  of  the  black  forest  of  Abcrnethy, 
at  last  unpu^ued  lakts  to  soil,  that  is,  buries  himself,  back  and  belly, 
in  a  limpid  pool  of  the  running  wat«  rs ; — so  did  1.  Christopher 
North,  after  giving  that  total  overthrow,  tuke  to  soil  in  the  Sanctum 
Sanctorum  of  Picatdy  ;  and,  issuing  from  the  cold-bath,  vigorous — 
to  use  another  image — as  a  great,  old  cod  in  the  deep  sea,— ns  round 
in  the  shoulders,  and  as  red  about  the  gills  too,— astonished  the 
household  by  the  airy  and  majestic  movement  with  which,  like  an 
facie,  I  floated  into  the  Festal  Hall, — sung  a  solo,  like  a  spring 
nightingale, — then  danced  a  lavolta,  to  the  terror  of  the  chandelier, 
like  a  chamois  making  love  on  Mont  Blanc, — then  subsiding  out  of 
Dane*-,  which  is  the  Poetry  of  Motion,  into  Attitude,  which  is  the 
Poetry  i.f  ]{e-t,  finally  sunk  away  into  voluptuous  diffusion  of  lith 
and  limb  on  that  celestial  sofa,  like  an  impersonation  of  Alexander 
the  (>reat,  Mark  Antony,  and  Sardanapalus. 

S/tr/tltertl.   Did  naebody  in  the  crood  ken  Christopher  North  ? 

Nmth.  Th«-ir  senses,  James,  were* deluded  b\  their  imagination. 
They  had  wt  me  down  as  the  Edinburgh  Advertiser — and  tho 
Edinburgh  Advertiser  1  appeared  to  be, —  instead  of  the  Editor  of 
Black  wood'*  Magazine.  The  senses  are  the  slaves  of  the  soul, 
Juine-*.  "  How  ea-ily's  a  bu*h  supposed  a  bear  !*'  Yet  a  A-w  voices 
did  exclaim,  "Christopher  North!  Christopher  North!''  and  that 
magical  name  did  not  for  a  moment  calm  the  tumult.  But  forth- 
with arose  the  cry  of  u  Impostor !  liupobtor !" — "Kit  has  uo  need 
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fco  advertise  for  a  wife!" — "Hang  his  impudence,  for  dauring  to 
sham  Christopher !" — "  He's  no  far  aneuch  North  for  that !" — and  in 
vain,  during  one  pause  of  my  combat  and  career,  did  1  make  an 
appeal  to  the  Public  in  favor  of  my  personal  identity.  It  would 
not  do,  James.  I  appeared  to  be  a  Perkin  Warbeck  detected;  and 
had  nearly  paid  the  penalty  of  death,  or,  in  other  words,  forfeited 
my  existence,  for  merely  personating  myself!  Mr.  Ambrose,  with 
his  usual  ingenuity,  immediately  on  hearing  the  recital  of  our 
adventure,  and  just  as  he  was  pouring  us  out  a  caulker  consumma- 
tive  of  our  restoration  to  our  wonted  placidity  and  repose,  sphinx- 
like,  solved  the  riddle,  and  devoutly  congratulated  us  on  our  escape 
from  a  Public  justly  infuriated  by  the  idea,  that  a  counterfeit  of  Us 
had  thrown  himself  for  a  wife  upon  their  curiosity ;  sagaciously 
observing,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  would  be  a  salve  to  the  sore  of 
her  signal  defeat  on  the  Calton  to  know,  that,  after  all,  it  was  the 
veritable  Christopher  North  who  had  scattered  her  like  sawdust, 
without  distinction  of  age  or  sex. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Tickler,  do  you  recolleck  what  Mr.  North  said  to 
you,  a  wee  while  sin'-syne,  that  made  ye  sae  angry  ?  I  think  you 
might  pay  him  back  noo  in  his  ain  coin.  Few  owtobeografters  are 
verawcious  historians. 

Tickler.  Without  meaning  offence  to  any  individual  in  particular, 
they  all lie. 

North.  They  do,  like  troopers.  And  did  they  not,  they  would 
not  be  fit  to  live. 

Shepherd.  Nor  dee. 

Tickler.  The  man  does  not  live  who  dares  to  outrage  humanity  by 
a  full,  true,  and  particular  account,  of  every  thing  he  has  said,  done, 
and  thought,  during  even  the  least  guilty  year  of  his  youth,  manhood, 
or  old  age. 

Shepherd.  Especially  auld  age.  Oh!  never — never — never — but 
at  the  great  day  o'  judgment,  will  there  be  a  revelation  o'  an  auld 
sinner's  heart !  I  appeal  to  you,  Mr.  North,  for  the  awfu'  truth  o' 
that  apothegm.  Are  nae  ye  an  auld  sinner,  sir? 

North.  I  do  not  know,  my  dear  James,  that  to  you  or  any  other 
man  I  am  bound  to  confess  that ;  sufficient  surely,  if  I  do  not  deny 
it.  I  am  not  a  Roman  Catholic  layman ;  nor  are  you,  James,  so  far 
as  I  understand,  a  Roman  Catholic  priest;  nor  is  the  Octagon  a  Ro- 
man Catholic  confessional;  nor  are  the  Noctes  Ambrosianae  Roman 
Catholic  nights  of  penance  and  mortification  for  our  manifold  sins  and 
iniquities.  Yet,  my  dear  James,  if,  as  1  believe  you  do,  you  mean 
nothing  personal  in  your  question, —  and  you  know  I  hate  all  person- 
ality either  in  my  own  case,  or  that  of  others, — but  interrogate  me 
as  a  representative  "of  human  nature, — then  do  I  most — cheerfully,  I 
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going  to  say — but  I  correct  myself — most  sorrowfully  confess, 
that  I  am  indeed — an  old  sinner. 

Ticklfr.  So  am  1. 

Sltfpherd.  And  sae  I  howp  to  be — meaning  thereby,  merely  that 
\  may  live  till  I'm  as  auld  as  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  sir,  or  you,  sir,  Mr. 
North.  For  the  only  twa  perfeck  seenonims  in  the  English  language 
are,  man  and  sinner. 

North,  in  utter  prostration,  and  sacred  privacy  of  soul,  I  almost 
think  now,  and  have  often  felt  heretofore,  man  may  make  a  confes- 
sional of  the  breast  of  his  brother  man.  Once  I  had  such  a  friend — 
and  to  me  he  was  a  priest.  He  has  been  so  long  dead  that  it  seems 
to  me  now,  that  I  have  almost  forgotten  him — and  that  I  remember 
only  that  he  once  lived,  and  that  I  once  loved  him  with  all  my  affec- 
tions. One  such  friend  alone  can  ever,  from  the  very  nature  of 
things,  belong  to  any  one  human  being,  however  endowed  by  nature 
and  beloved  of  heaven.  lie  is  felt  to  stand  between  us  and  our  up- 
braiding conscience.  In  his  life  lies  the  strength — the  power — the 
virtue  of  ours — in  his  death  the  better  half  of  our  whole  being  seems 
to  expire.  Such  communion  of  spirit,  perhaps,  can  only  be  in  exist- 
ences rising  towards  their  meridian  ;  as  the  hills  of  life  cast  longer 
shadows  in  the  western  hours,  we  grow — 1  should  not  say  more  sus- 
picious, for  that  may  be  too  strong  a  word — but  more  silent,  more 
self-wrapt,  more  circumspect — less  sympathetic  even  with  kindred 
and  congenial  natures,  who  will  sometimes,  in  our  almost  sullen  moods 
or  theirs,  seem  as  it  they  were  kindred  and  congenial  no  more — less 
devoted  to  spirituals,  that  is,  to  ideas,  so  tender,  true,  beautiful,  and 
sublime,  that  they  seem  to  be  inhabitants  of  heaven  though  born  of 
earth,  and  to  float  between  the  two  regions  angelical  and  divine — 
yet  felt  to  be  mortal,  human  still — the  ideas  of  passions  and  desires, 
and  affections, and  "impulses  that  come  to  us  in  solitude,"  to  whom 
we  breathe  out  our  souls  in  silence  or  almost  in  silent  speech,  in  ut- 
terly mute  adoration,  or  in  broken  hymns  of  feeling,  believing  that 
the  holv  enthusiasm  will  go  with  us  through  life  to  the  grave,  or 
rather  knowing  not,  or  feeling  not,  that  the  grave  is  any  thing  more 
for  us  than  a  mere  w<>rd  with  a  somewhat  mournful  sound,  and  that 
life  is  changeless,  cloudless,  unfading  as  the  heaven  of  heavens,  that 
lies  to  the  uplifted  fancy  in  blue  immortal  calm,  round  the  throne  >f 
the  eternal  Jehovah. 

Shtpherd.  \Yi'  little  trouble,  sir,  that  inieht  be  turned  into  blank 
verse,  and  then,  without  mcanin'  to  flatter  you,  'twould  bo  u  noble 
poem. 

North.  Now,  James,  "  to  descend  from  these  imaginative  height*," 
what  man,  who  has  ever  felt  thus,  would  publish  his  inner  spirit  in 
u  printed  confession,  on  wire-wove,  hot-pressed  paper,  in  three  vol- 
umes crown  octavo,  one  guinea  and  a  ha-lf  in  boards  I 
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Sheph."<d.  And  wait  anxiously  for  the  beginning  o'  every  month, 
«•<••  see  himself  reviewed  in  a  pack  o'  paltry  periodicals! 

North.  Much  of  himself  is  gone — gone  for  ever — not  only  from 
his  present  being,  but  even  from  his  memory,  even  like  a  thousand 
Jong  summer  days,  each  so  intensely  beautiful  that  it  seemed  inimor 
tal,  yet  all  the  splendid  series  now  closed  for  ever  and  aye.  Much 
remains — with  strange  transformation — like  clear  running  waters 
chained  by  dim  fixed  frost,  or  like  soft,  pure,  almost  aerial  snow- 
flakes,  heaped  up  into  hard,  polluted,  smoky,  sooty  wreaths  by  the 
roadside  ;  much  is  reversed  into  its  opposite  in  nature,  joy  into 
grief,  mirth  into  melancholy,  hope  into  despair;  and  oh!  still  more 
mournful,  more  miserable  far,  virtue  into  vice,  honor  into  shame, 
innocence  into  guilt;  while  Sin  is  felt  to  have  leavened  the  whole 
mass  of  our  being,  and  Religion  herself,  once  a  radiant  angel,  now 
moody  as  Superstition,  now  fantastic  as  Philosophy,  or  haply  but 
the  hem  of  her  garment  seen  like  a  disappearing  cloud,  as  an  angel 
still,  she  evanishes  from  our  short  sighted  eyes  in  heaven  ! 

Shepherd.  I  hae  often  wushed,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  would  publish 
a  few  volumes  o'  Sermons.  1  dintia  fear  to  say't,  'cause  I  believe't 
true,  that  in  that  department  Christopher  North  would  be  noways 
inferior  to  Jeremy  Ta}  lor. 

North.  My  dear  James,  Friendship  is  like  Love — so  far  from 
being  blind,  each — 1  will  not  say  what  is  not — but  magnifies  what 
is — and  that,  too,  to  such  a  degree,  that  Truth  becomes  Falsehood. 
Jeremy  Taylor  had  a  divine  spirit.  That  divine  spirit  pervades,  per- 
meates  all  he  ever  embodied  in  words.  Each  sermon  of  his  is  like 
a  star — a  star  that  is  not  only  framed  of  light,  and  self-burning  un- 
consumed  in  its  own  celestial  fires,  but  hung  in  light  as  in  an  atmos- 
phere which  it  does  not  itself  create,  and  thus  blended  and  bound  in 
links  of  light  to  all  the  rest  of  the  radiant  Host  of  Heaven.  Thus  it 
is  that  all  his  sermons  arc  as  a  galaxy.  Read  one  of  them,  and  it  is 

"  Fail-  as  a  star,  when  only  one 
Is  shining  in  the  sky " 

Read  many,  and  you  think  of  some  beautiful  and  sublime  night — a 
bright  sky,  with  the  full  moon, 

"  Wlien  round  her  throne  the  radiant  planets  roll, 
And  stars  unnumber'd  gild  the  glowing  Pole." 

As  the  moon  is  among  the  stars — so  seems  the  Holy  Spirit  to  hang 
effulgent  among  the  sacred  sparkles  of  thought  issuing  out  from  the 
"  blue  serene,1' the  untroubled  firmament  of  his  Christian  frame  of 
being ! 

Shepherd.  1  believe  I  A'as  wrangin'  you  in  the  comparison.  He 
served  in  the  sanctuary — the  inner  shrine.  Others  can  only  bow 
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dow  .  and  adore  nt  the  throhold,  and  aneath  the  vestibule  o'  the 
temple. 

North.  In  all  those  works  of  uninspired  men,  my  dear  James, 
whether  in  prose  or  verse,  to  which  we  may  justifiably  give  the 
name  of  divine,  such  as  Taylor's  and  Milton's,  is  there  not  a  spirit 
invisible  to  the  eyes,  inaudible  to  the  ears,  of  the  mere  understand- 
ing? And  if  so,  who  that  is  wise  in  humanity,  can  think  that  th 
cultivation  of  the  mere  understanding  may  ever  give  an  insight,  or 
an  inhearing,  into  such  truths  of  our  being  as  such  men  as  Taylor 
and  Milton  have  communicated  to  the  race  in  a  kind  of  dimmer 
revelation  ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  wise  man  'ill  believe't.  Edicate  a'  men  and 
women,  too,  say  1,  as  much  as  possible — but  dinna  expeck  impossi- 
ble results.  If  edication  be  confined  to  the  mere  understandin',  a  man 
may  gang  out  o'  schools  and  institutions,  and  colleges,  after  seven 
years'  study,  far  waur  than  a  coof.  For  a  coof  generally  kens,  or  at 
least  suspecks,  that  he  is  a  coof ;  but  an  "  Intellectual-all-in  all,"  as 
Wordsworth  weel  ca's  him,  thinks  himsell  the  verra  perfection  o' 
God's  creters.  No  ae  single  thing  will  he  believe  that  he  doesna 
understand — sae  that  ye  may  ken  how  narrow  is  his  creed — puir 
blinded  moudiwarp,  tliat  has  deluded  itsell  into  a  notion  that  it's  a 
lynx!  Noo,  I  ca' this  impiety.  What  say  ye,  sir  ? 

Nurth.  The  highest  philosophy,  whether  natural  or  mental  phi- 
losophy, my  dearest  James,  leads  to  Christianity — indeed,  the  highest 
mental  philosophy  in  Christianity.  Hut  all  beneath  the  highest  is 
either  dangerous  or  unsatisfactory,  while  the  low  and  the  lowest  is 
nothing  better  than  blind,  base  skepticism,  alternating  between  super- 
stition and  atheism.  An  ill-instructed,  or  confusedly  and  imperfectly 
informed  person,  who  prides  himself  upon,  and  trusts  to  his  under- 
standing   

Shepherd.   Is  at  a'  times  walkin'  on  the  edge  o'  the.  bottomless  pit. 

North.   At  least  wandering  in  the  ways  that  lead  to  it. 

Shepherd.  And  that  comes  to  the  same  thing,  sir;  for  only  gie 
him  length  o'  time  and  tether,  and  in  he'll  play  plump  some  day  at 
Ia*t,  just  like  a  sand-blind  man  botaneezin1  in  a  wood,  itnd  a'  at  ance 
tumblin',  through  briers  and  brambles,  into  'he  mouth  o1  an  auld  mi 
•uspcetcd  coal-pit  —  whereas,  a  man  that  was  quite  blin'  a'thegither 
would  either  hae  had  a  guide  wi'  him,  or,  what  is  the  *till  safer  scheme 
for  ane  in  his  condition,  wouldna  hae  ventured  into  the  wood  at  a',  but 
gat  contented  at  his  iiin  ingle  amang  his  wife  and  bairns,  and  listened 
wi1  deeent  humility  to  an  orthodox  sermon. 

North.  Without  religion,  the  poor  are  poor  indeed — with  it,  they 
may  be  the  only  rich. 

Shepherd.  O,  sir!  but  you  sometimes  say  things  wi'  a  sweet  sen- 
tenliousness  that  sinks  into  tho  heart.  1  hauld  it,  sir,  to  be  utterly 
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impossible  that  those  men,  who,  as  friends  of  the  education  of  the 
people,  avow  that  their  character  may  be  raised  to  the  utmost  pitch 
of  which  it  is  capable,  by  the  distribution  of  ae  Library  o'  Useful, 
and  anither  o' Enterteenan  Knowledge,*  can  have  any  saving  know- 
ledge either  o'  their  ain  souls,  or  the  souls  o'  ither  folk,  or  the  trials 
and  temptations  to  which  men  are  exposed,  who  work  from  sunrise  to 
sunset,  with  their  hands,  and  legs,  and  backs,  for  their  daily  bread,  or 
o'  the  conditions  on  which  alone  they  can  howp  to  hauld  in  health 
and  longevity  their  moral  and  their  religious  being.  What's  the 
matter  w  '  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  that  you  dinna  speak  ony  the  nicht  ? 

Tickler.  In  the  company  of  the  truly  wise  I  love  to  listen.  Be- 
sides, to  tell  you  the  truth,  James,  that  fire  has  made  me  rather 
sleepy. 

Shepherd.  You're  no  the  least  sleepy,  sir.  Your  een  are  like 
gimlets — augers. 

Tickler.  Why,  my  dear  Shepherd,  'tis  half  an  hour  ago  since  you 
promised  ns  a  song. 

North.  Come,  Jumes,  John  Nicholson's  daughter.      • 

Tickler.   And  I  will  accompany  you  on  the  poker  and  tongs. 

Shepherd.  I  hae  nae  objections — for  you've  not  only  a  sowl  for 
music,  sir,  but  a  ge.nius,  too,  and  the  twa  dinna  always  gang  the- 
gither — mony  a  man  haeiri'  as  fine  an  ear  for  tunes,  as  the  starnies 
on  a  dewy  nicht  that  listen  to  the  grass  growin'  roun'  the  vernal 
primroses,  and  yet  no  able  to  play  on  ony  instrument — on  even  the 
flute — let  abee  the  poker  and  the  tangs. 

North.   A  true  and  fine  distinction. 

Shepherd.  Whereas,  sir,  a  genius  for  music  can  bring  music  out 
o'  amaist  ony  material  substance — be  it  horn,  timmer,  or  aim,  sic 
are  the  hidden  qualities  o'  natur  that  lie  asleep,  even  as  if  they  were 
dead  or  were  not,  till  the  equally  mysterious  power  that  God  has 
given  to  man,  wiles  or  rugs  them  out  to  the  notice  o'  the  senses — in 
this  case  the  ear — and  then,  to  be  sure,  melody  or  harmony  chimes 
or  tinkles  accordant  and  congenial  to  ony  strain  o'  feelin'  oro'  fancy 
that  the  poet  sings  to  the  musician,  and  the  musician  plays  back 
again,  or  rather  at  ane  and  the  same  time  to  the  poet — the  twa 
thegither  sae  speeritualeezin'  the  verra  air  o'  the  room,  that  the  fire 
seems  to  burn  as  purely  as  the  star  that  may  be  blinkin'  in  through 
the  half-uncurtained  window,  frae  its  ain  hame  in  heaven  ! 

Tickler.  Come,  then,  James,  let  me  accompany  you  on  my  favor- 
ite instrument ;  a  finer-toned  tongs  I  never  took  in  hand  than  this  of 
the  octagon.  The  poker  is  a  little  out  of  tune,  I  fear — "  but  that 
not  much."  We  have  "counted  the  chimes  at  midnight"  before 
now,  my  dear  Shepherd  — 

Shepherd.  I  wish  I  mayna  burst  out  a-lauchin'  in  the  middle  o'  my 

*  Publications  emanating  from  the  Society  for  the  Diffusion  of  Useful  Knowledge.— M. 
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san<i,  for  siccan  anither  feegur  I  never  saw,  even  in  a  dream,  sir,  as  you, 
when  you  first  rax  yoursell  up  your  hail  hecht  on  the  rug,  and 
then  loot  doon  awee  ower  the  tangs,  swingin'  to  and  fro,  wi'  an  ex- 
pression o'  face  as  serious  as  if  it  depended  a'thegither  at  that  mo- 
ment on  you,  whether  or  no  the  earth  was  to  continue  to  circumvolve 
on  her  ain  axis. 

North.  Tickler  puts  all  his  soul,  James,  into  whatever  he  happens 
to  be  doing  at  the  time.  Why,  he  brushes  his  hat,  before  turning 
out  at  two  fur  a  constitutional  walk,  with  as  much  seeming,  nay, 
real  earnestness,  as  Barry  Cornwall  polishes  a  dramatic  scene,  before 
making  an  appeal  to  posterity. 

Shepherd.  And  baith  o'  them  rub  affthe  nap.  Commend  me  to  a 
rouch  hat  and  a  rouch  poem — a  smooth  hat's  shabby-genteel,  and  a 
smooth  poem's  no  muckle  better.  I  like  the  woo  on  the  ane  to  show 
shadows  to  the  breeze — and  the  lines  o'  the  ither  to  wanton  like 
waves  on  the  sea,  that,  even  at  the  verra  cawmest,  breaks  out  every 
noo  and  then  into  little  foam-furrows,  characteristic  o'  the  essential 
and  the  eternal  difference  alween  the  waters  o'  an  inland  loch,  and 
them  o'  the  earth  -girdlin  ocean. 

North.  Come,  my  dear  James,  don't  keep  Tickler  any  longer  in 
untinkling  attitude. 

Shepherd  (sings  to  TICKLER'S  tonya  and  poker  accompaniment.) 

Song, — "John  A'icholton't  Daughter"9 

The  daisy  is  fair,  the  day  lily  rare, 

The  bud  •>'  the  rose  us  sweet  as  it's  bonnie  — 
But  there  ne'er  was  a  flower,  in  Burden  <»r  bower, 
Like  auld  .!<>,•  NichoUon's  Ixmuie  Nannie. 
O  my  Nannie, 
My  dear  little  Nannie, 

My  sweet  little  niddlct  v-noddlety  Nannie, 
There  ne'er  was  a  flower, 
In  garden  or  bower. 
Like  auld  Joe  Nioholw>n'»  Nannie. 

Ae  day  she  came  out  wi'  a  rosy  bltinh, 

To  milk  her  twa  kye,  sae  oouthix  an*  cnnnio — 

I  c«»wer'd  me  down  at  the  hack  o'  the  bush, 
To  wutvh  the  air  o'  my  bonnie  Nannie. 
O  my  NUIIMH  ,  Ac-.  «fcc. 

Her  looks  so  £»y,  o'er  Nature  away, 

Fra«-  bonnie  blue  een  sae  mild  and  mellow  — 

Saw  uaethin^  sae  sweet,  in  Nature's  array, 
Though  elad  in  the  morning's  ^ouden  yellow. 
O  my  Nannie,  «kc.  A  • 

•  By  HW  .-M. 
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My  heart  lay  beating  the  flowery  green, 

In  quaking,  quavering  agitation  — 
And  the  tears  came  trickling  down  frae  my  een, 

Wi'  perfect  love,  an'  \vi'  admiration 
0  my  Nannie,  &c.  <fec. 

There's  mony  a  joy  in  this  world  below, 

And  sweet  the  hopes  that  to  sing  were  uucanuie  — 
Hut  of  all  the  pleasures  I  ever  can  know, 

There's  none  like  the  love  o'  my  dearest  Nannie, 
O  my  Nannie, 
My  dear  little  Nannie, 

My  sweet  little  uiddlety-uoddlety  Nannie  — 
There  ne'er  was  a  flower, 
In  garden  or  bower, 
Like  auld  Joe  Nicholson's  Nannie. 

North.  Bravo  !  You  have  sent  that  song  to  our  friend  Pringle'a 
Friendship's  Offering — haven't  you,  James? 

Shepherd.  I  hae — and  anither  as  gude,  or  better. 

(Enter  MR.  AMBROSE  with  a  hot  roasted  Round  of  Beef — KINO 
PEPIN  with  a  couple  of  boiled  Ducks — SIR  DAVID  GAM 
with  a  trencher  of  Tripe,  a  la  Meg  JJods — and  TAPITOUKIK 
with  a  Haggis.  Pickled  Salmon,  Welch  Rabbits,  <&c.  d-c. 
— and,  as  usual,  Oysters,  raw,  stewed,  scolloped,  roasted, 
and  pickled,  of  course — Gizzards,  Finzeaus,  Red  Herrings.) 

Shepherd.  You've  really  served  up  a  bonny  wee  neat  bit  sooper 
for  three,  Mr.  Awmrose.  I  hate,  for  my  a  in  pnirt,  to  see  a  table 
overloaded.  It's  sae  vulgar.  I'll  carve  the  haggis. 

North.  I  beseech  you,  James,  for  the  love  of  all  that's  dear  to 
you,  here  and  hereafter,  to  hold  your  hand.  Stop — stop — stop! — 

(  The  SHEPHERD  sticks   the  Haygis,  and  the  Table  is  instantly 

overflowed.) 

Shepherd.  Heavens  and  earth  !  Is  the  Haggis  mad  ?  Tooels-— 
Awmrose — tooels  !  Safe  us — we'll  a'  be  drooned  ! 

(Picardy  and  his  tail  rush  out  for  towels.) 

North.  Rash  man!  what  ruin  have  you  wrought!  See  how  it 
has  overflown  the  deck  from  stein  to  stern — we  shall  all  be  lost. 

Shepherd.  Sweepin'  every  thing  afore  it!  Whare's  the  puirbiled 
dyucks ?  Only  the  croon-head  o'  the  roun'  visible!  Tooels — • 
tooels — tooels!  Send  roun'  the  fire-drum  through  the  city. 

(Re-enter  Picardy  and  "  the  rest"  with  n  apery.) 
Ambrose.  Mr.  North,  I  look  to  you  for  orders  in  the  midst  of  this 

alarming  calamity,.     ShaU  1  order  in  more  strength? 

Shepherd.  See — see — sir!  it's  creepin' alaiig  the  carpet!     We're 

like  men  left  on  a  sand-bank,  when  the  tide's  comin'  in  ranipaugiu' 
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Oh!  ttiat  I  had  insured  my  life!     Oh!* that  I  had  learned  to  soom* 
What  wull  become  o'  my  widow  and  my  fatherless  children! 

North.  Silence!     Let  us  die  like  men. 

Shepherd.  O,  Lord  !  it's  ower  our  insteps  already  !  Ojien  a'  the 
floors  and  wundows — and  let  it  find  its  ain  level.  I'll  up  on  a  chair 
in  the  meantime. 

(The  SiiKi-iiKKD  mounts  the  back  of  the  chair,  and  draws 
MR.  NOKTII  up  after  him.) 

Sit  on  my  shoothers,  my  dear — dear — dearest  sir.  I  insist  on't. 
Mr.  Tickler,  Mr.  Awmrose,  King  Pepin,  Sir  David,  and  Tappitourie — 
you  wee  lazy  deevil — help  Mr.  North  up — help  Mr.  North  up  on 
my  shoolhers ! 

(Ma.  NORTH  is  elevated,  Crutch  and  all,  astride  on  the  SHEP- 
HERD'S shoulders.) 

North.  Good  God  !     Where  is  Mr.  Tickler  ? 

Shepherd.  Look — look — look,  sir, — yonner  he's  staunin'  on  the 
brace-piece — on  the  mantel  !  Noo,  Awmrose,  and  a'  ye  waiters, 
make  your  escape,  and  leave  us  to  our  fate.  Oh  !  Mr.  North,  gie  us 
a  prayer.  What  for  do  you  look  so  mecserable,  Mr.  Tickler? 
Death  is  common — 'tis  hut  "passing  through  Nalur'  to  Eternity  !" 
And  yet — to  he  drooned  in  haggis  'II  be  waur  than  Clarence's  dream  ! 
Alack,  and  alas-a-dav  !  i'ts  up  to  the  ring  o'  the  bell-rope  !  Speak, 
Mr.  Tickler — O  speak,  sir.  Men  in  our  dismal  condition — are  you 
sittin'  easy,  Mr.  North  ? 

North.  Quite  so,  my  dear  James,  I  am  perfectly  resigned.  Yet, 
what  is  to  become  of  Maga. 

Shepherd.  O  my  wee  Jamie  ! 

Kurth.   I  fear  1  am  very  heavy.  James. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  say't,  sir — dinna  say't.  I'm  like  the  pious 
yEiieas  bear  in1  his  father  Ancheesea  through  the  flames  o'  Troy. 
The  simile  does  na  haud  glide  at  a1  points — I  wish  it  did.  Oh,  hand 
fust,  sir,  wi'  your  arms  roun'  my  neck,  lest  the  cruel  tyrant  o'  a  hag- 
gis swoop  \  i«  clean  awa  under  the  sideboard  to  inevitable  death  ! 

North.   Far  as  the  eye  can  reach  it  is  one  wide  wilderness  of  suet! 

Tickler.   Hurra!  hurra!  hurra! 

Shipherd.  Do  you  hear  the  puir  gentleman,  Christopher  ?  It'a 
afleckin'  to  men  in  our  condition  to  sec  the  pictur  we  hae  baith  read 
o'  in  account*  o'  shipwrecks  realeezed  !  Timothy's  g:me  mad  ! 
Hear  till  him  shoiitin'  wi'  horrid  glee  on  the  brink  o'  eternity  ! 

Tickler.   Hurra!   hurra!  hurra! 

North.   Horrible!  most  horrible  ! 

Tickler.  The  haggis  is  subsiding — the  haggis  is  subsiding!  It  has 
fallen  an  inch  by  the  sab  base  since  the  Shepherd's  last  ejaculation. 

Shepherd.  If  you're  tellin'  a  lee,  Timothy,  I'll  wade  ower  to  you, 
and  bring  you  doon  all'  the  manu-l  wi'  the  crutch.  Can  I  believe 
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my  eon?  It  is  subseedin'.  Hurraw  !  hurraw  !  hurraw !  Nine 
times  nine,  Mr.  North,  to  our  deliverance — and  the  Protestant 
ascendancy  ! 

Omnes.  Hurra!  hurraw!  hurree! 

Shepherd.  Noo,  sir,  you  may  dismunt. 

(Re-enter  the  household,  with  the  immediate  neighborhood,} 

Shepherd.  High  Jinks!  High  Jinks!  High  Jinks!  The  haggis 
has  puttin'  out  the  fire,  and  sealed  up  the  boiler. 

(The  SHEPHERD  descends  upon  all  fours,  and  lets  MR. 
NORTH  off  gently.} 

Nortfi.  Oh,  James,  I  am  a  daft  old  man  ! 

Shepherd.  No  sae  silly  as  Solomon,  sir,  at  your  time  o'  life.  Noo 
for  sooper. 

Tickler.  How  the  devil  am  I  to  get  down  ? 

Shepherd.  How  the  deevil  did  you  get  up?  Oh,  ho,  by  the  gas 
ladder !  And  it's  been  removed  in  the  confusion.  Either  jump 
down,  or  stay  where  you  are,  Mr.  Tickler. 

Tickler.  Come  now,  James,  shove  over  the  ladder. 

Shepherd.  O  that  Mr.  Chantrey  was  here  to  sculptur  him  in  that 
attitude!  Streitch  out  your  right  haun' !  A  wee  grain  heicher! 
Hoo  gran' he  looks  in  basso  relievo! 

Tickler.  Shove  over  the  ladder,  you  son  of  the  mist,  or  I'll  brain 
you  with  the  crystal. 

Shepherd.  Sit  doon,  Mr.  North,  opposite  to  me — and,  Mr.  Awm- 
rose,  tak  roun'  my  plate  for  a  shave  o'  the  beef.  Is  na  he  the  per 
feck  pictur  o' the  late  Right  Honorable  William  Pitt?  Shall  I 
send  you,  sir,  some  o'  the  biled  dyuck ? 

North.  If  }ou  please,  James.  Rather  "Like  Patience  on  a 
monument  smiling  at  Grief." 

Shepherd.  Gie  us  a  sang,  Mr.  Tickler,  and  then  you  shall  hae  the 
ladder.  I  never  preed  a  roasted  roun'  afore — it's  real  savory. 

North.    "  Oh !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  height  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afarl" 

Shepherd.  I'll  let  you  down,  Mr.  Tickler,  if  you  touch  the  ceilin 
wi'  your  fingers.     Itherwise,  you  maun  sing  a  sang. 

(TICKLER  tries  and  fails.) 

•  Tickler.  Well,  if  I  must  sing,  let  me  have  a  tumbler  of  toddy. 
Shepherd.  Ye  shall  hae  that,  sir. 

(The  SHEPHERD  Jills  a  tumbler  from  a  jug,  and,  balancing  it  on  the 
cross  of  the  Crutch,  reaches  it  up  to  MR.  TICKLER.) 

Tickler,  (sings.) 
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Tickltr^  (sings.) 


THE    TWA    MAGICIANS. 


TI»e  lady  statute  in  her  bower  door, 
As  straight  as  willow-wand ; 

The  blacksmith  stood  a  little  forbye, 
\\  i'  hammer  in  his  hand. 

Weel  inny  ye  dress  ye.  lady  fair, 

Int<»  your  robes  <•'  red, 
Before  ill--  HUM n  at  this  same  time, 

I'll  loose  your  silkeu  snood. 

Awa',  awa',  ye  c« ml  black  smith, 
Wou'd  ye  do  me  the  wrang, 

To  think  t<>  gain  my  vii-giu  love, 
That  1  hue  k'-j't  sae  lang  ' 

Then  she  has  haddcu  u|>  her  hand, 
And  she  oware  by  thi-  mold. 

I  wu'dna  IT  a  blaolutr.il I) a  wife. 
For  u'  tlie  warld's  gold. 

O!  rather  I  wore  dead  :md  gone, 
And  my  body  laid  in  grave, 

Ere  it  ru-l  v  stock  <•'  coal-black  .-milli, 
My  virgin  love  shou'd  have. 

But  he  bait  haddcn  up  hit*  band, 

And  he  swarc  by  the  ma--. 
I'll  cause  yc  be  my  light  It-man, 
For  the  haiif  o'  that  and  less. 
Ctutru*. — O  bide,  lady,  bide, 

And  aye  he  bade  her  bide; 
Tin-  rn-t  \  ,-inilli  your  Iciuaii  .-hull  be 
For  a'  your  mciklc  pride. 

Then  ulie  became  a  turtle  dow, 

To  fly  up  in  ill--  air  ; 
And  he  Ix-came  another  dow, 

And  they  fl«-w  pair  nnd  pair. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  «tc- 

8be  tuni'd  IH-I >.  If  into  un  eel, 
To  swim  into  yon  bum  ; 


And  he  became  n  speckled  trout, 
To  give  the  eel  a  turn. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  Ac. 

Then  she  became  a  duck,  a  duck, 

U|Hin  a  reedy  lake  ; 
And  the  smith,  wi'  her  to  soom  or 

Became  a  rose-kamed  drake. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  «tc. 

She  turn'd  herself  into  a  hare, 
To  rin  ower  hill  and  hollow  ;  - 

And  he  b.-r  inn-  a  gude  grt>yhound, 
And  boldly  he  did  follow. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  jta 

Then  she  l>ecarne  a  gay  gray  mare, 
And  stood  in  yonder  slack  ; 

And  he  became  a  gilt  middle, 
And  aal  up»n  her  back. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  Ac. 

Then  she  became  a  het  girdle, 

And  he  became  a  cake; 
And  a'  the  ways  she  turn'd  ln-r-dl, 

The  blacksmith  was  her  ninke. 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  Ac. 

She  turn'd  hersell  into  a  ship, 
To  sail  out  owrr  I  lie  flood; 

He  ea'd  a  nail  iulill  her  tail, 
And  syne  the  ship  she  stood 

O  bide,  lady,  bide,  «ta 


Then  she  became  a  silken  plaid, 

And  .-i  ivti-h'd  upon  a  bed  : 
And  he  became  a  green  covering, 

And  thus  the  twa  were.  wed. 
C'lmru".  —  Was  she  wae,  he  held  her 

And  still  he  bade  her  bide  ; 
The  rusty  smith  her  lumau  was. 
For  a'  her  uieikle  pride. 


Shepherd.  N»>o — H!T — here  is  the  ladder  to  \ou — for  whirh  you're 
indebted  to  Mr.  J'eter  Huchan,  o'  Pelerhead,  the  in^ruioutt  colleetof 
o'  the  Ancient  Hullad.s,  frae  which  ye  have  duuited  so  >peeritedly  tho 
tpcerited  Twa  Mngiciaim,  It's  a  onpitul  oulleotion — and  should  ha 
added  iu  a1  libraries,  to  Percy,  and  KitNoii,  und  Head  ley,  and  the 
Minstrelsy  o1  the  Border,  and  John  Finlax ,  and  Uohert  .lainieson, 
mid  (iilthrist,  and  Kinluc-li,  and  the  (Quarto  o'thut  clever  chid.  Mother 
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well  o'  Paisley,  wha's  no  only  a  gude  collector  and  commentator  o 
ballads,  but  a  gude  writer  o'  them  too — as  he  has  proved  by  that 
real  poetical  address  o'  Northman  to  his  Swurd  in  ane  o'  the  Annals.* 
Come  awa'  doon,  sir — come  awa'  doon.  Tak  tent,  for  the  steps  are 
gae  shoggly.  Noo — sir — fa'  to  the  roun'. 

Tickler.  I  have  no  appetite,  James.  I  have  been  suffering  all 
night  under  a  complication  of  capital  complaints — the  toothache, 
which,  like  a  fine  attenuated  red-hot  steel-sting,  keeps  shooting 
through  an  old  rugged  stump,  which  to  touch  with  my  tongue  is 
agony-  -the  tongue-ache,  from  a  blister  on  that  weapon,  that  1  begin 
to  feai  may  prove  cancerous — the  lip-ache,  from  having  accidentally 
given  myself  a  labial  wound  in  sucking  out  an  oyster — the  eye- 
ache,  as  if  an  absolute  worm  were  laying  eggs  in  the  pupil — the 
ear-ache,  tinglin'  and  stounin'  to  the  very  brain,  till  my  drum  seems 
beating  for  an  evening  parade — to  which  add  a  headache  of  the 
nammer  and  anvil  kind — and  a  stomach-ache,  that  seems  to  inti- 
mate, that  dyspepsia  is  about  to  be  converted  into  cholera  morbus ; 
and  you  have  a  partial  enumeration  of  the  causes  that  at  present 
deaden  my  appetite — and  that  prevented  me  from  chanting  the 
ballad  with  my  usual  vivacity.  However — I  will  trouble  you  for  a 
duck. 

Shepherd.  You  canna  be  in  the  least  pain,  wi'  sae  mony  com- 
plaints as  these — for  they  maun  neutraleeze  ane  anither.  But  even 
if  they  dinna,  I  believe  mysell,  wi'  the  Stoics,  that  pain's  nae  evil. 
Dinna  you,  Mr.  North  ? 

North.  Certainly.  But,  Tickler,  you  know,  has  many  odd  crotchets. 
Pray,  James,  have  you  read  the  last  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view ? 

Shepherd.  Pray,  Mr.  North,  have  you  lowpt  ower  the  Castle  o' 
Embro?  1  would  as  sune  offer  to  walk  through  the  interior  o' 
Africa,  frae  Tripoli  to  Timbuctoo.  Howsomever,  I  did  read  Mr. 
Jaffray's  article  on  the  Decline  and  Fa'  o'  Poetry. 

North.  I  read  with  pleasure  all  that  my  ingenious  brother  writes; 
but  he  is  often  a  little  paradoxical  or  so — sometimes  a  little  super- 
ficial, I  fear,  in  his  philosophy  and  criticism.  However,  he  handles 
delicately  and  gracefully  every  subject  he  touches;  and  seldom  fails 
to  leave  on  it  something  of  the  brightness  of  his  genius. 

Shepherd.  The  article's  doonricht  intolerable  and  untenable  non- 
sense frae  beginnin'  to  end.  Whether  poetry's  exhowsted  or  no,  it's 
no  for  me  to  say  ;  but  Mr.  Jaffray  himsell,  though  that  could  scarcely 
hae  been  his  end  in  writin't,  has  proved  in  his  article,  beyond  a' 
doubt,  that  Criticism  is  in  the  dead-thraws. 

*  William  Mother-well; -born  at  Glasgow  in  1798:  died  in  1835.  He  was  editor  of  the  Olai~ 
gow  Courier.  In  18:27  he  published  the  collection  above-mentioned, —called  Minstrelijr 
Ancient  and  IVodern.  In  Ifc33  appeared  a  volume  of  his  own  poems,  some  of  them  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  breathing  pathos  and  intensity  of  feeling  rarely  surpassed. — M. 
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North.  I  was  somewhat  surprised  certainly,  James,  to  hear  my 
brother  absolutely  asserting,  that  in  our  Poetry,  since  Cowper,  there 
is  "little  invention,  little  direct  or  overwhelming  passion,  and  little 
natural  simplicity," — "  no  sudden,  unconscious  hursts,  either  ot'nature 
or  passion — no  casual  flushes  of  fancy — no  slight  passing  intimations 
of  deep  hut  latent  emotions — no  rash  darings  of  untutored  genius 
soaring  proudly  up  into  the  infinite  unknown." 

Shepherd.  After  havin'  in  every  ither  article,  for  the  last  twenty 
years  labored  \vi'  a'  his  power  to  prove  the  direck  contrar'  !  Noo 
that  the  New  Licht  has  hrak  in  on  him,  he  maun  look  hack  on  the 
Francey  Jafl'ray  that  keepit  year  after  year  oratorically — I  mean 
oracularly — haranguin'  on  the  terrible  and  awfu'  bursts  o' a' the  dark 
and  fierce  passions  in  Byron's  poetry,  as  a  wee  demented  madman 
or  lunatic. 

North.  But  what  say  you,  James,  to  "no  rash  darings  of  untutored 
genius  "  ? 

Shepherd.  That  it's  either  nonsensical  or  fawse.  If  he  allude  to  the 
great  leevin1  poets  wha  have  had  college  educations,  then  it's  nonsensi- 
cal ;  for  hoo  could  they  "  shew  rash  dawrin's  o'  untutored  genius,"  see- 
in'  that  ane  and  a'o'  them  had  tutors,  public  and  preevat,  for  years* 
If  he  allude  to  me,  and  Allan  Kinnigam,  and  Bloomfield,  and  Clare* 
and  ithers,  wha  were  left  to  edk-ate  outsells,  then  it's  fawse.  "  Nae 
rash  dawrin's  o'  untutored  genius,"  indeed  !  I'll  thank  him  cr  the 
likes  o*  him,  wi'  a'  his  tutored  genius,  to  write  Kilmeny,  or  Mary 
Lee  the  Female  Pilgrim  o'  the  Sun,  or  ae  single  prose  tale  o'  honest 
Allan's,  or  ae  single  sang  like  nn>ny  o'  his  spirit  stirrin'  strains  haith 
about  the  land  and  the  sea.  "  Nae  rash  dawrin's  <>'  untutored  genius" 
indeed  !  Impident  body.  I  wii-.li  he  may  nae  hae  been  foil — or  rather, 
I  wu>h  he  may — for  afore  I  deelair'd  mysell  a  Tory,  he  himsell  told 
the  warld  in  sae  moiiy  words  that  my  poetry  was  fu'  o'  u  Dawrin' 
fliehts  o'  untutored  genius;"  and  >ac  it  is,  in  spite  o'  the  ignorant 
impertinence  o'  the  like  o'  him,  and  iiher  envious  elves,  that  out  o1 
natural  or  political  malice  will  anonymously  slump  halfa-dizzen  of 
men  o'  c«'iiiii*  ower  into  ae  clause  of  sentence,  which,  \\hen  you  an- 
aleeze't  is  just  iiacthing  mair  nor  less  than  a  self  evident  and  con- 
temptible lee. 

North.  How  I  admire  the  Doric  dialect,  my  dear  James!  What 
a  difference  to  the  ear  in  the  sound  of  lie  and  lee! 

Shepherd,  My  ear  detecks  nane.  But  supposin'  there  to  ho  a  dif- 
ference  i'  the  soim',  there's  nane  in  the  sense;  and  Mr.  Jail  ray,  either 
in  the  ae  crectique  or  the  ither,  maun  hae  said  what  is  no  true. 

North.  A  mere  matter  of  taste — of  opinion,  James  ;  and  will  you 
Hot  allow  H  man  to  change  his  mind  .' 

*  Allun  Cunningham,  tb«  Rcottuh  jxx-t,  already  noticed.  Rol  ert  Blnomfitld,  author  of  lha 
Farnirr'-  Bojr.  and  other  form*.  John  Claw,  called  th«  Northampton  1'euinl,  many  of  wboN 
lyric*  (>OM«W  much  merit. — M. 
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Shepherd.  No,  I  won't.  At  least  no  an  auld  man  like  Mr.  Jaffray. 
It's  just  in  mere  matters  o'  taste  and  opinion  that  I'll  noallon  him  or 
onv  ither  supperannated  creetic  to  say  that  he  has  changed  his  mind 
— without  at  least  tellin'  him  that  he's  a  coot' — and  that  what  he  may 
conceive  to  be  a  change  o'  opinion,  is  only  a  decay  o'  faculties — a 
dotage  <>'  the  mind. 

North.  My  brother  complains  that  we  have  no  poetry  now-a-days, 
containing  "slight  passing  intimation  of  deep,  bin  latent  emotions," 
yet  in  three  or  four  most  elaborate  disquisitions  of  his  on  the  genius 
of  Campbell,  the  power  of  thus,  by  slight  passing  intimations,  raising 
"deep  but  latent  emotions,"  is  dwelt  upon  as  the  power  character- 
istic of  that  delightful  poet,  beyond  almost  all  other  men  that  ever 
wrote ! 

Shepherd.  Hoo  can  a  man,  after  contradickin'  himsel'  in  that  silly 
and  senseless  manner,  look  himsel'  in  the  face  in  the  mornin',  when 
be  sits  doon  to  shave  ? 

North.  My  brother  goes  on  to  say  of  modern  British  Poets,  that 
"  their  chief  fault  is  the  want  of  subject  and  matter,  the  absence  of 
real  persons,  intelligible  interests,  and  conceivable  incidents " 

Shepherd.  I  really  wush,"sir,  you  would  gie  ower  quotin'  drivel, 
for  it  maks  me  sick.  Ca'  you  that  leavin',  "  on  every  subject  he 
touches,  something  o'  the  brichtness  o'  his  genius?" 

North.  Why,  I  confess,  James,  that  here  my  respected  brother  is 
indeed  a  great  goose. 

Sliepherd.  Or  rather  a  wee  bit  duck,  cryin'  quack,  quack,  quack, 
as  it  plouters  amang  the  dubs;  and  then  streekin'  itsel'  up,  as  if  it 
•were  tryin'  to  staun  on  its  tail,  and  flappin'  the  dirty  pearls  frae  its 
wings,  and  lengthenin'  out  its  neck  like  an  eel,  and  lookin'  roun' 
about  it  wi  '  a  soito'  triumph,  cries  quack,  quack,  quack,  again,  and 
then  dives  down  in  the  gulf  profoond  for  anither  mouthfu'  o'  some- 
thin',  leavin'  naethin'  veesible  in  ihe  upper  warld  but  its — doup ! 

North.  The  poetry  of  Crabbe  and  Scott  is  fuller  of  "real  persons, 
intelligible  interests,  and  conceivable  incidents,"  than  any  other 
poetry,  Shakspeare  of  course  always  excepted,  perhaps  yet  in  exist- 
ence ;  and  this,  or  nearly  this,  my  brother  has  said  at  least  a  thou- 
sand times — showing,  and  well  showing — for  I  repeat,  James,  "  that 
on  every  subject  he  handles,  he  leaves  something  of  the  brightness  of 
his  genius  " — that  therein  lies  their  power  and  glory. 

Shepherd.  And  I  hae'only  to  repeat,  sir,  that  I  wonder  hoo  your 
brither  can  after  a'  that  look  himsel'  in  the  face  in  the  mornin1  when 
he  sits  doon  to  shave. 

North.  My  brother,  James,  says,  that  all  the  poems  of  (Jrnbbe, 
Scott,  Byron,  Moore,  Southey,  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Campbell, 
yourself,  and  all  other  poets  now  living  or  dead  since  Cuwper  and 
Burns,  '•*  are  but  shadows,  we  fear,  that  have  no  independent  or  sub- 
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stantial  existence ;  and  though  reflected  from  grand  and  beautiful 
originals,  have  but  little  chance  "  of  being  remembered,  and  so  forth. 
What  say  you  to  that,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  I  say  that  that's  either  no  in  the  Edinburgh  Review,  or 
that  the  Editor  ought  to  be  in  a  strait- waistcoat.  For  the  man  that 
raves  in  that  fashion's  no  safe,  and  some  day  'II  bite. 

fiorlh.  Scott's  Poems,  he  says,  are  mere  reflections  of  the  Ro- 
mances of  Chivalry — which,  I  admit,  he  could  not  have  said,  hud  he 
ever  read  one  single  romance  of  chivalry,  either  in  prose  or  verse—- 
as you,  James,  know  well,  that  in  all  points  whatever  they  are  the 
very  antipodes. 

Shepherd.  I  never  read,  nor  even  saw  aneo1  the  Romances  o'  Chiv- 
airy  in  my  life — excepp  you  ca'  Blind  Harry's  Sir  William  Wallace 
ane — and  it,  to  be  sure,  though  a  glorious  auld  thing,  has  about  ad 
little  resemblance  to  Marmion,  as  a  peat-car — nae  contemptible 
vehickle  for  rattlin'  either  up  or  dooii  a  hill  wi'  an  active  nay — to  a 
war-chariot  armed  wi'  scythes,  and  thundcrin'  owcr  the  field  wi'  four 
white  horses.  - 

North.  Then  Wordsworth,  it  seems,  went  back  to  the  early  bal- 
ludi  for  his  Excursion,  Sonnets  to  Liberty,  &c.  &c.,  and  all  ottu-rs 

alike  to  Spenser  and  Shakspeare,  and 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir!  tell  me  what  I  hae  said  or  dune  to  deserve  sic 
drivel  as  this  bein'  poured  out  upon  me  as  a  punishment;  and  1 
wull  make  ony  apology  you  like  to  demand,  domi  even  to  axin  par- 
don at  your  feet  on  my  bare  knees! 

North.  My  brother  sums  up  by  setting  Mr.  Atherstone,  as  a  poet, 
by  the  side  of  Mr.  Southey  ! 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Athcrstane,  from  what  I  have  seen  o'  his  verses, 
may  just  as  weel  be  set  at  ance  by  the  side  o'  Shakspt-are.  Mr. 
Soothey  is  a  poet  o'  the  very  l.ighest  order,  sir — and  Thalaba, 
Madoc,  Rodeiic.  Ki-hama  —  are  gran'  soun's,  that  at  ance  fill  the  mind 
with  images  o'  high  achievement.  Has  Mr.  Athen>tane  really  writ- 
ten poems  like  them  ?  If  hae,  I  wush  I  was  introduced  to  Inn. — and 
that  he  was  sittin'  here  .ust  noo  at  the  N'octes. 

North.  I  should  have  no  objections,  James — none  in  the  world  ; 
but  Mr.  Atherstone  (I  say  it  reluctantly)  is  not  much  of  a  poet.* 
Something  of  a  painter  he  may  be*  though  his  conceptions,  vivid 
enough  in  themselves,  seem  to  arise  in  series,  and  »itrii  too  in  great 
confusion  and  disarray  ;  nor  has  he  been  able  to  produce  a  single 
picture,  having  in  it  Unity,  comprehending  all  the  details,  great  and 
small,  to  which  they  are  all  made  to  conform,  and  which  is  felt  to 
be  the  spirit  of  the  whole.  Till  h«  does  this,  he  is  not  even  a  pain- 

•  Edwin  A'.htMtnnr.  author  of  A  Miilnammor  Pur'i  Dream.  »o«l  an  epic  in  blank  rorMt 
'ill«d  Tb«  Kill  of  Nin«Trh  of  which  Prt>fr»or  WilK>n  car*  a  rerjr  acvcra  rr»i  «  i«  (Ux>k 
Vied  -Uw  itmuit,  |«rbai«,  of  J«tir«r'»  ovu-prtitiAf  it.  — M. 
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ter;  and  for  the  truth  of  what  I  say,  I  refer  him  to  his  friend  Martin. 
In  the  same  article,  my  brother  laments  the  loss  "  in  the  morn  and 
liquid  dew  of  their  youth"  of  Kirke  White,  Keats,  and  Pollok — 
and  "  that  powerful,  though  more  uncertain  genius,  less  prematurely 
extinguUhed,  Shelley."  Now,  why  did  he  not  encourage,  animate, 
and  spread  the  fame  of  these  poets  while  they  were  alive,  to  reap 
profit  and  pleasure  from  his  praise? 

Shepherd.  I  fancy,  because  he  cared  little  or  naething  about 
them,  and  either  never  knew,  or  forgot,  that  such  poets  were  in  ex- 
istence. 

North.  Henry  Kirke  White,  when  chilled  by  the  frost  of  criticism, 
would  have  had  his  blood  warmed  within  the  very  core  of  his  heart, 
by  a,  panegyric  on  his  genius  in  such  a  work,  so  powerful  for  good 
and  evil,  as  the  Edinburgh  Review  then  was.  But  no — not  a  hint 
dropped  of  "the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  his  life,"  till  many  years 
after  his  pure  spirit  had  soared  to  heaven  !* 

Shepherd.  While  Mr.  Soothey  cheered  the  life  o'  the  young  pen- 
sive bard,  and  after  death,  embalmed  his  name  in  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  pieces  of  biography  in  the  language! 

North.  My  brother  prated  Keats,  it.  is  true,  but  somewhat  tardily, 
and  with  no  discrimination  ;  and,  to  this  hour,  he  has  taken  no  notice 
of  his  Lamia  and  Isabella,  in  which  Keat's  genius  is  seen  to  the  best 
advantage;  while,  from  the  utter  silence  observed  towards  him  in 
general,  it  is  plain  enough  that  he  cares  nothing  for  him,  and  that  it 
is  not  unjust  or  unfair  to  suspect  the  insertion  of  the  article  on  En- 
dymion  was  brought  about  by  a  Cockney  job  of  Hunt  or  Hazlitt's. 

Shepherd.  Is  his  review  o'  Pollok's  Course  of  Time  a  fine  --me? 

North.  That  noble  poem  has  never  been  so  much  as  mentioned, 
— though,  no  doubt,  the  mere  introduction  of  Pollok's  name  is 
thought  to  be  sufficient  sacrifice  to  the  genius  of  that  singularly 
gifted  young  man. 

Shepherd.  And  what  said  he  o'  Shelley  ? 

North.  Never,  to  the  best  of  my  remembrance,  one  single  sylla- 
ble. Now,  my  dear  James,  all  this  may  be  very  consistent  with 
the  principles  on  which  my  brother  conducts  his  review  ;  but  nobody 
can  say  that  it  is  a  high-minded,  h'ne-souled,  warm-hearled  system. 
The  voice  of  praise  can  be  of  no  avail  then. — 

"  Nor  flattery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death." 

Still,  with  all  his  deficiencies,  inconsistencies,  and  contradictions,  my 
brother  is  a  charming  critic. 

Shepherd.  O'  a'  the  creetics  o'  this  age,  you  alone,  sir,  have  shown 
that  you  have  a  heart.  You're  the  best  creetic  ever  existed  o'  warka 
o'  imagination. 

*  It  is  odd  enough  that  Jeffrey,  -who  lamented  the  death  of  snch  pocis  as  Kirke  White,  Keati, 
Pollok,  and  Shelley,  did  not  notice  any  of  them  in  the  Kdinburgli  lieotcw,  when  they  were 
living,  and  scarcely  more  afterwards. — M. 
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North.  That  seems  to  be  the  general  opinion.  Yet  even  I  am 
not  perfection. 

Slnphcrd.  Dinna  allow  yoursell  to  say  sae,  sir;  you're  far  ower 
modest. 

Aor/A.  There's  Mr.  David  Lester  Richardson,  or  some  other  di«- 
satisfied  person,  who  says,  in  that  entertaining  wurk,  the  Lo.idon 
\Veekl\  Review,  that  the  last  degradation  that  can  befall  a  writer, 
is  t«>  IT  praised  in  Blackwood's  Mnguzine. 

S/iijthmf.  Faith,  he's  maybe  no  far  wrang  there.  Is  that  the 
Diamond  Poet,  who  published  three  hunder  and  sixty-five  pane- 
gyric* on  his  ain  genius,  by  way  o'  Notes  and  Illustrations  to  his* 
Sonnets — ane  for  every  day  in  the  year] 

North.  The  same.* 

Shepherd.  His  nuKlesty's  amaist  as- great's  your  ain.  sir;  for  he 
canna  bring  himsell  to  believe  that  ony  body  will  credit  his  being  a 
poet,  without  ha'en  his  judgment  overpowered  by  the  testimony  o' 
a  cloud  o'  witnesses. 

North.  Perhaps  he  was  nettled,  James,  by  my  exposure  of  that 
puffery  ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  have  a  great  kindness  for  David,  and 
the  verv  first  volume,  either  of  prose  »r  verse,  he  publishes,  I  shall 
try  him  with  praise  in  Black  wood  ;  and  he  will  be  surprised  to  find 
that  it  is  far  more  delightful,  and  n<»t  nearly  so  degrading,  as  he  or 
his  eontiibutor,  during  a  fit  of  the.  jaundice,  imagined. 

Slie/iherd.  Tak  care  ye  dinna  turn  his  head — for  I  should  be  sorry 
o'  that,  as,  if  he's  the  editor  o'  the  Weekly  Review,  he's  a  clever 
fallow.f 

North.  Ilazlitt,  too,  has  lately  somewhere  said — I  think  in  that 
acute  paper,  the  Examiner — that  Maga  i>  a  work  of  which  n<»  ;man 
will  mention  the  name,  who  has  any  regard  to  his  own  character. 
Now,  Ilazlilt  has  not  written  a  paper  of  any  kind  whatever,  these 
last  ten  years,  without  using  the  most  unwarrantable,  and  unpro- 
voked, and  unnecessary  liberties,  with  Maga's  name.  Therefore, 
Ilazlitt  is  a  man  who  has  no  regard  to  his  own  character. 

Shepherd.  You  hae  him  on  the  hip,  there,  sir.  It's  a  good  syllo- 
gism. 

X'irth.  Yet  you  see,  James,  the  inutility  of  the  syllogistic  form  of 
reasoning;  for  it  ends  with  proving  what  has  already  been  admitted 
by  all  the  world. 
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Shepherd.  I  see  your  rneanin',  sir — Oh !  but  you're  a  desperate 
Bftteerical  auld  chiel,and  plant  your  skein  dhu 

North.  The  blundering  blockhead,  James,  drove  his  own  knife  up 
to  the  hilt  in  his  own  side,  beneath  the  fifth  rib,  in  his  rage  to  strike 
a  harmless  old  man  like  me,  who  was  not  minding  the  maniac,  and 
had  not  kicked  him  fur  years. 

Slityherd.  Oh  !  man,  but  there's  a  cawm,  cauld,  clear,  glitterin 
cruelty  in  the  expression  o'  your  een  the  noo,  that's  no  canny,  and 
you'll  obleege  me  by  takin'  aff  your  glass;  for  the  taste  o' that 
Glenlivet's  eneuch  to  saften  the  sowl  towards  the  greatest  reprobate. 
A  caulker  o't  could  make  a  man  for  a  minute  or  twa  amaist  endure 
a  Cockney. 

North.  Maga,  James,  is  an  engine. 

Shepherd.  An  ingine  ! — Lord  safe  us  !- — She  is  that! — An  Ingine 
o'  five  hunder  elephant-power.  Nae  mortal  man  should  be  entrusted 
wi'  sic  an  Ingine;  it's  aneuch  to  make  ony  man  as  prood  as  Nebii- 
chadnezzer — and  if  you  dinna  tak  tent,  wha  kens  but  you  may  share 
the  fate  o'  that  unfortunate  monarch.  You  would  be  a  curious 
creeter  on  a'  fowres,  munchin'  gerse  ! 

North.  Maga  is,  you  know,  my  dear  James,  an  omnipresence.  In 
hall  and  hut  alike,  her  visits  are  hailed  by  the  heart-acclamation  of 
young  and  old — her  face  beams  in  equal  beauty  by  the  fire-light  re- 
flected from  brass  mirrors  bright  as  gold,  within  a  chimney-piece  of 
the  dove-colored  Italian  marble — and  by  the  peat-low  frae  the  ingle 
o'  the  "  auld  clay  biggin' " 

Shepherd.  As  noo  and  then  the  melted  snaw-flakes  drip  doun  the 
open  lumm,  sir,  and  the  reading  lassie,  while  the  flickering  flame 
momentarily  leaves  a  darker  shade  ower  the  gay  or  serious  page, 
loots  doon  her  silken  snood  nearer  to  the  embers,  that  the  circle 
mayna  lose  a  word  o'  auld  Christopher  North,  or  the  Shepherd,  or 
Delta,  whether  Delta  be  singin'  a  sweet  sang,  aiblins  about  Mary- 
Queen  o' Scotland,  or  tellin' a  comical  story  in  a  Chapter- in  the 
Life  and  Adventures  o'  that  curious  Dalkeith  tailor  body,  now  re- 
tired, as  I  hear,  frae  bizzmess,  hain'  taen  out  his  capital  altogether, 
and  become  a  Box-proprieter  on  the  Esk — Mansie  Wauch. 

North.  That,  James,  is  true  fame.  The  consciousness  of  a  circu- 
lation confined  to  certain  classes — an  exclusive  circulation,  would  be 
the  death,  or  paralysis  of  my  genius. 

ShepJierd.  'Cause  in  that  case  you  would  have  to  compose  for  an 
exclusive  circulation — Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  perhaps  a 
Cockney  coterie, — and  then  to  a'  mankind  you  would  become  either 
unintelligible  or  disgustin' !  Does  your  body,  sir,  ever  get  wearied 
wi'  writin' ?  for  as-tp  your  mind,  ane  micht  as  weel  asli  if  the  via 
generawtrix  Natv.roc  ever  got  wearied. 

North.  I   write,  James,  by   screeds.      Whenever    I    feel    the   fit 
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coming  on,  which  it  often  does  about  ten  in  the  morning — nevei 
sooner — I  encourage  it  by  a  caulker — a  mere  nutshell,  which  my 
dear  friend,  the  English  Opium-Eater,  would  toss  off  in  laudanum  ; 
as  soon  as  I  feel  that  there  is  no  danger  of  a  relapse — that  my 
demon  will  be  with  me  during  the  whole  day — I  order  dinner  at 
nine — shut  myself  up  within  triple  doors — and  as  1  look  at  the 
inner  one  in  its  green-baized  brass-knobbedness,  there  comes  upon 
me  an  inspiring  sense  of  security  from  all  interruption,  nay,  from  all 
connection,  or  even  remembrance  of  the  outer  world.  The  silver 
salver — you  know  it,  James — with  a  few  rusks,  and  half  a  pint  of 
Madeira — a  moderation  which  Sir  Humphrey*  must  approve — stands 
within  a  few  inches  of  my  writing  hand.  No  desk !  an  inclined 
plane — except  in  bed — is  my  abhorrence.  All  glorious  articles 
must  be  written  on  a  dead  flat. 

Shepherd.   No  if  you  use  the  sclate. 

Jforth.  At  two  o'clock,  from  September  to  March — true  to  a 
minute — Robin  Redbreast  conies  hopping  in  through  one  unglazed 
diamond  of  my  low  lattice — Mousey  peers  with  his  black  eyes  and 
whiskered  nose  out  o1  his  hole,  and  the  two  contend  in  pretty  gam- 
bols about  the  crumbs. 

Shepherd.  What  a  pictur'  o'  Innocence  !  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Mr. 
North,  I've  afien  thocht  you  were  ower  glide — ower  tender  o'  natur — 
ower  simple  for  this  wicked,  hard,  cunuin'  warld. 

North.  Mousey,  after  feeding  and  fun,  glides  into  his  hole  behind 
the  wainscot,  and  Robin  flits,  with  a  small  sweet  song,  into  the 
shrubbery — and  then  I  at  it  again  tooth  and  nail  — 

Shepherd.  Sacrifcecin',  perhaps,  the  peace  not  only  o'  individuals 
but  «  families — by  making  them,  and  a1  that's  connecket  wi'  them, 
lueest-rable  in  life,  and  sae  odious  and  infamous  after  death,  that  the 
son  gi«'S  up  his  father's  name  a'thegitlu-r  ;  if  the  surname  be  ane  o1 
ae  syllable,  the  better  to  obliterate  a  remembrance  o't  even  in  his 
ain  mind,  adoptin1  ane  o1  four  or  five — and  cbangiii'  the  Christian 
name,  too,  into  something  heathenish,  as,  for  example,  Tarn  into 
Heiiogabawlus. 

Aort/t.  Just  as  the  gloaming  begins  to  deepen  on  the  wire-wove 
paper,  *o  that  there  is  felt  a  »lighl  strain  on  the  optic  nerve,  and  poia 
and  hooks  assume  a  hieroglyphical  character — inaudibly  doth  door 
after  dour  open  1'ke  a  dream — and  Helen, f  with  a  wax  candle  in 
either  pretty  small  hand,  between  which  are  seen  shining  her  large 
blue  eyes,  xoft  in  their  brightness,  in  a  moment  U  at  my  side,  and 
iny  manuscripts  are  at  one*  illuminated. 

"  PIT  Humphrey  Dtvr.  tb»  gml  rhcimit.  inJ  Prnidml  ol  th«  Rojral  Society,  in  London. 
An  lt»ii»«  who  K»<J  to  writ*  to  lum,  addre«*inf  tht  Irttrr  tjr  the  aoupd  of  hit  BAIC*,  directrj 
H  to  ''HomffoViri.  lx<ndon."— M 

t   Hrl*a  0«uUe,-»n  eidolon  of  th«  Noel**.— M. 
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Shepherd.  She's  a  bonny  lassie.  I  saw  a  pictur  very  like  her  the 
day  in  Mr.  Galli's  exhibition  on  the  Mound  — 

North.  An  exhibition  which  all  people  should  visit.  It  contains 
many  excellent,  and  some  splendid  pictures. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  but  the  Auld  Masters,  sir,  had  a  deep  sense  o'  the 
beautifn'  — 

Worth.  No  soup — but  first  a  sole,  then  a  beef-steak,  and  then  a 
chicken — with  a  finish  of  a  few  tartlets,  and  a  saucer  of  parmesan — 
judiciously  interspersed  with  an  occasional  sip  of  old  hock  ending 
in  a  gulp — a  caulker,  of  course — and  then  at  the  MSS.  again,  over  a 
Scotch  pint  of  claret.  By  midnight — 

"  Ae  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal ;" 

and  lo !  ready  for  the  devil  a  sheet  of  Maga! 

Shepherd.  And  whan  do  you  rise  1 

North.  Early.  Precisely  at  nine  (I  speak  of  winter,)  Helen  is  at 
rny  bedside  — 

"  And,  like  the  murmur  of  a  dream, 
I  hear  her  breathe  my  name." 

Shepherd.  That's  scarcely  safe,  sir. 

North.  God  bless  the  dear  child  ! — she  loves  me  with  all  the  rev- 
erential affection  of  a  grand-daughter.  While  I  keep  getting  fairly 
awake,  she  stirs  up  the  fire,  that  has  been  napping  during  the  night, 
and,  arranging  with  delicate  dexterity  my  shirt,  drawers,  stockings, 
breeches,  &c.,  on  a  neat  mahogany  screen,  places  it  before  the  glow 
• — and  disappears.  In  about  half  an  hour,  I  am  apparelled — •• 
and  just  as  I  have  given  the  last  touch  to  the  topmost  curl  of  my 
wig  — 

Shepherd.  I  like  ye  best  bald  — 

North.  The  clear  tingle-ingle-ing  of  the  small  brass  bell  in  the 
hand  of  my  pretty  maiden  — 

Shepherd.  That's  the  thing — and  no  ane  o'  thae  infernal  bells  that 
the  man-servant  in  some  houses  keeps  ringing  for  ten  minutes,  as  if 
he  meant  to  awawken  a'  the  folk  in  the  neist  street  — 

North.  Chimes  me  down  to  the  parlor  — 

Shepherd.  Nae  mair  aboot  your  domestic  economy,  sir.  You're 
gettin'  egoutistical. 

North.  I  wrote  "  Christopher  in  his  Sporting  Jacket,"  James- 
forty  pages  of  Maga — at  two  such  sittings. 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  believe  you — though  you  should  swear't  on  the 
Bible. 

North.  At  five  such  sittings  I  have  more  than  once  written — with 
this  hand  — 
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Sliepherd.  And  a  lang-finsrercd,  bony,  ghaunt,  formidable-lookin' 
haun  it  is,  like  the  haun  o'  grim  death — clutchin'  — 

North.  Written  the  whole  Magazine* — an  entire  Number, 
James  — 

Shepherd.  And  a  desperate  bad  ane  it  must  hae  been  — 
North.  No,  James, — brilliant  as  the  Aurora  Borealis — musical  as 
is  Apollo's  lute. 

Shepherd.  And  that's  the  way  ye  serve  your  contributors ! 
Flingin'  their  capital  articles  intil  the  Balaam-box  that  your  ain  trash 
may  — 

North.  Trash  !     What  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  trash,  sir? 
Shepherd.  I  just  mean  a  hantle  o'  your  ain   articles — especially 
them   that  you're   fondest  and    proudest  o' — sic  as   "Streams" — 
"  Cottages"—4'  Hints  for  Holidays"  — 

North.  Oh  !  James — James — that  genius  should  be  thus  debased 
by  jealousy  — 

Shepherd.  Me  jealous  o'  you  ?  That's  a  gude  ane.  But  what 
for  didna  you  send  me  out  a*  the  Annwalls  o'  the  year  as  you 
promised  ?  I  hate  folk  that  promises  and  ne'er  performs. 

North.  By  the  rule  o'  contraries,  my  character  to  a  tittle.  I 
promise  nothing — and  perform  everything.  But  the  reason,  James, 
was,  that  I  had  not  them  to  send.  The  Keepsake  1  have  not  got 
yetf — but  I  have  Mr.  Alaric  Watts'  Souvenir,  in  my  pocket — there, 
well-caught,  ye  cricketer — aye,  you  may  well  turn  up  your  eyes  in 
admiration — for  of  all  the  embellishments — of  all  the  engravings  1 
ever  beheld,  these  are  the  most  exquisitely  beautiful. 

Shepherd.  Sir  Walter?  Ma  faith!  The  thing's  dune  at  last. 
The  verra  man  himsull,  as  if  you  were  lookin'  at  him  through  the 
wrang  end  o'  a  telescope!  Only  see  his  hauns !  The  big,  fat, 
roun',  firm  back  o'  his  hauns  !  I  shou'd  hae  said  in  an  instant — 
that's  Sir  Walter — had  I  seen  him  nae  mair  than  just  by  themsells 
thae  hauns!  IIoo  are  ye,  Sir  Walter?  I  loo  are  ye,  sir?  I'm  glad 
to  ace  you  lookin'  sac  wee!.  Na — am  na  I  a  fule,  Mr.  North,  to  be 
speakin'  till  an  eemage,  as  if  it  were-— the  Lord  bless  him — the  verra 
leevin'  glory  o'  Scotland  ? 

North.  I  request  posterity  to  be  informed,  that  Leslie's  is  the  best 
likeness  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  ever  achieved — face,  figure,  air,  man- 
ner— all  characteristically  complete.^  Leslie  is  a  genuine  genius — • 
so  is  StephanofF. 

•  Wilaon  uted  to  bout  that  he  tuulA  writ*  »n  entire  number  of  Magi  between  Monday  and 
Saturday.  Whether  be  ever  did  in  not  known  to  me.— M. 

t  The  Keejwake  wu  edilod  by  Frederick  Man»el  1(.  vi. ••'.!».  »nn  of  Frederick  Reynold*,  the 
dramatnt.  fit  aleo  wrote  the  novel  called  '  Miwmmui."— M. 

}  Tbu  portrait  of  H<-ott.  by  ('..  R.  Leelie,  the  Ami-noun  irtnt.  win  *nKr»vi«d  for  the  Litrrar* 
Souvenir  for  lf-"J.  and  wa»  j  -  :ni-  il  in  I*"'-'!  f»r  Mr  TK  knur.  •  !  K<w(»n.  in  who**  j...»cun>n  it 
now  ii.  I  think  it  tbe  be(t  likeneet  extant  ol  Srott  in  hit  lal«r  rran.— my  own  tint  view  o. 
the  Great  Unknown  having  be«n  in  ItttS,  when  he  waein  Ireland. — M. 
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Shepherd.  And  is  the  writin'  in  the  Souvenir  gude,  sir  ] 

North.  Excellent.  Taken  altogether,  the  volume  is  a  formidable 
rival,  competitor,  or  compeer,  to  the  Anniversary 

Shepherd.  In  leeterature — my  cry  has  ever  been — Free  Tredd, 
Free  Tredd.  If  the  Keepsake  beats  the  beauty  o'  the  Souvenir, 
she  may  change  her  name  into  the  Phoenix  or  the  Bird  o'  Para- 
dise. 

North.  Pocket  the  affront,  James. 

Shepherd.  Hae  you  made  me  a  present  o't,  sir,  outright?  You 
hae  1 — then  alloo  me  to  treat  you  wi'  the  eisters  at  my  ain  ex- 
pense. 

North.  To  purchase  the  Souvenir  in  oysters!  Oh!  the  horrid 
thought ! 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  ower  that  newspaper,  my  dear  sir,  that  I  may 
wrap  it 

North.  Nay,  we  must  not  destroy  Mr.  Ambrose's  Courier, 
.    Shepherd.  Is  that  the  Coureer  ?     It's  the  best  paper,  the  Coureer 
o'  the  hail  set. 

North.  There  cannot  be  a  better  paper,  James — but  there  may  be 
as  good — and  the  Standard  is  so — the  two  together,  well  studied, 
may  seta  young  Member  of  Parliament  up  in  politics.*  Both  true 
to  the  backbone.  "Alike — yet  oh,  how  different !"  Mr.  Street  is 
a  man  of  great  talents — and  Mr.  Giffard  an  admirable  writer.  As 
for  the  Doctor 

Shepherd.  He  has  na  his  match  in  a'  England,  I'm  sure,  for  wut, 
satire,  and  fun,  and  deevil  tak  me  if  he.'s  no  also  a  maist  poorfu'  rea- 
soner.  Wut  and  Intellect  are  twun-brithers,  and  sae  like  that  but 
for  a  sort  o'  smile  native  to  the  face  o'  the  first,  I'll  defy  you  to  tell 
the  ane  frae  the  it  her. 

North.  These  are  my  evening  papers,  James ;  and  my  morning 
ones  are  the  Morning  Post,  always  full  of  news  of  the  fashionable 
world,  and  excellent  and  able  in  its  politics;  the  Morning  Journal, 
most  spirited  and  vigorous ;  the  Morning  Herald,  miscellaneous  to 
a  most  amusing  degree,  and  teeming  with  various  matter ;  the 
Morning  Chronicle — you  know  the  worthy  editor,  Mr.  Blackief, 
James  ? 

Shepherd.  A  fine  fallow — 'gin  he  were  na  a  Whig — and  a  great 

freen'  o'  dear  Gray's 

North.  Of  itself  a  good  sign  of  his  heart ; — but  though  a  Whig,  not 
a  bitter  one,  and,  though  rather  lengthy — a  writer  of  much  talent  and 
information. 

*  The  Courier,  owned  by  the  late  Mr.  Daniel  Stuart,  was  a  Vicar  of  Bray  among  newsp». 
pers,  and,  whoever  were  tninisters,  made  a  point  of  supporting  them.  The  Standard,  a  very 
young  paper  when  thus  praised  by  North,  has  been  edited,  from  the  first,  by  Dr.  Lees  Giflard, 
and  has  always  been  very  Anti-Catholic  and  Conservative.  Maginn  wrote  for  it  for  years. — M 

t  Commonly  called  ''Doctor"  Black,  and  an  able,  though  heavy  writer.  His  connection 
with  ti.«  newspaper  press  ceased  several  years  ago. — M. 
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.  Do  you  no  read  The  Auld  Times? 

North.  What  !  not  read  the  leading  journal  of  Europe  ?  Daily. 
Inexplicable  altogether  in  its  political  machinery,  1  admire  the 
btrength  and  audacity  of  the  bold  Old  Times.  1  also  see  that  mode- 
rate and  very  able  paper,  the  Globe.* 

Shrpfard  Faith,  there's  the  Embro'  Saturday  Evening  Post  turn- 
in'  out  a  maist  capital  paper.  There's  smeddum  yonner,  Mr.  North. 

ffttrth.  There  it  smeddum  yonder,  James.  The  pen  of  one  first- 
rate  writer  may  be  weekly  traced  in  its  leading  articles,  and  occa- 
sionally elsewhere,  and  some  of  his  coadjutors  are  apparently  men 
of  power  and  principle.  It  has,  though  young,  a  good  circulation, 
and  is  sure  to  succeed.  A  true  Tory. 

Shipherd.  What's  the  n-al  bonny  fecdy  state  o'  the  case,  sir,  the 
noo,  wi'  what's  ca'd  the  Question  o'  Catholic  Emancipnwtion  !  . 

Tickler,  (yawning  out  of  a  profound  sleep.)  Hallo!  where  am  I? 
"Who  are  you,  gentlemen,  intruding  on  a  sober  citizen's  privacy  at 
this  hour  of  the  night  ?  I  say,  who  are  you  ? 

Shejiherd.  lie  thinks  himsell  at  hame.  I  really  had  nae  notion, 
sir,  that  Mr.  Tickler  was  sae  soon  made  fou  ! 

Tickler.   Made  fou  ?     Heavens,  at  Ambrose's! 

Shepherd.  At  Awmrose's  sure  aneuch.  You've  been  sleepin'  this 
twa  hours,  wi'  your  mouth  wide  open,  and  it  required  great  forbear- 
ance no  to  put  a  half-lemon  into  your  mouth.  1  would  hae  dune't, 
had  ye  snored  —  but  as  ye  did  na  snore  nane  - 

Tickler.   I  have  awoke  to  all  my  "aitches  !" 

Shfpherd.  When  you  gang  hame,  let  me  recommend  you  to  get  a 
Batmen-petticoat  frae  ane  o'  the  servant  lasses,  and  wrap  it  roun'your 
chowks. 

Tickler.  Oh!  I  am  in  great  pain,  James!  Let  me  lie  down  on 
the  sofa. 

Shepherd.  DO  sae,  do  sae,  but  dinna  snore  nane.  Weel,  Mr. 
North,  what's  the  bonny  fecdy  state  o'  the  case,  wi'  what's  ca'd  the 
Question  o'  Catholic  Emaneipawtion  ?  You  dinna  think  it'll  be 
carried  or  conciliated  1 

North.  Unquestionably,  James,  there  is  a  belief  among  certain 
circles,  that  think  themselves  well-informed,  with  respect  to  authen- 
tic rumors  of  intended  measures  of  government,  that  something  is  to 
be  done  for  the  Catholics  in  next  session  of  Parliament.  One  can- 
not dine  out  without  having  much  sickening  stuff  of  the  sort  dinned 
into  his  ears.  But  the  nation  has  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  word  for 
it,  that  nothing  will  be  done  for  the  Catholics  in  the  next  Session  of 
Parliament. 

•  TbvTimc*  w«*  tlitn  edited  by  th«  laU  Thomaa  Barn**,  and   lh«  Gtob«,  (which  Cobbett 
•*»d   loc»ll   "tb*  ball  of  dune,")   by  Colonel  Tormu,  ft  oolrd  writer  on  Political 
aaJ  a  AUmtwr  of  Parliament.—  M. 
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Shepherd.  Has  it? 

North.  Yes.  the  Duke  of  Wellington  said,  in  his  simple  strong 
style,  in  the  House,  that  "  if  they  kept  quiet,  perhaps  something 
might  be  done  for  them  ;  "  but  they  have  not  kept  quiet ;  and,  there- 
fore,  certainly  nothing  will  be  done  for  them  next  Parliament.* 

Shepherd.  Quiet,  indeed  !  ay,  ay,  there's  diiferent  kinds  o'  quiet, 
as  the  Duke,  nae  doot,  kens  as  weel  as  either  you  or  me,  Mr.  North. 

North.  True.  James.  'The  French  marshals  in  Spain  used  to  keep 
quiet,  sometimes  for  weeks  and  months  at  a  time,  but  the  great 
Lord,  for  all  that,  lay  asleep  in  his  position  like  a  lion  with  his  eyes 
open,  and  on  an  alarm,  in  half  an  hour  the  whole  British  army  had 
been  in  order  of  battle. 

Shepherd.  A  toon  coof,  comin'  intil  the  kintra,  and  kennin'  o' 
coorse  naethii'.g  at  a'  about  the  symptoms  o'  the  atmosphere,  having 
contented  himsell  a'  his  life  wi'  noticin'  the  quicksilver  in  his  glass, 
and  in  spite  o'  a'  its  daily  deceits  keepit  still  payin'  the  maist  shame- 
fu'  deference  to  its  authority, — a  toon  coof,  I  say,  sir,  comin'  intil  the 
Forest,  cocks  his  ee  up  to  the  heavens,  without  attendin'  to  what  airt 
the  wind  blaws  frae,  and  prophecying  a  fine,  clear,  dry,  breezy  day, 
whustles  out  Ponto,  and  awa  to  the  hills  after  the  groose.  The  lift 
looked,  he  thocht,  sae  cawm,  the  weather  sae  settled  !  There  was  a 
cawm  in  heaven,  nae  doot — a  dead  cawm.  But  then  far  aflf  on  the 
weather-gleam,  there  was  a  froonin',  threatenin',  sullen,  sulky,  dark, 
dismal,  dour  expression  o'  face  in  the  sky — no  the  less  fearsome 
'cause  o'  the  noo  and  then  glimmerin'  out  o'  something  like  a  grim 
ghastly  srnile,  as  if  it  were  stiffled  lichtnin' — ahintthe  cloud  that  noo 
lies  black  and  dense  on  the  towerin'  mountain,  is  heard  first  a  sigh, 
then  a  groan,  then  a  growl,  then  a  clap,  and  then  a  rattle  o'  thunder, 
till  earth  shakes  wi'  a'  her  quiveYin'  woods,  and  the  lochs  are  seen 
tumbling  a  foam  on  the  levin  ! — a  deluge  droons  the  misty  hills,  and 
doon  come  the  hay-rucks,  or  the  corn-stooks,  wi'  aiblins  a  human 
dwelling  or  twa,  sailing  alang  the  meadows,  in  which  the  main  course 
o'  the  Tweed  is  lost  as  in  a  sea — sae  sudden,  sae  red  and  sae  roaring  is 
the  spate,  that  sweeps  the  vale  o'  half  its  harvest,  and  leaves  farmer, 
hind,  and  shepherd,  in  ruin. 

North.  Strong  as  your  imagery  is,  James,  and  vivid — most  vivid 
your  picture — it  is  neither  over-charged,  nor  in  one  point  "inapplica- 
ble. 

Shepherd.  I'm  sure  it's  no,  sir.  Then  let  nae  man  tell  me  that 
seven  million  o'  Eerishmen, — for  if  there  were  sax  million  at  the 
last  Noctes,  they'll  be  seven  noo, — will  ever  keep  a  cawm  sugh — 
unless  when  they're  brooin'  mischief.  I  would  despise  them  if  they 
did,  frae  the  bottom  o'  my  heart — and  I'm  far  frae  despisin  the 

"  They  did  «i  t  keep  quiet — therefore  something  had  to  be  done  for  them. — M- 
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Eerish,  wha,  but  for  priests  and  priestcraft,  would  be,  certes,  a 
glorious  people. 

Tickler.  Why,  according  to  that  rule  of  judgment,  James,  you 
suspect  them  alike,  whether  they  are  tame  or  tumultuous. 

Shepherd.  Ye  mamma  argue  wi' me,  Mr.  Tickler;  fa'  asleep — 
for,  wi'  a'  your  poors  o'  reasoniu',  I'll  set  ye  doon.  and  nail  your 
coat-taiis  to  the  chair,  so  as  you'll  no  be  able  to  get  up  again,  wi' 
the  strong  haun  o'  plain,  gude,  common  sense.  A'  Kerland's  under 
the  thoombs  o!  the  Agi  taw  tors.  Thoombs  doon,  and  a's  cawm  ; 
— thoombs  up,  and  rebellion  wud  wade  the  bogs  breast-deep  in 
blood. 

North.  I  repeat  what  I  have  said  to  you,  James,  a  hundred  times 
•within  these  four  years,  that  the  government  of  this  country  has 
much  to  answer  for  to  civil  and  religious  liberty  on  account  of  its 
shameful  supineness —  must  1  say  of  a  British  government — its 
cowardice  ? 

Tickler.  Well,  then,  pray  is  this  state  of  things  to  be  eternal  ? 

Shepherd.  Let  me  answer  that,  Mr.  North.  It  will  last,  Mr. 
Tickler,  as  lang  as  the  Bible  is  a  sealed  book.  Break  the  seal — let 
the  leaves  flutter  free — and  Superstition,  blinded  by  the  licht.  o' 
heaven,  will  dwine  and  die.  She  will  dwine  for  rnony  years  afore 
she  dies  ;  but,  during  a'  that  time,  knowledge  will  be  gainin'  head 
o'  ignorance — Eerishrnen  will  be  becomin'  mair  and  inair  like  Scoteh- 
men  and  Englishmen  in  their  character  and  condition — and  when  the 
similitude  grows  strong  and  secure, — for  naebody  wants  perfect 
identity,-  then,  and  not  till  then,  "something  perhaps  may  be  done 
for  the  Catholics ;" — and,  feenally, — for  you  mamma  talk  nonsense 
atxnit  eternity, — the  Roman  religion  will  be  undermined  and  fall, 
and  then  there  will  indeed  be  a  glorious  Emancipawtion. 

North.  Meanwhile,  good  heavens!  what  might  not  the  Irish 
landlords —  Protestant  and  Roman  Catholic  alike — do  for  their 
beautiful  country  !  There  are  many  difficulties  to  contend  against; 
but  I,  for  one,  never  could  see  any  mystery  in  the  evils  that  alTlict 
Ireland.  She  wants  an  enlightened  system  of  education; — she 
wants  an  enlightened  system  of  employment; — she  wants  an  en- 
lightened system  of  poor-laws  ; — she  wants  an  enlightened,  generous, 
patriotic,  fatherland  loving  resident  gentry — lords  and  commoneis; 
— and  with  these,  Erin  would  indeed  be  the  Emerald  Gem  of  the 
Sea! 

Shepherd.  What  blesses  ae  kintra,  blesses  anil  her;  and  o'  a* 
blessin'jt  what's  mair  blessed  than  a  resident  gentrv  ? — O  that  ugly 
•umph!  that  li  -t  rluured  to  write  doon  in  the  English  language  that 
n  kintra  was  the  better  o'  Absenteeism  ! 

North.  A  paltry  paradox,  that  btunk  in  the  nostrils  before  it  was 
a  day  old. 
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Shepherd.  O  the  ugly  sumph  !  The  doctrine  was  an  outrage  on 
human  nature,  and  an  insult  to  Divine  Providence !  Would  a 
kintra  be  the  better  if  a'  its  clergy  were  non-resident  in  it, — absentees 
abroad, — and  their  duties  discharged  universally  by  proxy  curates  ? 
Likewise  a'  its  Judges  ?  Likewise  if  a'  partners  in  mercantile  con- 
cerns were  to  leave  them  to  the  foreman,  and  gang  ower  to  Bou- 
logne tc  play  billiards  ?  And,  to  crown  a',  would  the  surnph  say, 
that  it  would  be  better  for  THE  MAGAZINE,  if  its  Editor, — even  your- 
sell,  sir,  Christopher  North,  God  bless  you  ! — were  an  absentee  ? 
Na,  na !  that  you'll  never  be.  Easier  would  it  be  to  root  up  an 
auld  oak  tree. 

North.  A  blind,  base  blunder -it  was,  indeed.  James ;  and  ho\v 
the  owl  did  hoot  in  the  sunshine,  staring  and  winking  most  absurdly, 
with  eyes  made  only  for  the  twilight !  What  books  could  the 
sumph,  as  you  call  him,  have  read  1  With  what  manner  of  men 
held  converse  ? — that  his  ear  had  not  got  accustomed,  in  some 
measure,  to  the  expression  of  those  natural  feelings  and  affections, 
that  bind  the  human  heart  to  the  natale  solum, — feelings  and  affec- 
tions so  inevitable,  that  he  is  probably  the  first,  and  will  be  the  last 
man,  that  ever  avowed  himself  born  without  them, — insensible  to 
their  influence,  or,  rather,  unaware  of  their  existence  ! 

Shepherd.  Better  for  a  kintra  that  a'  the  gentry  should  live 
abroad  !  O  the  sumph  !  But,  eh,  sir  !  is  na't  cheerin'  to  see  and 
hear  how  suddenly  a  sumph's  put  down  in  Great  Britain,  when,  wi' 
open  jaws  and  lung-laboring  sides,  he  sticks  out  his  lang-lugged 
pericranium,  and,  reckless  o'  breakin'  the  wund  o'  the  puir  harmless 
echoes,  brays  out  insupportable  nonsense,  a'  the  while  never  dootin' 
himsell  to  be  ane  o'  the  great  prophets,  lifting  up  a  warning,  as  in 
an  angelic  voice,  unto  some  foolish  people  determined  to  perish  in 
their  pride — were  the  ass  to  bray  on  till  Domesday  ? 

North.  Yes,  James,  the  British  nation  are  not,  in  the  long  run,  by 
any  means  easily  humbugged.  They  have  their  temporary  follies 
— why  not  1  The  proprietor  of  "  the  wonderful  duck,"  may  make 
money  for  a  month  or  so,  asserting  that  she  sings  like  a  nightin- 
gale ;  but  people  will  not  pay  sixpence  twice  to  hear  what,  if  their 
ears  "  are  to  be  in  aught  believed,"  is  neither  more  nor  less,  in  tono 
or  articulation,  than — quack — quack — quack  !  Then,  what  a  dis- 
grace, what  a  degradation  to  Ireland — the  land  of  eloquence  and 
Burke,  to  have  produced,  in  these  latter  days,  no  better  demagogues 
than  Sheil  and  O'Connell  !  Scrape  O'Connell's  tongue  of  black- 
guardism, and  Shell's  of  blarney,  and  they  will  be  as  dry  as  that  of 
an  old  parrot. 

Shepherd.  I'm  sure  that  Shell's  nae  orator.  Puttin'  politics,  and 
peace  o'  Ireland,  and  the  cause  o'  civil  and  religious  liberty  a'  ower 
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the  world,  a'thegither  aside  —  and  nne  can  easily  do  that  in  tho 
Noctes  - 

North.   With  all  the  ease  in  the  world,  James. 

Shepherd.  I  inysell  am  an  agitawtor  !  And  not  only  can  1  mak  a* 
allowance  for  them,  but  as  ae  human  being  wi'  ither  human  beings, 
I  can  sympatheeze,  sir,  frae  the  very  bottom  o'  my  sowl,  wi'  agi- 
tawtors. 

North.  And  so  can  I. 

Tickler,  (yawning.)  And  —  I. 

Shepherd.  Dear  me,  Mr.  Tickler  !  are  you  no  asleep  ?  But,  pity 
me  the  day  !  whe'n  1  tak  up  a  speech  o'  Shell's,  houpiu'  to  get  my 
heart  made  to  loup  like  a  cod  in  a  creel  ;  to  be  stung  by  his  sharp 
swarming  syllables  into  rebellion  against  the  state,  like  a  colley 
attacked  by  bees,  and  in  the  madness  o'  pain  bitin'  his  master;  or 
rather,  like  a  bull  stung  by  a  hornet  in  the  flank,  or  a  red  rag  in  the 
ee,  plungin'  after  the  herds  and  hinds,  wha  a'  rin  helter-skelter  into 
the  woods  —  or,  like  a  teeger,  or  a  lion,  that  has  lain  peaceably  lick- 
ing his  paws,  till  a  man  in  a  hairy  fur-cap,  stirs  him  up  with  a  long 
pole,  aiul  gars  him  roar  as  if  about  to  carry  all'  in  his  mouth  the  son 
o'  Sir  George  Monro  across  his  shoother  —  or  like  an  elephant 
that  — 

North.  Stop,  James  —  stop,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stop  ! 

Shepherd.  Or  like  a  whale  that  - 

North.  Stop,  James  —  stop,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stop! 

Shepherd.  Weel,  then,  I  will  stop.  When,  instead  o'  ony  thing 
o'  that  sort,  ae  pert,  pratin'  fribble  o'  a  coxcomb  o'  a  G>ekney  o'  a 
paragraph  follows  after  anither,  a'  as  like's  they  can  smirk  or  stare, 
brither  on  brilher  o'  the  same  conceited  family,  wi'  faces  and  voices 
no  to  be  distinguished,  were  it  no  that  nne  seems  to  be  greetin'  and 
ane  to  be  lauchin',  and  ane  to  be  troubled  wi'  a  sair  cough,  and  ane 
to  hae  the  colic,  and  ane  to  be  dressed  as  for  a  bridal,  and  ane  for  a 
funeral  —  ane  wi'  a  sodger's  green  coat,  and  ane  apparelled  in  brown 
like  a  Quaker  —  yet  a'  the  hail  set  equally  cauldrife,  formal,  pedan- 
tical,  and  pragmatic,  —  and  what's  waursl  than  a',  and  damnation  to 
the  soul  o  oratory,  when  I  see  hypocrisy,  meanness,  inieklin  •  insin- 
cerity, cruelty,  and  what's  akin  to  cruelty,  political  cowardice, 
staining  all  the  pairts  o'  speech  —  so  that  when  a'  the  paragraphs 
have  pushed  ail  and  awa,  and  the  orawtion  is  closed,  you  know  by 
a  feeling  no  to  be  mistaken  nor  (districted,  that  Sheil  is  after  a'  only 
a  playactor,  sir,  who  has  taken  to  the  stage  by  chance,  idleness,  or 
impidence,  but  whom  natur  has  barely  fitted  to  perform  even  tho 
inferior  and  subordinate  characters,  either  in  farce  or  tragedy  ;* 


*  8h«il  wu  not  an  orator  in  rou»  and  up  il.it*  a  nation;  O'Cnnn*!!  w.i».  ft  «il,  it  WM 
k»own,  *laU>ra»«iy  comp-'wd  tn«  •)•«•<  lir.  ,  l?CoBBcll'a  Ware  •lUrar«ran»otu.  I  cannui  ».!•- 
Qaat«Iy  conrcy  tn«  contempt  which,  in  Ireland,  fall*  ui<<n  an  oraljun  that  i>  cul-and-dry 
&«!or*  -hand.  No  oratory  U  thought  w«U  in  Ireland,  which  u  not  really  tod  truly  produced 
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Although  on  the  total  eclipse  of  that  sort  of  dramatic  talent  amang 
the  Roman  Catholics  o'  Eerland,  he  plays  Captain  Rock  himself, 
even  as  in  the  submarine  warld,  in  the  dearth  o'  theatrical  talent 
among  the  cetawceous  tribe,  ane  micht  imagine  a  shrimp,  to  the 
astonishment  of  all  other  fishes,  acting  a  whale,  "  wallowing 
unwieldy  enormous  in  his  gait,"  from  a  quarter  to  half  an  inch 
long. 

North.  Charles  Phillips  was  worth  a  gross  of  Shells.  There 
were  frequent  flashes  of  fine  imagination,  and  strains  of  genuine 
feeling  in  his  speeches,  that  showed  Nature  intended  him  for  an 
orator.  In  the  midst  of  his  most  tedious  and  tasteless  exaggera- 
tions, you  still  felt  that  Charles  Phillips  had  a  heart;  that  he  was  a 
fine,  bold,  open,  generous  Irishman,  in  whom,  more  especially  in 
youth  and  early  manhood,  you  are  delighted  with  a  strong  dash  of 
folly — and  who  is  entitled,  in  seasons  of  real  or  pretended  passion, 
to  avail  himself  of  the  privilege  of  his  birth,  to  the  very  verge  of 
madness,  without  being  thought  in  the  least  insane — while  in  his 
more  felicitous  efforts,  he  rose  fairly  into  the  regions  of  eloquence, 
and  remained  there  on  unwearied  wing,  either  like  aGlead  on  poise, 
or  a  Peregrine  in  pursuit,  sufficiently  long  and  light  to  prove  the 
strength  of  his  pinion,  and  the  purity  of  his  breed. 

Shepherd.  What's  become  o'  Chairley  Phullups  ? 

North.  In  good  practice  at  the  English  bar,  James — and  at  the 
Old  Bailey,  making  a  fair  strussle  even  with  Adolphus*.  who  is  one 
of  the  cleverest  and  acutest  men  I  ever  heard  conduct  a  cross-exami- 
nation, or  address  a  jury. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  o'  that,  sir.  The  lad  was  rather  flowery  ;  but 
he  pu'd  the  flowers  for  himsell,  frae  the-  spots  where  nature  bade 

ly  and  to  the  occasion.  To  this  hour,  though  five-and-twenty  years  absent  from  Ireland,  I 
fully  retain  this  feeling.  There  is  one  thing  even  more  contemptible — namely,  to  be  bored, 
by  the  orator,  -with  snatches  of  his  harangue,  the  delivery  of  which  you  had  the  good  fortune 
to  escape.  A  good  speech  should  be  remembered  and  quoted  by  all — save  him  who  extempora- 
neously made  it.  By  the  way,  a  man  with  a  prepared  speech  unfairly  contends  with  him  who 
speaks  on  the  moment.  For  in  one  case  there  has  been  leisure  for  deliberate  thought,  while 
in  the  other  there  is  none.  But  the  effect  is  different.  While  one  may  please  cultivated 
minds,  and,  when  published,  delight  in  the  closet— as  a  composition  ;  the  other  will  probably 
stir  the"  heart  of  a  nation.  Such  was  the  difference  between  the  oratory  of  Sheil  and  O  Con- 
nell.— M. 

*  Charles  Phillips  was  called  to  the  Irish  bar  in  1812,  where  his  very  flowery  style  of  oratory, 
chiefly  exercised  in  Grim-Con  and  breach-of-promise-of-marriage  cases,  gained  him  many 
admirers.  In  1S17  he  collected  his  forensic  and  political  speeches,  and  the  Quarterly  Review, 
(and,  I  think,  the  Edinburgh,  also,)  so  severely  criticised  his  florid  style,  th'at  he  was  nearly  ag 
much  laughed  at,  at  last,  as  he  had  formerly  been  admired.  After  he  went  totheKnglish 
bar  in  1»19,  he  had  to  abandon  his  peculiar  style,  and  speak  the  plain  language  of  common 
sense.  He  obtained  a  good  share  of  Old  Bailey  (or  criminal)  practice,  and,  in  1W43  was  made  a 
Bankruptcy  Judge.  As  a  man  of  letters,  he  will  be  favorably  recollected  by  his  delightful 
and  anecdotal  work  on  Curran  and  his  Cotemporaries. — John  Adolphus,  with  whom,  in  Old 
Bailey  practice,  1'hillips  had  to  contend,  was  author  of  a  History  of  England.  Memoir  of  John 
Bannister,  and  other  works — popular  in  their  day.  He  was  little  known  at  the  bar,  although 
always  fully  employed,  until  1S20.  when  he  ably  defended  Arthur  Thistlewood,  and  the  rest 
of  the  Cato-street  conspirators.  He  died  in  1845,  aged  seventy-nine.  His  son,  John  Leycester 
Adolphus,  who  is  also  "a  barrister,  wrote  the  Letters  to  Richard  Heber  on  tho  Authorship  of  the 
Waverley  Novels,  which,  by  an  accumulation  of  critical  evidence  such  as  no  sophistry  could 
evade,  identified  Scott  as  "The  Great  Unknown."— M. 
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them  £row — and  oh  !  but  they  tell  me  Eerland's  n  flowery  kintra — 
and  didna  buy  them  in  shops  like  Shell,  out  <>'  green  wicker  baskets 
set  in  the  shade,  or  glass  bottles  wi'  some  water  in  them  to  enable 
the  pinks  and  puppies  for  a  few  hours  to  struggle  up  their  druopin' 
beads,  while  to  the  eeo'  a  florist  they  are  visibly  laded  fra»*  the  very 
first — faded,  sir,  and  fusionless,  alike  destitute  o'  bloom  and  bawin, 
and  to  a'  intents  and  purposes,  either  o'  utility  or  ornament,  worth 
less  as  weeds. 

North.  When  a  sudden  strong  frost  succeeds  a  week's  wet,  James, 
icicles  make  really  a  pretty  show,  as  depending  from  slate  or 
thatch  eaves  of  cot  or  palace,  they  glitter  in  the  sunlight,  with  some- 
thing even  of  the  lustre  of  the  rainbow.  The  eye  regards,  with  a 
Rort  of  sensuous  pleasure,  the  fantastic  and  fairy  frostwork.  But  it 
soon  is  satisfied  with  the  peg-like  display  of  prisms — for  even  to  the 
sense  of  sight  they  are  cold,  James — cold — we  blow  our  fingers — 
on  with  our  gloves — and  leave  the  icicles  to  the  admiration  of 
schoolboys,  who  regard  with  open  mouths  and  uplifted  hands  the 
raree-show — but  who  soon  pass  by  unheeding  when  familiar  with 
the  dripping  brotherhood,  as  "they  melt  away  beneath  the  meridian 
heat  into  the  common  mire  of  the  street.  Shell's  speeches  are  as 
formal  and  as  cold  as  any  long  low  level  eaves  of  icicles — and  can 
any  other  quality,  James,  supposing  it  to  be  there,  compensate  for 
frigidity  ? 

Shepherd.  Neither  man  nor  woman  can  thole  frigidity.  It's  the 
death  o'  every  thing,  either  dangerous-  or  delightfu' — and  then,  be- 
cause in  his  case  it's  sae  totally  unexpected — it  strikes  a  chill  into 
the  marrow  o'  the  back-bane — comin'  either  frae  the  haun'  or  the 
tongue  o'  an  Eorishman. 

North.  Mr.  Shell  is  a  man  of  education — and  something,  though 
Hot  much,  of  a  scholar.  You  have  read  his  plays? 

Shepherd.  No  me.     Are  they  tragedies,  comedies,  or  farces? 

North.  A  sort  of  unintended  mixture  of  the  three,  James.  Occa- 
sionally rather  elegant 

Shepherd,  llather  elegant!  Oh,  sir,  that's  damnation  to  a  drama' 
Pity  me  the  day  !  An  elegant  tragedy  !  Yet  aiblins  no  sao  very 
elegant  either,  if  we  tak  a  critical  look  at  it 

North.  Perhaps  not,  James. 

Shepherd.  Just  as  my  ledd^'s  wait  in'  maid,  or  my  leddy's  milli- 
ner, whom  you  hae  mista'en,  at  a  hasty  glance,  for  my  leddy  her- 
sell,  is  Mine  seen  and  heard  thro',  when  you  begin  to  flirt  wi'  her  on 
the  ootsidc  o'  a  cotch  ? 

North.  The  outxidc  of  a  conch,  James. 

Shepherd.  Yes,  the  outside  o'  a  cotch,  Kit.  F»r  she's  aye  noe 
fa-sho  us  in  pu'in'  her  petticoats  ower  her  coots,  though  you're  no 
look  in*  at  them;  and  aje  draw  ill' her  shawl  across  her  brcist,  or 
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rather  wushin'  you  to  do  that  for  her,  though  there's  neither  cauld 
nor  wund  ;  and  instead  o'  lookiu'  straight  furrit,  aye  leerin'  unac- 
coontably  frae  aneath  her  curls  to  the  tae  side — and  every  noo  and 
then  pretendin'  to  be  frichtened  when  ane  o'  the  blin'  leaders  gies  a 
start  or  a  stumble,  that  she  may  press  her  shoother  at  the  least 
again'  yours — and  then  when  she  does  ventur  to  begin  to  speak, 
keepin'  at  it  tongue  and  nail,  up  hill  and  doon  hill,  the  hail  fifteen- 
mile-stage,  wi'  an  h  afore  every  vooel  to  help  it  out,  and  makin'  use 
o'  the  maist  comicallest  words  that  are  no  even  provincialisms,  but 
peculiar  to  peculiar  butlers  in  peculiar  servants'  ha's  ;  sae  that  you're 
sair  bamboozled  to  form  a  conjecture  o'  her  meanin,'  and  out  o'  pure 
gude  breedin'  are  under  the  necessity,  the  first  owershadowin'  tree 
you  come  to  on  the  road,  to  loot  doon  aneath  her  bannet  and  gie  her 
a  kiss. 

North.  And  that  somewhat  amatory  description  of  a  would-be 
lady,  you  conceive,  James,  to  answer,  at  the  same  time,  for  a  criti- 
cal dissertation  on  the  dramatic  genius  of  Mr.  Sheil  1 

Shepherd.  I  leave  you  to  judge  o'  that,  sir.  The  pictur's  drawn 
frae  natur  and  experience — but  it's  for  you  and  ithers  to  mak  the 
application,  for  I  ne'er  read  a  verse  o'  Mr.  Shell's  in  my  life — and 
after  yon  beastly  abuse,  in  a  speech  o'  his  that  has  long  been  dead 
and  stinkin',  o' the  late  gude  and  gracious  Duke  of  York,*  whom  all 
Britain  loved — gude  God  !  in  the  last  stage  o'  a  dropsy  !  and  a' 
Eerland  loved  too,  savin'  and  eccepin  *L.o  di^gustin'  imp  himsell — 
confoond  me  gin  I  ever  wull,  though  it  were  to  save  his  neck  frae 
the  gallows. 

North.  With  that  sentiment,  my  dear  Shepherd,  all  mankind  will 
sympathize.  Yet  it  was  no  outrage  on  the  dying  Duke. 

Shepherd.  What? 

North.  Sheil,  as  he  uttered  those  foul  execrations,  was  simply  in 
the  condition  of  a  drunken  street-blackguard,  who,  in  attempting  to 
spit  in  the  face  of  some  sickly  gentleman  well  .stricken  in  years, 
grew  so  sick  with  blue  ruin  as  to  spew — while  a  sudden  blast  of 
wind  from  an  opposite  direction  blew  the  filth  back  with  a  blash  all 
over  his  own  ferocious  physiognomy,  forcing  the  self-punished  bruit., 
amidst  the  hootings  of  the  half-mirthful,  halt-abhorring  mob,  to  stoop 
staggering  over  the  gutter,  and,  in  strong  convulsions,  to  empty  his 
stomach  into  the  common  sewer. 

Shepherd.  Ma  faith!  you  tawk  o'  my  strang  language?  What's 
t'  the  coorse  things  I  ever  said  at  the  Noctes  Ambrosianae  puttiu,' 
•hegither  in  comparison  wi'  that  ? 

North.  Far  too  mild,  James.     Let  him  or  her  who  thinks  other- 

•  The  Duke  of  Yorjt,  tho  j.\iblicly  sworn  foe  of  Catholic  Emancipation,  died  early  in  1827, 
and,  daring  his  list  ittness,  fe.Hai'  had  made  a  public  speech,  in  which  there  was  an  expres- 
sion of  something  not  very  i.  VU  a  exultation  at  his  anticipated  exit.  Nothing  could  hav« 
been  in  worse  ta.»te.  in  J  t-lieil  :  »,  <uted  it  ever  alter. — _M 
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wise  fling  Maga  into  the  fire — from  the  arms  of  "  the  rude  and  bois- 
terous North,"  fly  into  those  of  the  sweet  and  simpering  Sheil — for 
"  rude  am  1  in  speech,  and  little  graced  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace," 
iron  would  not  melt  in  my  mouth  nor  butter  in  his — yes,  he  is  as 
mealy-mouthed  on  occasion  as  a  flour  sack  in  autumn — as  honey- 
lipped  as  a  bee-hive  in  spring.  Yet  hearken  to  me,  James.  His 
potato-trap — to  borrow  a  good  vulgarism  of  his  own  country,  ia 
liker  the  hole  of  a  wasp's  nest,  when  in  the  heat  of  the  dog-days  all 
the  angry  insects  are  aswarm,  all  at  work,  heaven  only  knows 
exactly  at  what,  but  manifestly  bent  on  mischief,  and  ready  to  bury 
themselves  with  a  bizz  in  the  hair  of  your  head,  or  to  sting  out  your 
eyes  lost  in  a  blue-swelling,  if  you  so  much  as  look  at  them  as  the 
yellow  Shanavests  are  robbing  the  hives  of  the  beautiful  industrious 
Orangemen,  the  bees — aye,  just  as  the  Catholic  crew  would,  if  they 
dared,  rob  the  domiciles  of  the  Protestants,  upset  if  they  could, 
James,  the  great  hives  of  national  industry,  and  — 

Shepherd.   Murder  a'  the  Queen  Bees.     There's  a  cleemax  ! 

Nvrth.  Do  they,  or  do  they  not,  seek  the  destruction  of  the  Pro- 
testant Established  Church  in  Ireland  ? 

Shepherd.  Leears,  as  most  o'  the  lloman  leaders  are,  they  some- 
times speak  the  truth — and  I  believe  them  when  they  say,  as  they 
have  said  a  thousand  times  coram  popitlo.  that  that  will  be  the  most 
glorious,  the  most  blessed  day  for  Ireland,  \\hieh  sees  that  ehurch 
razed  to  its  fouudation-stane,  and  hears  the  huzzas  o'  the  seven  mil- 
lions mixed  wi'  the  dusty  thunder  o'  its  overthrow. 

North.  Let  all  Protestants,  therefore,  who  hope  to  hear  the  echoes 
of  that  consummation,  vote  (or  Catholic  emancipation.  Let  all  Pro- 
testants who  venerate  the  holy  altar  of  the  Living  Temple  resist 
Catholic  emancipation,  even  to  the  death  !  though  to  avert  that 
calamity,  they  once  more  must  see  the  green  shamrock — God  bless 
it — blush  red — and  for  a  season  trodden  with  pain  under  patriotic 
feet,  torn  from  the  foreheads  of  traitors  and  rebels. 

Shepherd.   What!   mercy  on   us!  ye're  for  fechtin' — are  ye,  sir  1 

North.  No,  James,  I  am  for  peace;  but  though  blustering  and 
bullying  may  for  a  long  time  be  despised,  yet  when  ruflians  shake 
their  fists  or  flourish  their  shillelahs  in  your  face,  or  begin  sharpening 
their  pikes,  James — then  it  is  time  to  point  with  your  hand  to  your 
sword — so,  James — so — to  recite  with  the  alteration  of  one  word 
those  lines  of  Milton — 

"  HK    HI'UKK — AXD   TO    CONFIRM    III*    WORDS,  OUT    Fl.KW 
MlLI.IO.Ml    or    Kl.AMINU    HWUUUH,  DHAW.X    Fill  ill    THE    TU1OU 
Or    MuillTV     I'llOTthTAXTS  I" 

Shepherd.    \V'ha  spak  \ 
.     North.  Wellington.* 

•  North'*  expectation   wa*  d<if*at*l  in  two  monthi  afl»r  it   WM  rmblnhnJ.     In  fVbitiar? 
loa»,  Wellington  uid  !'««!  announced  CalUolic  Emancipation  a»  a  Uuvrrnmvnt  mouerc.— M 
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Shepherd.  Oh  !  do,  my  dear  sir,  I  beseech  you,  tell  me  what  can 
ln>.  the  meanin',  in  a  case  like  this,  o' — securities. 

North.  A  man  of  common  prudence,  James — a  man  who  was  not 
a  downright  absolute  born  idiot,  would  not  lend  five  pounds  on  such 
securities  as  are  talked  of  by  some  politicians  as  sufficient  to  lend 
upon  them  the  dearest  and  most  vital  rights  and  privileges  that  be- 
long to  us  as  Protestants,  to  our  avowed  enemies  the  Catholics, 
whos«  religious  duty  it  is — let  frightened  fools  deny  it,  and  get 
laughed  at  and  murdered  for  their  cowardly  falsehoods — to  over- 
throw Church  and  State.  For  we,  James,  the  prime  of  the  people 
of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland — that  is,  of  the  earth — are  Heretics 
— that  is,  we  love  the  Tree  of  Freedom  that  is  planted  on  earth,  be- 
cause it  is  a  scion  from  the  Tree  of  Life  that  grows  in  heaven  "  fast 
by  the  Throne  of  God."  For  centuries  now  have  we  flourished  be- 
neath its  shade,  and  been  refreshed  with  its  fruitage.  But  had  the 
Roman  Catholics  sway,  the  axe  would  be  laid  to  its  root  — 

Shepherd.  Mony  a  thump  it  would  thole  afore  the  bark  even  was 
chipped  through  o'  the  gnarled  aik  ;  for,  \vi'  your  permission,  I  change 
the  eernage  frae  a  fruit  intil  a  forest  tree  ;  but  then,  sir,  as  you  weel 
ken,  the  bark's  — 

North.  Not  like  "  the  unfeeling  armor  of  old  Time  — " 

Shepherd.  Na,  sir,  but  like  the  very  hide  o'  a  man,  a  horse,  or  an 
elephant,  protectin'  the  beautifu'  and  fine  vein-machinery  through 
which  the  blood  or  the  sap  keeps  ebbing  and  flowing,  just  as  myste- 
riously as  the  tides  o'  the  great  sea.  For  my  ain  pairt,  1  hae  nae 
fears  that  a'  the  axes  o'  our  enemies,  lang-armed  and  roun'-shoother- 
ed  though  the  race  o'  Eerishers  be,  could  ever,  were  they  to  hack 
awa  for  ten  thousan'  years,  penetrate  through  the  outer  ring  o'  the 
flint-hard  wood,  far  less  lab  awa  into  the  heart  o'  the  michty  bole  o' 
the  tree  — 

North. —  "  Like  a  cedar  on  the  top  of  Lebanon, 

Darkening  the  sea." 

Shepherd.  Na,  na,  na.  For  there's  nae  saft  silly  sap  in  the  body 
o'  the  tremendous  auld  giant.  He's  a'  heart,  sir,  and  the  edges  o' 
their  axes  would  be  turned  as  if  strucken  against  granite. 

North.  True,  James — most  beautifully,  sublimely  true! 

Shepherd.  Yet  still  an  aik-tree  (be  thinkin'  o'  the  British  Constitu- 
tion, sir,)  though  o'  a'  things  that  grow,  wi'  roots  far  down  in  earth, 
and  branches  high  up  in  heaven,  the  maist  storm-levin'  and  thunder- 
proof,  depends  for  its  verra  life  amaist  as  muckle  on  its  outer  rind  as 
on  its  inner  heart.  Tear  afF  or  cut  through  the  rind,  and  the  bole 
festers  with  fungus's,  that,  like  verra  cancers,  keep  eatin',  and  eatin', 
and  eatin',  day  and  nicht,  summer  and  winter,  into  the  mysterious  , 
principle  o'  leafy  life. 
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North.  You  speak  like  a  man  inspired,  James. 

Shepherd.  Hae  na  ye  seen,  sir,  and  amaist  grat  in  the  solitude  to 
see,  some  noble  tree,  it  matters  Dot  whether  elm,  ash,  oraik,  staunin' 
sick  sick-like  in  the  forest — why  or  wherefore  ye  cauna  weel  tell — for 
a'  roun'  the  black  deep  soil  is  pervious  to  the  rains  and  dews,  and  a 
great  river  gangs  s wet-pin'  by  its  roots,  gently  waterin'  them  when 
it  rins  laigh,  and  dashin'  drumly  yards  up  the  banks  when  it's  in 
spate,  and  yet  the  constitution  o' the  tree,  sir,  isgane — its  big  branches 
a'  lattery  wi'  unhealthfu'  moss,  and  its  wee  anes  a'  frush  as  saugh- 
\vands,  and  try  in'  in  vain  to  shoot  out  their  buds  unto  the  spring — 
so  the  hawk  or  heron  builds  there  nae  mair — and  you  are  willing, 
rather  than  the  monarch  o'  the  wood  should  thus  dee  o'  con- 
sumption, thrit  axes  should  be  laid  to  his  root,  and  pulleys  fastened 
to  his  bole  and  branches,  to  rug  him  doon  out  o'  that  lang  slaw  linger 
o'  dwinitig  death,  till  at  last,  wi'  ae  crash  no  unworthy  o'  him,  doou 
he  comes,  owerwhelmiiig  hunders  o'  sma'  saplins,  and  inferior  stan- 
nards,  and  alarmin'  distant  vales  wi'  the  unaccountable  thunder  o* 
his  fa',  no  the  less  awfu'  because  lang  expecket,  and  leaviu'  a  gap 
that'ill  MO  l»e  filled  up  for  centuries,  perhaps  never  while  the  earth  is 
the  earth,  and  wi'  a'  its  ither  trees  gangs  circlin'  round  the  sun,  who 
misses,  as  niest  morning  he  rises  in  the  east,  the  lang-illumined 
Glory. 

North.  Better  and  better  still,  my  dear  James.  The  Injld,  bluff, 
sea-brei-ze-bronzed  men  of  Kent,*  James,  how  their  strong  lungs 
must  have  crowed  within  their  broad  bosoms,  to  see  Shell  attempt- 
ing to  introduce  on  that  stage  the  principal  part  in  the  farce  of  the 
Fantoccini ! 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  the  puppy  ! — Oh  !  the  puppet ! 

North.  A  great  soul  in  a  small  body — and  1  know  some  such — is 
a  noble — yes,  a  noble  spectacle  !  for  there  mind  triumphs  over  mat- 
ter, or,  rather,  dilates  the  diminutive  form  into  kindred  majesty  ;  or, 
what  is  most  likely,  the  shape  is  sunk,  and  we  see,  while  we  hear, 
only  the  soul. 

Shepherd.  That's  as  true  a  word's  ever  was  spoken,  sir.     As  rea- 

•  In  October,  \*£>,  a  great  Anti-Catholic  meeting  of  the  freeholder*  of  Kent  wu  held  at 
JVn-n.lcn  Heath,  in  that  county.  A  freehold  wu  Riven  to  Mr.  Sluil,  to  qualify  him  to  take 
t.art  in  the  proceeding*.  He  oompoeed  a  brilliant  (.ration,  which  wan  put  into  type,  before  h* 
left  London,  for  appearance  in  Tkr  Sum  nrw»pn|«r  of  that  evening-  The  iimeting  wu 
Mormy  and  boi«terou*— Cobbetl  and  Hunt  alien  line  «nd  *|>eakinK  ajfain»t  the  l'r»te»Uti'.  tiartf 
—an'  Mr.  fheil,  vainly  attempting  to  be  heard,  actually  ipokr  only  on*M>ntpi:re  of  hi*  : perch. 
Tlxtl.  however,  to  the  extent  of  teveral  column*,  wan  July  published  in  Tke  Sun,  and  found 
Bumerou*  reader*  and  admirer*.  That  evening  Mr  Shell  »upped  at  the  .Vun  oltice,  with  Mr. 
Murdo  Young,  the  proprietor.  (I  wan  of  the  party.)  and  he  gave  ,>»  a  moat  amu*iag  dreeripUoi  o( 
the  day'i  proceeding»-turnm(t  every  thinR  into  ridicule— and  charming  un  much.  Th« 
account  of  th«  I'ep«-nden  lUtith  Meeting,  which  he  afterward*  wrolo  f,.r  the  Jfrir  Mantktf 
Mtf1*-""'  U""1  which  I  h»v«.  prmrrved  in  In.  SkMche»  of  the  trivh  H.ir  )  w»»  not  h«.lf  »o  «r*. 
j>hi-  a*  hi*  Pird  ruff  narrative  <,v«r  the  •up|,cr-tibU.  I  rerollnrt  that  he  announced  a»  a  e«r. 
lanilt,  that  Catholic  Kmannpati»n  wa*  on  the  tve  of  being  granted.  Thin  wan  more  than 
three  monthi  before  the  public  received  any  intimation  ol  Wellington'*  intention*  oo  thai 
»c«r».— M. 
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sonably  admire  a  great,  big,  hulkin'  fallow  wi'  a  wee  sow],  as  think 
o'  undervaluin'  a  man  wi'  a  wee,  neat  body — or  even  if  it's  no  neat 
— wi'  a  sowl  fit  fur  a  giant.  Never  mind  the  size  o'  a  man.  L<A 
him,  on  risin'  to  speak,  tak  the  advantage  o'  a  stool  sae  that  his 
head  be  on  a  level  wi'  the  lave,  and  when  the  fire  o'  genius  flashes 
frae  his  een,  and  the  flood  o'  eloquence  frae  his  lips,  a'  the  waves  o' 
that  livin'  sea  will  be  charmed  into  a  «awm  ;  and  when  he  ceases 
speakin',  and  j um pin'  aflf  the  stooi,  disappears,  that  livin'  sea  will 
hail  him  wi'  its  thunder,  like  fifty  thousan'  billows,  at  full  tide, 
breakin'  against  the  beach. 

North.  Admirable,  my  dear  James,  admirable!  But  here  was  a 
puppet  indeed  !  jerking  legs  and  arms,  and  contorting  nose  and 
mouth,  as  if  to  a  string,  managed  by  Punch,  or  Punch's  wife,  beneath 
the  platform. 

Shepherd.  Sputterin'  out  amang  shoots  and  shrieks  o'  involuntary 
lauchter — for  man's  by  nature  a  lauchin'  animal,  and  that  distin- 
guishes him  frae  a'  the  beasts,  no  ecceppin'  the  lauchin'  hyena,  who 
after  a'  only  grunts — sentences  o'  a  speech,  written  a  fortnight  afore 
in  Eerland ! 

North.  Something  inexpressibly  ludicrous  in  the  whole  concern 
from  beginning  to  end,  James.  The  farewell  to  his  native  shores — 
the  passage  to  Liverpool  by  steam — his  approach  in  the  mail  to- 
wards London,  of  which  that  mighty  metropolis  lay,  with  all  its 
millions,  unconscious  and  unaware;  and  finally,  the  irresistible  ap- 
pearance of  the  ape  in  a  cart  on  the  Heath,  with  his  mows  and  grins, 
and  strangely  accented  chatter,  so  different  from  that  of  the  same 
species  in  the  Tower  or  Exeter  'Change  ;*  the  rage  of  the  animal  on 
being  what  is  absurdly  called  insulted,  that  is,  treated  in  one  univer- 
sal and  varied  roar,  with  the  tribute  felt  by  sixty — or  say  thirty 
thousand  Englishmen — to  be  due  to  one  small  Paddy,  self  elected 
representative  of  the  seven  millions,  and  whom  any  Jack  Tibbutts  ol 
a  Kent  yeoman  could  have  put  into  his  breeches-pocket,  where  the 
little  orator,  like  the  caterwauling  voice  of  a  ventriloquist  suddenly 
thrown  into  your  apparel,  would  have  delivered  a  speech  just  as  like 
the  one  he  did  from  the  cart,  as  its  report  in  the  Sun  newspaper. 

Shepherd.  Haw— haw — haw!  about  midnight,  sir,  you  begin  to 
open  out  granly,  and  to  wax  wondrous  comical.  But  what  say  ye 
to  O'Connell  ] 

North.  Dan,  again,  James 

Ambrose,  (entering  with  his  suavest  physiognomy.)  Beg  pardon,  Mr. 
North,  for  venturing  in  unrung,  but  there's  a  young  lady  wishing  to 
speak  with  you 

*  The  collection  of  wrljj  beasts  once  kept  and  exhibited  in  the  Tower  of  London,  has  long 
ilnce  been  broken  up.  Mr.  Cross  had  a  menagerie  in  Exeter  'Change,  in  the  Str  in  \,  which 
Was  removed  when  that  building  was  taken  down  for  re-construction. — M.  • 
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Shepherd.  A  young  lady !  show  her  ben. 

North.  An  anonymous  article  ? 

Ambrose.   No,  sir, — Miss  Helen  Sand  ford,  fror.    the  Lodge. 

North.  Helen  !  what  does  she  want  ? 

Ambrose.  Miss  Sandfurd  haa  got  alarmed,  sir • 

Shepherd.  Safe  us !  only  look  at  the  time-piece  !  Four  o'clock 
in  the  mornin' ! 

Ambrose.  And  has  walked  up  from  the  Lodge  — 

North.  What?     Alone! 

Ambrose.  No,  sir.  Her  father  is  with  her — and  she  bids  me  say 
now  that  she  knows  her  master  is  well  — that  here  is  your  Kilmur 
nock  nightcap. 

(MR.  NORTH  submits  his  head   to  Picardy,  who  adjusts  the 
nightcap.) 

Shepherd.   What  a  cowl  ! 

North.  A  capote,  James.  Mr.  Ambrose,  we  three  must  sleep 
here  all  night. 

Shepherd.  A'  mornin',  ye  mean.  Tak'  care  o'  Tickler  amang  ye 
— but  recollect  it's  no  safe  to  wauken  Bleep! n'  dowgs.  Oh,  man  ! 
Mr.  North!  sir!  but  that  was  touchin'  attention  in  puir  Kt-len. 
She's  like  a  dochter,  indeed.  Come  awa\  you  aulJ  vagabon',  to 
your  bed.  I'll  kick  open  the  door  o'  your  dormitory  wi'  my  lit,  as 
I  pass  alang  the  trans  in  the  mornin'.  The  mornin'  !  Faith  Tin 
beginnin'  already  to  get  hungry  for  breakfast !  Come  awa,  you 
auld  vagabon' — come  awa. 

{Exeunt   NOKTH  and   SHEPHERD,  followed  by  the  Height  of 
TICKLER,  to  roost.') 

,  (singing  as  they  go.) 

"  Early  to  bt-il,  and  oarlv  to  rise, 
Jfl  tlu-  way  to  be  healthy,  wealthy,  aud  wise  1" 

Da 
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No.  XLL- MARCH,  1829. 

SCENE  I. —  The  Snuggery.    NORTH — TICKLER.     Time — Nine  in  the 

Evening. 

Tickler.  I  paid  a  visit  to-day,  North,  to  a  family  which  has  some- 
thing extraordinary  in  its  constitution. 

North.  Ay? 

Tickler.  The  lady  of  the  house  has  been  married  four  times,  and 
the  gentleman  of  the  house  four  times;  and,  as  all  the  seven  mar- 
riages have  been  productive,  you  may  conjecture  the  general  cha- 
racter of  the  interior. 

North.   What  may  be  the  population  ? 

Tickler.  Not  so  immense  as  various.  I  should  not  think  it 
exceeds  a  score,  from  what  I  saw  and  heard,  but  it  is  most  diver- 
sified. 

North.  Patchwork. 

Tickler.  The  lady's  first  husband  was  a  Cockney,  and  there  are 
twins  as  like  as  peas,  which  is  indeed  the  only  description  of  which 
they  are  susceptible.  Her  second,  of  course,  was  an  Irishman,  to 
whom  she  bore  a  couple  of  semi-Catholic  cubs — both  boys — bullet- 
headed,  and  with  faces  like — you  have  seen  him,  I  believe — that  of 
Burke,  the  murderer,  with  grim,  but  not  ferocious  expression,  deci- 
sive mouth,  and  determined  eyes  and  brows,  which,  though  rather 
agreeable  over  a  glass,  yet,  when  frowning  in  an  angry  parle,  or  a 
throttling  match,  must  have  been  far  from  pleasant.  These  pro- 
mising youths  are  at  present  assistants  to  Dr.  Knox.  Caroline 
then  married  a  Highland  clergy  man — very  far  north — and  of  that 
connection  the  fruit  was  three  heather-legged  animals,  apparently 
of  the  female  sex — hair  not  absolutely  red,  but  foxy — fairnetickled 
cheeks — eyes  of  the  color  of  "three  times  skimmed  sky-blue" 
milk — papa's  buck  teeth — what  seems  very  unaccountable,  hair- 
lipped  all ;  and,  though  their  mamma  asserted,  smilingly,  that  they 
were  fine  growing  girls,  of  such  a  set  shape,  that  I  venture  to 
affirm,  that  for  the  two  last  years  they  have  grown  about  as  much 
as  the  leg  of  that  table.  They  have,  however,  I  was  given  to 
understand,  finished  their  education,  and  one  of  them  had  very 
nearly  played  us~a  tune  on  the  piano.  To  her  present  lord  and 
master,  my  friend,  with  whom  I  was  in  love  a  quarter  of  a  century 
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ago,  has  presented  four  productions,  of  which  the  one  in  flounced, 
trow.strs,  with  enormous  feet  and  legs,  is  said  to  be  a  girl,  and  the 
three  in  fancy  kilts — in  compliment,  1  suppose,  to  the  father  of 
the  other  brood — boys,  but  so  wishy-washy,  that  their  sex  seems 
problematical. 

North.  What  is  the  total  of  the  whole  ? 

Tickler.  Eleven — by  that  side  of  the  house — in  Cockneys,  Irish, 
and  Highlanders  half-and-half — and  in  Lowlanders  entire. 

North.  By  the  other  side  of  the  hou>e  ? 

Tickler.  One  Dutch  girl  born  at  the  Cape — very  round,  and 
rather  pretty — down-looking,  and  on  the  eve  of  marriage — two  tall 
and  not  inelegant  creatures,  seemingly  Chinese,  but  in  fact  by  the 
mother's  side  Hindoos — and  four  mulattoes,  of  which  two  boys, 
would  look  well  in  livery,  with  a  cockade  in  their  hats  as  captain's 
servants — and  two.  girls,  would  be  producible  on  wagons  in  the  rear 
of  a  marching  regiment.  It  being  a  coarse  day,  the  whole  family 
were  at  home,  sitting  on  chairs,  anil  sofas,  and  stools,  and  the  carpet, 
arid  what  not;  and  I  must  say,  I  never  saw,  North,  a  set  of  more 
contented  creatures,  or  a  richer  set  of  connubial  felicity  in  all  my 
life. 

North.  Rich? 

Tickler.  Their  income  is  under  three  hundred  a-year,  and  at  this 
hour  i hey  don't  owe  twenty  pounds. 

North.  You  must  bring  the  Captain,  honest  fellow,  to  the  next 
N< Kites.  By-the-by,  Tickler,  we  must  rescind  that  resolution  by 
which  strangers  are  excluded  from  the  Nodes. 

Tickler.  Let  us  wait  till  the  Fiftieth  Noctes — to  speak  grammati- 
cally, and  then  we  shall  celebrate  a  JUUILKE. 

North.  Be  it  so.  The  Nobles  .shall  endure  till  all  eternity  ;  aJid 
as  soon  as  the  Millennium  comes,  we  shall  bring  down  by  special 
retainer,  Edward  Irving. 

Tickler.  (After  a  lony  pause) — Come,  North,  none  of  your  fits  of 
absence1.  Where  were  you  just  now  ? 

Nttrth.  Meditating  on  my  many  infirmities. 

Tickler.  Lay  your  hand  on  your  heart,  North,  and  tell  me  truly 
what  is  the  .sin  that  mo>t  easily  besets  you — while  1  keep  a  phreno- 
logical e\i  on  \our  development. 

North.  Personal  vanity.     Night  and  day  do  I  struggle  against  it 
—but  all  in  vain — Tickler.     I  am  an  incorrigible,  puppy. 

Tickler.   I  cannot  deny  it. 

North.  My  happiness  is  in  the  hands  of  my  tailor.  In  a  perfectly 
well  cut  coat  and  faultless  pair  of  breeches,  I  am  in  heaven — a 
wrinkle  on  my  pantaloons  puts  me  into  a  purgatory — and  a  — 

Tickler.  Stop  ;  your  language  may  get  too  strong. 

North.  Many  u  leading  article  have  1  btuck,  by  attempting  it  in 
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tights  that  unduly  confined  the  play  of  muscle.  Last  year,  Scaife 
and  Willis  raised  the  sale  a  thousand,  by  a  pair  that  w.ere  perfect, 
if  ever  there  were  a  pair  of  perfect  breeches  in  this  sublunary 
world. 

Tickler.  Yet  you  never  were  a  handsome  jiian,  Kit, — never  le 
Beau  Sabreur. 

North.  That  may  be  your  opinion,  sir ;  but  it  was  not  that  of  the 
world  during  the  last  quarter  of  the  eighteenth  century.  My  error 
never  lay  in  thinking  myself  a  fine  animal — for  that  1  certainly  was 
— but  in  feeling  inordinate  pleasure  and  pride  in  the  possession  of 
those  personal  endowments,  which,  alas !  proved  fatal  to' so  many 
of  the  most  amiable  of  the  sex  ;  and  in  beginning  too 

Tickler.  The  last  victim  of  disappointed  passion  had  certainly 
white  teeth — but  she  was  a  lady  of  a  very  dark  complexion — her 
lips,  either  for  ornament  or  use,  were  to  my  taste  by  far  too  thick. 
Surely,  my  dear  North,  her  hair  was  strongly  disposed  to  be  woolly 
— and,  in  short,  pardon  me  for  saying  it,  she  had  the  universal  repu- 
tation of  being  positively,  in  (us  et  in  cute,  a  negress. 

North.  Pshaw  !   But  do  you  remember  poor  Alpina  ? 

Tickler.  An  absolute  Albino. 

North..  These,  Tickler,  were 'extreme  cases — but,  between  the 
negress  and  the  Albino,  what  infinite  varieties  of  female  loveliness 
had  to  lay  their  deaths  at  rny  door  ! 

Tickler.  I  much  doubt  if  any  one  single  woman  ever  ate  half  a 
pound  of  mutton  the  less  per  diem  on  your  account,  taking  the  aver- 
age of  her  year's  dinners. 

North.  Would  it  were  so !  But,  alas !  my  sleep  is  haunted  by 
the  ghosts 

Tickler.  Never  when  you  sleep  in  your  easy  chair,  North — else 
your  face  is  an  adept  in  falsehood — for  then  your  features  smile  like 
those  of  a  sleeping  child  during  the  holidays.  You  are  then  the 
very  beau  ideal  of  a  happy  and  harmless  old  gentleman. 

North.  What  a  leg,  Tickler! 

Tickler.  Which  of  the  two  do  you  allude  to? 

North.  This  one — the  right  one — the  one  with  the  calf. 

Tickler.  Well — I  confess  I  prefer  the  other — it  is  so  slim — nay, 
so  elegant  in  tights.  But  you  must  have  had  your  advantage  in 
having  legs  of  such  opposite  characters;  while  to  virgins,  with 
downcast  eyes,  you  had  gently  to  put  forth  the  leg  that,  ever  since 
I  knew  it,  looked  all  ankle  from  instep  to  knee-pan,  an  innocent- 
looking  leg  that  would  not  harm  a  fly — to  widows,  with  less  timor- 
ous eyes,  you  could,  at  the  same  moment,  exhibit  the  leg  that,  ever 
since  I  knew  it,  looked  all  calf — a  dangerous  leg  that  could  trample 
a  dragon — and  *hT«s  you  might  bring  down  your  bird,  right  and 
left. 
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North.  No  more  impertinence,  if  you  phase,  Tim.  I  kno\r  no 
purer — no  higher  pleasure  than  to  sit  in  full  fig  before  a  large  minor, 
and  admire  myself — my  person — my  body — the  outer  man  of  Chris- 
topher North.  From  an  hour's  such  contemplation,  1  always  feel 
that  I  rise  up  a  better — a  wiser — a  happier  man. 

Tickler.  No  wonder. 

North.  Never  surely  was  there  a  countenance  that  so  happily 
united  in  its  every  feature  the  expression  of  moial  goodness  and 
that  of  intellectual  grandeur.  But  perhaps  my  person  is  even 
more 

Tickler.  A  mere  atomy.  I  wonder  you  are  not  afraid  to  sleep  by 
yourself;  you  must  be  so  like  a  skeleton  in  a  shroud. 

North.  All  living  creatures,  Tickler,  derive  their  chief  happiness 
from  self-admiration.  Not  a  more  complete  coxcomb  than  a  toad. 
He  is  willing  to  confess  that  he  may  be  rather  yellowish — rather 
tawny  or  so  about  the  gills  ;  but  then  what  an  eye  in  his  head — so 
full  of  the  fire  of  genius  !  It  is  not  possible  to  look  at  a  rat  for  five 
minutes  sitting  by  himself  on  a  dunghill,  without  being  convinced 
that  he  esteems  his  tail  one  of  the  most  captivating  productions  of 
animated  nature.  A  pug-dog  would  never  twist  his  tail  so  over  one 
side  of  his  rump,  did  he  not  live  under  the  blessed  delusion  of  know- 
ing himself  to  be  a  million  limes  more  beautiful  than  any  of 
Adonis's  darlings  that  used  to  lick  the  hands  of  Venus.  No  degree 
of  dumpiness  in  women  is  incompatible  with  a  belief  in  a  good 
figure. 

Tickler.  Oh  !  North  !  North  !  There  are  some  truly  ugly  women 
in  Edinburgh  ! 

North.  There  are,  indeed,  Tickler.  Strong,  bony,  flat,  men -like 
•women,  who  walk  fast  and  firm  ;  look  you  hard  in  the  face,  God 
knows  why,  while  the  forehead  immediately  above  their  eyebrows 
is  puckered  up  into  a  knot  of  wrinkles  ;  their  mouth  unconsciously 
wide  open.  \Vhile  all  intent  in  scrutinizing  the  object  of  their 
search,  they  totally  forget  all  the  re>t  of  the  external  world,  and 
run  themselves  bark  front  foremost,  perhaps  against  some  unlucky 
baker  with  a  board  of  loaves  on  his  heud,  which  all  tumble  into  tho 
kennel. 

Tickler.  Why,  there  may  perhaps  be  some  little  excuse  (or  tho 
ugly  devils,  when  fascinated  by  such  a  rattlesnake  as  Christopher 
North;  but  what  the  deuce  do  they  see  in  an  ordinary-looking  man, 
of  six  feet  four,  like  me,  or  what  the  deuce  dot  hoy  want  with  me  at 
my  time  of  life?  1  declare,  North,  that  the  \>ry  ru-xt  time  one  of 
those  great  gray-eyed  glowering  g;»vkies  opens  l.rr  mouth  at  me  in 
Prince-street,  and  selects  me  from  all  the  mighty  multitude  of  man- 
kind, for  ocular  inspection,  I  will  demand  a  public  explanation, 
j..-i  li.-ij--  apology  ;  or,  should  the  duy  bo  warm,  oiler  to  strip  on  the 
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spot,  provided  she  will  do  the  same,  on  condition,  after  a  mutual 
lecture  on  comparative  anatomy,  of  my  ever  after  being  suffered  to 
pass  by  her  and  all  her  female  relatives,  without  farther  scrutiny. 

North.  They  positively  have  not  the  manners  of  modest  women. 

Tickler.  Nor  the  minds  of  modest  women. 

North.  You  never  see  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  stranger, 
•within  our  gates — in  the  English  women  who  honor,  by  their  fair 
and  sweet  presence,  our  metropolis.  They  walk  along  with  soft  and 
gentle,  but  not  unobservant  eyes,  like  ladies,  and  1  love  them  all, 
for  they  are  all  lovable,  whereas 

Tickler.  Come,  Kit,  don't  let  us  two  sour  old  cynics  be  too  se- 
vere on  our  countrywomen,  for  they  make  excellent  wives  and 
mothers. 

North.  So  I  am  told.  Wives  and  mothers !  Alas  !  Tickler  !  our 
silent  homes ! 

Tickler.  Replenish.  That  last  jug  was  most  illustrious.  I  wish 
James  were  here. 

North.  Hush  !  hark  !  Jt  must  be  he !  and  yet  'tis  not  just  the 
pastoral  tread  either  of  the  Bard  of  Benger.  "  Alike,  but  oh  !  how 
different !" 

Tickler.  "  His  very  step  has  music  in't  as  he  comes  up  the 
stair!" 

Shepherd,  (bursting  in  with  a  Lang.}  Huzzaw  !  huzzaw  !  huzzaw  ! 

North.  God  bless  you,  James;  your  paw.  my  dear  Sus. 

Shepherd.  Fresh  frae  the  Forest,  in  three  hours 

Tickler.   What!  thirty-six  miles  ? 

North.  So  it  is  true  that  you  have  purchased  the  famous  Ameri 
can  trotter  ? 

Shepherd.  Nae  trotters  like  my  ain  trotters  !  I've  won  my  bate, 
sirs. 

North.  Bet? 

Shepherd.  Ay,  — a  bate, — a  bate  o'  twenty  guinea?. 

Tickler.  What  the  deuce  have  you  got  on  your  feet,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Skites.  I've  skited  frae  St.  Mary's  Loch  to  the  Canawl 
Basin  in  fowre  minouts  and  a  half  within  the  three  hours,  without 
turn  in'  a  hair. 

Tickler.  Do  keep  a  little  further  off,  James,  for  your  face  has 
waxed  intolerably  hot,  and  I  perceive  that  you  have  raised  the 
thermometer  a  dozen  degrees. 

Shepherd,  (flinging  a  purse  of  gold  on  the  table.}  It'll  require  a 
gae  strang  thaw  to  melt  that,  chiels ;  sae  tak  your  change  out  o' 
that,  as  Joseph  says,  either  .n  champagne,  or  yill,  or  porter,  or 
Burgundy,  or  cedet,  or  Glenlivet,  just  whatsomever  you  like  best  to 
drink  and  devoor ;  and  we  shanna  be  long  without  supper,  for  in 
coiniu'  along  the  trans  I  shooted  to  Tappytourie  forthwith  to  send 
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in  samples  o'  all  the  several  eatables  and  drinkables  in  Pieardy. 
I'm  desperate  hungry.     Lowse  my  skites,  Tickler. 

(TICKLKK  succumbs  h>  mUhong  the  SHEPHERD'S  skatet.) 

Tickler.   What  an  instep  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay,  nane  o'  your  plain  soles  that  gang  shiflle-shaffling 
amang  the  elincky-stanes  assassinatin'  o'  the  insects;  but  a  foot 
arched  like  Apollo's  bow  when  he  shot  the  Python — heel,  of  a  firm 
and  decided,  but  unobtrusive  character — and  taes,  ilka  anc  a  thoeht 
larger  than  the  ither,  like  a  family  o'  childer,  or  a  flight  o1  steps 
leading  up  to  the  pillarel  portico  o'  a  Grecian  teirple. 

(Enter  Siynor  AMBROSIO  Susurrans  with  IT  below  his  arm.) 

Shepherd.  That's  richt — O  but  Greeny  has  a  gran'  gurgle!  A 
moutbfu' o' Millbank  never  comes  amiss.  Oh!  but  it's  potent ! — 
(yruing.)  I  wuss  it  be  na  ile.  o*  vitrol. 

North.  James,  enlighten  our  weak  minds. 

Shepherd.  An  Engli>h  bagman,  you  sec. — he's  unco  fond  of  poetry 
and  the  picturesque,  a  traveller  in  the  soft  line — paid  me  a  visit  the 
day  just  at  denn^r-time,  in  a  yellow  gig,  drawn  \>\  a  chestnut  bludo 
meer;  and  aftcj  we  had  discussed  the  comparative  merits  o'  my 
poems,  and  Lord  Byron's,  and  Sir  Walter's,  he  rather  attributin'  to 
me,  a"  things  considered,  the  superiority  over  brfith  ;  it's  no  impos- 
sible that  my  freen  got  rather  fuddled  a  wee,  for,  after  rousin'  his 
meer  to  the  skies,  a:  if  she  were  fit  for  Castor  himsell  to  ride  upon 
up  and  doun  the  blue  lift,  frae  less  to  mair  he  offered  to  trot  her  in 
the  gig  into  Embro,  against  me  on  the  best  horse  in  a'  my  stable, 
and  gie  me  a  half  hour's  start  before  puttin'  "her  into  the  shafts; 
when,  my  birses  being  up,  faith  I  challenged  him,  on  the  same  con- 
dition, to  run  him  intil  Embro1  on  shank's  naiggic. 

North.  What!  biped  against  quadruped  ? 

Shepherd.  Just.  The  crettir,  as  soon  as  he  came  to  the  clear  un- 
derstaudin'  o'  my  meanin',  gied  ane  o'  these  but  creenklin*  cackles  o' 
a  cockney  lauch,  that  am  only  be  forgiven  by  a  Christian  when  his 
haul  is  saften'd  by  the  sunny  hush  o'  n  Sabbath  morning. 

North.   Forgotten,  perhaps,  James,  but  not  forgiven. 

Shepherd.  The  bat«  was  committed  to  black  and  white  ;  and  then 
on  wi'  my  skates,  and  awa'  like  a  reindeer. 

Tickler.  What!  down  the  Yarrow  to  Selkirk — then  up  the 
Tweed  ? 

Shepherd.  Na — na!  naething  like  keepin*  the  high  road  for  safety 
in  a  Hkiting-mateh.  There  it  was — noo  stretchin'  blraught  afore  me, 
noo  serpetileezin'  like  a  great  congor  eel,  and  noo  amaist  coil  in'  it- 
i.elf  up  like  a  ileepin' adder ;  but  whether  straught  or  crooked  or 
circlin',  ayont  a'  imagination  sliddery,  .sliddery  ! 
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Tickler.  Confound  me — if  I  knew  that  we  had  frost. 

Shepherd.  That  conies  o'  trustin'  till  a  barometer  to  tell  you  when 
things  hae  come  to  the  freezin' pint.  Frost!  The  ice  is  fourteen 
feet  thick  in  the  Loch — and  though  you  hae  nae  frost  about  Embro' 
like  our  frost  in  the  Forest,  yet  I  wadna  advise  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  to 
put  your  tongue  on  the  aim  rim  o'  a  cart  or  cotch-wheel. 

North.  I  remember,  James,  being  beguiled — sixty-four  years  ago  ! 
— by  a  pretty  little,  light-haired,  blue-eyed  lassie,  one  starry  night  ol 
black  frost,  just  to  touch  a  cart-wheel  for  one  moment  with  the  tip 
of  my  tongue. 

Shepherd.  What  a  gowmeril ! 

North.  And  the  bonny  May  had  to  run  all  the  way  to  the  manse 
for  a  jug  of  hot  water  to  relieve  me  from  that  bondage. 

Shepherd.  You  had  a  gude  excuse,  sir,  for  gien  the  cutty  a  gude 
kissin'. 

North.  How  fragments  of  one's  past  existence  come  suddenly 
flashing  back  upon 

Shepherd.  Hoo  I  snuved  alang  the  snaw !  Like  a  verra  curlin' 
stane,  when  a  dizzen  besoms  are  soopin'  the  ice  afore  it,  and  the 
granite  gangs  groanin'  gloriously  alang,  as  if  instinct  wi'  spirit,  and 
the  water-kelpie  below  strives  in  vain  to  keep  up  wi'  the  straight- 
forrit  planet,  still  accompanied  as  it  spins  wi'  a  sort  o'  spray,  like 
the  shiverin'  atoms  o'  diamonds,  and  wi'  a  noise  to  which  the  hills 
far  and  near  respond,  like  a  water-quake,  the  verra  ice  itself  seemin' 
at  times  to  sink  and  swell,  just  as  if  the  loch  were  a  great  wide 
glitterin'  tin-plate,  beaten  out  by  that  cunnin'  whitesmith,  Wunter, 
— and 

Tickler.  And  every  mouth,  in  spite  of  frost,  thaws- to  the  thought 
of  corned  beef  and  greens. 

Shepherd.  Hoo  I  snuved  alang  !  Some  colleys  keepit  geyan  weel 
up  wi'  me  as  far's  Traquair  Manse,  but  ere  I  crossed  the  Tweed  my 
canine  tail  had  drapped  quite  away,  and  1  had  but  the  company  of  a 
couple  of  crows  to  Peebles. 

North.  Did  you  dine  on  the  road,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Did'nt  I  tell  you  I  had  dined  be-fore  I  set  off?  I  ettled 
at  a  caulker  at  Eddlestone,  but  in  vain  attempted  to  moderate  my 
velocity  as  I  neared  the  village,  and  had  merely  time  to  fling  a  look 
to  my  worthy  friend  the  minister,  as  I  flew  by  that  tree-hidden 
manse,  and  its  rill-divided  garden,  beautiful  alike  in  dew  and  ill 
cranreuch ! 

Tickler.  Helpless  as  Mazeppa  ! 

Shepherd.  It's  far  worse  to  be  ridden  aff  wi1  by  ane's  ain  sowle 
than  by  the  wildest  o'  the  desert  loon. 

North.  At  this  moment  the  soul  seems  running  away  with  the 
body, — at  that,  the  body  is  oflf  with  the  soul.  Spirit  and  matter  are 
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playing  at  fast  and  loose  with  each  other,  and  at  full  speed  you  get 
skeptical  a*  Spinoza. 

Shepherd.  Sometimes  the  ruts  are  for  miles  thegithor  regular  as 
railroads,  and  your  skite  gets  fated  intil  a  groove,  sae  that  you  can 
haul  out  ane  o'  your  legs  like  an  opera  dancer  playin'  a  peryette; 
and  on  the  ither  glint  l>y,  to  the  astonishment  o'  toll-keepers,  who  at 
first  suspect  you  to  be  on  horseback — then  that  you  may  be  a  bird — 
and  finally  that  you  must  be  a  ghost. 

Tickler.  Did  you  upset  any  carriage,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Nane  that  I  recollect — I  saw  severals,  but  whether  they 
were  coming  or  going,  in  motion  or  at  rest,  it  is  not  for  me  to  say  ; 
but  they,  and  the  hills,  and  woods,  and  clouds,  seemed  a*  to  be  floatin' 
awa'  thegithcr  in  the  direction  o'  the  mountains  at  the  head  o'  Clydes- 
dale. 

Tickler.  And  where  all  this  while  was  the  Bagman? 

Shepherd.  Wanderin',  nae  doubt,  a'  af<>am,  leagues  ahint ;  for  the 
chestnut  meer  was  well  cauked,  and  she  ance  won  a  King's  Plate  at 
Doncaster.  You  mas  haeseen,  Mr.  North,  a  cloud-giant  on  a  stormy 
day  striding  alang  the  sky,  eoverin'  a  parish  wi'  ilka  stretch  o'  his 
spawl,  and  pausin',  aiblins,  to  tak'  his  breath  now  and  then  at  the 
meetin'  o'  twa  counties;  ifsae,  you  hae  seen  an  image  o'  me, — only 
he  was  in  the  heavens  and  I  on  the  yerth — he  an  unsubstantial  phan- 
tom, and  I  twal  stane  wecht — he  silent  and  sullen  in  his  flight,  J 
musical  and  merry  in  mine  — 

Tickler.  But  on  what  principle  came  you  to  stop,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Luckily  the  IVntland  Hills  came  to  my  succor.  By 
means  of  one  of  their  ridges  I  got  gradually  rid  of  a  portion  of  my 
velocity — subdued  down  into  about  seven  miles  an  hour,  which  rate 
got  gradually  diminished  to  about  four ;  and  here  1  am,  gentlemen, 
after  having  made  a  narrow  escape  from  a  stumble,  that  in  York 
Place  threatened  to  set  me  off  again  down  Leilh  Walk,  in  which  case 
1  must  have  gone  on  to  Portobello  or  Musselburgh. 

North.  Well,  if  I  did  not  know  you,  my  dear  James,  to  be  a 
matter  of-fact  man,  I  should  absolutely  begin  to  entertain  some 
doubt  of  your  veracity. 

Shepherd.  What  the  dcevil's  that  hingin'  frae  the  roof? 

North.   Why,  the  chandelier. 

Shepherd.  The  shandleer  ?  It's  a  cage,  wi'  an  outlandish  bird 
In't.  A  pawrot,  1  declare!  Pretty  poll!  Pretty  Poll!  Pretty 
poll! 

Parrot.  Go  to  the  devil  and  shake  yourself. 

Shepherd.  Heaven  preserve  us! — heard  you  ever  the  likes  o'that? 
A  bird  cursin' !  What  sort  o'  an  education  must  the  crutur  hae  had  ? 
Poor  beast,  do  you  ken  what  you're  sayin'  ? 
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Parrot.  Much  cry  and  little  woo],  as  the  devil  said  when  he  was 
shearing  the  Hog. 

Shepherd.  You're  gettin'  personal,  sir,  or  madam,  for  I  dinna  pre- 
tend to  ken  your  sex. 

North.  That  every  body  does,  James,  who  has  any  thing  to  do 
with  Black  wood 'a  Magazine. 

Shepherd.  True  enough,  sir.  If  it  wad  but  keep  a  glide  tongue  in 
its  head — it  3  really  a  bonny  cretur.  What  plumage!  What'll  you 
hae,  Polly,  for  sooper  ? 

Parrot.  Molly  put  the  kettle  on, 

Molly  put  the  kettle  ou, 
Molly  put  the  kettle  on, 
And  I  shall  have  some  punch. 

Shepherd.  That's  fearsome.  Yet,  whisht !  What  ither  vice  was 
that  speakin'  ?  A  gruff  vice.  There  again  !  whisht ! 

Voice.  The  devil  he  came  to  our  town, 

And  rode  away  wi'  the  exciseman  1 

Shepherd.  This  room's  no  canny.  I'm  aff,  (rising  to  go.)  Mercy 
me  !  A  Raven  hoppin'  aneath  the  sideboard  !  Look  at  him,  how  he 
turns  his  great  big  broad  head  to  the  ae  side,  and  keeps  regardin' 
me  wi'  an  evil  eye  !  Satan  ! 

North.  My  familiar,  James. 

Shepherd.  Whence  carne  he  ? 

North.  One*  gloomy  night  I  heard  him  croaking  in  the  garden. 

Shepherd.  You  did  wrang,  sir, — it  was  rash  to  let  him  in;  wha 
ever  heard  o'  a  real  Raven  in  a  suburban  garden?  It's  some  demon 
pretendin'  to  be  a  raven.  Only  look  at  him  wi'  the  silver  ladle  in 
his  bill.  Noo  he  draps  it,  and  is  ruggin'  at  the  Turkey  carpet,  as 
if  he  were  collecktin'  lining  for  his  nest.  Let  alane  the  carpet,  you 
ugly  villain. 

Raven.  The  devil  would  a  wooin'  go — ho — ho !  the  wooin'  ho  ! 

Shepherd.  Ay — ay — you  hear  how  it  is,  gentlemen — "  Love  is  a' 
the  theme" — 

Raven.  To  woo  his  bonny  lassie  when  the  kye  come  hame  ! 

Shepherd.  Satan  singin'  ane  o'  my  sangs  !  Frae  this  hour  I  for- 
Bwear  poetry. 

Voice.  0  love — love — love, 

Love's  like  a  dizziness. 

Shepherd.  What!  another  voice? 
Tickler.  James— James — he's  on  your  shoulder. 
Shepherd,    (starting    up    in  great    emotion.)      Wha's    on    my 
ehouther 1 
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North.  Only  Matthew. 

Shepherd.  Puir  bit  bonny  burdie!  What!  you're  a  Stirling,  nre 
you  ]  Ay — ay — just  pick  and  dab  a\va  there  at  the  hair  in  my  lug. 
Yet  I  wad  rather  see  you  fleein'  and  flutterin'  in  and  out  o'  a  bit 
bule  aneath  a  wall-flower  high  up  on  some  auld  and  ruined  castle 
standin'  by  itsell  among  the  woods. 

Raven.  O  lore — love — love, 

Love's  like  a  dizziness, 

Shepherd.  Rax  me  ower  the  poker,  Mr.  North — or  lend  me  your 
crutch,  that  I  may  brain  sooty. 

Starling.  It  wuuie  let  a  puir  bodie 

Gang  about  his  bissinesa. 

Parrot.  Fie,  Whigs,  awa' — fie,  Whigs,  awa'. 
Shepherd.  Na — the  bird  does  na  want  sense. 

Raven.  The  <1«  il  -at  ^iniin'  iu  a  nenk, 

Hiviug  sticks  to  roast  the  Duke. 

Shepherd.  Oh  ho!  yon  are  fund  of  picking  up  Jacobite  relies. 

Raven.   Ho!   blood — blood — lilood — blood — blood  ! 

Shepherd.   What  do  you  mean,  you  sinner? 

Raven.  Burke  him — Burke  him — Burke  him.  IIo — ho — ho—- 
blood— blood — blood  ! 

Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — bow — wow — wow —  bow  —  wow  — 
wow. 

Shepherd.  A  complete  aviary,  Mr.  North.  Weel,  that's  a  sight 
worth  lookin'  at.  Bronte  lying  on  the  rug — never  perceivin'  that 
it's  on  the  tap  o'  a  worsted  teegger — a  raven,  either  real  or  pre- 
tended, arnusin'  himsell  wi'  niggin'  at  the  dog's  toosey  tail — the 
pawrot,  wha  maun  hae  opened  the  door  o'  his  cage  himsell,  sittin' 
on  Bronte's  sbouther— «-and  the  Stirling,  Matthew,  hiding  himsell 
nhint  his  head — no  less  than  four  irrational  creturs,  as  they  are 
called,  on  the  rug — each  wi'  a  natur  o'  its  ain — and  then  again  four 
rational  creturs,  as  they  are  called,  sittin'  round  them  on  chairs- 
each  wi'  hi-*  specific  character  too — and  the  aught  makin'  ane  aggre- 
gate— or  whole — of  parts  not  unharmonionsly  combined. 

Nurlh.   Why,  James,  there  are  but  three  of  the  rationals. 

Shepherd.  1  find  I  was  counting  mysell  twice  over. 

Tickler.  Now  he  persuaded,  my  dear  Shepherd,  before  supper  ia 
bi. night  I*-  n.  to  take  a  warm  liath,  and  then  rig  yourself  out  in  your 
Sunday  suit  of  black,  which  Mr.  Ambrose  keeps  sweet  for  you  in 
his  own  drawer,  bestrewed  with  sprigs  of  thyme,  whose  seen',  tadetb 
not  for  a  century. 

Shepherd.  Faith,  1  think  I  shall  tak  a  plouter. 
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(SHEPHERD  retires  int~  the  marble  balk  adjoining  the  Snuygcry.     The 

hot  water  is  lei  on  with  a  mighty  noise.) 

North.  Do  you  want  the  flesh- brushes,  James? 

Shepherd,  (from  within.)  I  wish  I  had  some  female  slaves,  wi 
wooden  swurds,  to  scrape  me  wi'  like  the  Shah  o'  Persia. 

Tickler.  Are  you  in,  James  1 

Shepherd.   Hearken  ! 

(A  sullen  plunge  is  heard  as  of  a  huge  stone  into  the  deep-down 
waters  of  a  draw-well.) 

North,  (looking  at  his  watch.)  Two  minutes  have  elapsed.  I 
hope,  Tickler,  nothing  apoplectical  has  occurred. 

Shepherd.   Blow — o — wo — ho — wro  ! 

Tickler.   Why,  James, 

"  You  are  gargling  Italian  half-way  down  your  throat." 

North.  What  temperature,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  Nearly  up  at  egg-boiling.  But  you  had  better,  sirs,  be 
makin'  anither  jug — for  that  ane  was  geyan  sair  dune  afore  I  left 
you — and  I  maun  hae  a  glass  of  het  and  het  as  sune  as  I  come  out, 
to  prevent  me  takin'  the  cauld.  I  hope  there's  nae  current  o'  air  in 
the  room.  Wha's  this  that  bled  himsell  to  death  in  a  bath  !  Was 
na't  Seneca"? 

North.  James,  who  is  the  best  female  poet  of  the  age1? 

Srliepherd.  Female  what  ? 

Tickler.  Poet. 

Shepherd.  Mrs.  John  Biley.  In  her  Plays  on  the  Passions,  she 
has  a'  the  vigor  o'  a  man,  and  a'  the  delicacy  o'  a  woman.  And  oh, 
sirs  !  but  her  lyrics  are  gems,  and  she  wears  them  gracefully,  like 
diamond-draps  dangiin'  frae  the  ears  o'  Melpomene.  The  very 
warst  play  she  ever  wrote  is  better  than  the  best  o'  ony  ither  body's 
that  hasna  kickt  the  bucket. 

North.  Yet  they  won't  act,  James. 

Shepherd.  They  wull  ack.  Count  Bosil  '11  ack — and  De  Mont- 
ford  'II  ack — and  Constantine  '11  ack — and  they'll  a'  ack. 

Tickler.  Miss  Mitford,  James? 

She/iherd.  I'm  just  verra  fond  o'  that  lassie — Mitford.  She  has 
an  ee  like  a  hawk's,  that  misses  iiaething,  however  far  aflf — and  yet 
like  a  dove's,  that  sees  only  what  is  nearest  and  dearest,  and  round 
about  the  hame-circle  o'  its  central  nest.  I'm  just  excessive  fond  o' 
Miss  Mitford. 

Tickler.  Fond  is  not  the  right  word,  James. 

Shepherd.  It  is  the  richt  word.  Timothy — either  in  the  het  bath  or 
out  o't.  I'm  fond  o'  a'  gude  female  writers.  They're  a'  bonnie— 
and  every  passage^  they  write  carries,  as  it  ought  to  do,  their  femi- 
nity alang  wi'  it.  The  young  gentlemen  o'  England  should  be 
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ashamed  o'  theirsells  for  letting  her  name  be  Mitford.  They  should 
marry  her  whether  she  wull  or  no — for  she  would  inak  baith  a  useful 
and  agreeable  wife.  That's  the  best  creetishism  on  her  warks. 

Tickler.  L.  E.  L.  ? 

Shepherd.  A  delightfu'  cretur. 

Tickler.  Mrs.  Hemans? 

Shepherd.  Hand  your  tongue,  ye  sinner.  I  see  your  drift,  now — 
suggfstin'  to  my  imagination  a'  the  flower  o'  the  female  genius  o' 
the  Three  Kingdoms.  What?  you  are  for  drawin' a  pectur  o' me 
as  Apollo  in  the  het  bath  surrounded  wi'  the  Muses?  That  would 
be  a  fine  subject  for  Etty.* 

North.  Isn't  his  Judith  and  Ilolofernes,  my  dear  Shepherd,  a 
noble,  a  majestic  performance? 

Shepherd.  Yon's  colorin' !  Judith's  richt  leg's  as  flesh-like  as  my 
ain  noo  lyin'  on  the  rim  o'  the  baith,  and  amaist  as  muscular. 

Tickler.   Not  PO  hairy,  though,  James. 

Shepherd.  That's  worse.  Y<>u  think  yon  hoar  the  heroine's  prayer 
or  invocation.  The  energy  in  that  bonny  fair  straught  arm  comes 
direct  frae  heaven.  That  swurd  is  not  for  a  murder,  but  for  a  sacri- 
fice. In  those  upraised  eyes  methinks  I  see  reluctance  to  shed  blood 
giving  way  to  the  holy  resolve  to  set  her  country  free  frae  the  op- 
pressor. Her  face  is  somewhat  pale — for  Judith  in  her  widowhood, 
amang  the  shades  o'  her  rural  retirement,  was  a  lover  o'  pensive 
peace ;  but  her  dead  husband's  spirit  stood  before  her  in  u  dream, 
and  inspired  her  to  go  to  the  camp  before  the  city,  and  by  one  great 
and  dreadfu'  deed  to  render  her  name  immortal  in  national  sang. 
What  matronly  majesty  in  that  swelling  bosom,  which  the  enamored 
giant  was  not  suffered  with  one  touch  to  profane  !  Pure  as  stern 
she  stands  amid  the  golden  cups  drained  by  that  warrior-wassailer — 
in  another  moment  to  "be  red,  but  not  with  wine;"  when,  like 
lightning  descending  from  heaven,  that  sword  shall  smite  him  in  his 
sleep  through  the  spouting  spine — and  methinks  I  see,  at  morning 
dawn,  the  fires  o'  liberty  sun  kindled,  and  glintin'  gloriously  on  all 
the  city  towers. 

North.  IJravo !  James. 

Shepherd.  I'm  geyan  weel  sodden  noo,  and  I  think  I'll  come  out. 
Ring  \\\f  bell,  sir,  for  my  black  claes. 

North.  I  have  Ix'en  toasting  your  shirt,  James,  at  the  fire.  Will 
you  come  out  for  it  ? 

Shepherd.  Fling't  in  at  the  door.  Thank  you,  sir.  Ho!  here's 
the  claes,  I  declare,  hingin'  on  the  tenters.  Is  that  sooper  comiti*  in  ? 
Noo,  I'm  rublx-d  down — ae  slot-kin'  »n — anithor — noo,  the  flannen 

•  William  Elljr.  «n  Rrglinh  artUt  of  frrnt  Ulent,  who**  »tyl«  wa»  formed  on  that  of  the 
Vonntmn  Mhnol,  wh«M  m»nn*r  ami  coloring  h*  ha«l  clowly  •:u<limJ.  lli»  "Judith."  now  be- 
longing l)  tli*  Kdinl'urgh  A  .i.>mv.  i.  one  of  thi-  fin«»l  of  modern  ('iinting.  Hu  *<•«  work* 
t*j»p  •»oi  i'. «  ''main  fi<>  "  minV  DIM)  in  IHTiO  —  M. 
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drawers — and   noo,  the  breeks.     Oh !  but   that  turkey  has  a  gran' 
smell!     Mr.  Auinrose,  ma  slippers!     Noo  for't. 

(The  SHEPHERD  reappears,  in  full  sables,  blooming  like  a  rose.) 

North.  Come  away,  my  dear  Shepherd.  Is  he  not,  Tickler,  like 
a  black  eagle  that  has  renewed  his  youth? 

(They  take  their  seats  at  tl<e  Supper  Table — Mulligatawny — 
Roaxted  Turkey — Fillet  of  Veal — Soles — A  Pie— and  the 
Cold  Round — Potatoes — Oysters,  <&c.  &c.&c.  &c. 

North.  The  turkey  is  not  a  large  one,  James,  and  after  a  thirty- 
six  miles'  run,  I  think  you  had  better  take  it  on  your  plate. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na,  sir.  Just  set  the  ashet  afore  me — tak  you  the 
fillet — gie  Tickler  the  pie — and  noo,  let  us  hae  some  discourse  about 
the  fine  airts. 

Tickler.  The  Opposition  is  strong  this  season — reinforced  by  Etty, 
Linton,*  and  Martin. 

North.  But  how  came  you,  James,  to  see  the  Judith,  having  only 
arrived  within  the  hour  at  Edinburgh? 

Shepherd.  Ask  no  questions,  and  you'll  hear  tell  no  lies.  I  hae 
seen  her,  as  my  description  pruves.  As  to  the  Deluge,  yon  picture's 
at  first  altogether  incomprehensible.  But  the  langer  you  glower  at 
it,  the  mair  and  mair  intelligible  does  a'  the  confusion  become,  and 
you  begin  to  feel  that  you're  looking  on  some  dreadf'u'  disaster. 
Phantoms,  like  the  taps  o'  mountains,  grow  distincter  in  the  gloom, 
and  the  gloom  itsell,  that  at  first  seemed  clud,  is  noo  seen  to  be 
water.  What  you  thocht  to  be  snawy  rocks,  become  sea  like  waves, 
and  shudderin'  you  cry  out,  wi'  a  stifled  vice,  i;  Lord  preserve  us,  if 
that's  no  the  Deluge!"  Mr.  Tickler,  dinna  blaw  the  froth  o' your 
porter  in  my  face. 

Tickler.  Beg  your  pardon.  James — Perge. 

Shepherd.  But  whare's  a'  the  folk  ?  That  canna  be  them — that 
huddle  o'  specks  like  flocks  o'  sheep  driven  to  and  fro  by  the  tem- 
pests! It  is!  The  demented  survivors  o'  the  human  race  a'  gath- 
ered together  on  ledges  o'  rocks,  up,  up,  up,  ae  ledge  aboon  anither, 
a'  frowning  o'er  the  brink  o'  eternity.  That's  even  waur  than  the 
decks  o'  a  vessel  in  shipwreck.  Gang  nearer  the  pictur — and  there 
thousans  on  thousans  o'  folk  broken  out  o'  Bedlam  a'  mad  !  and  nae 
wonder,  for  yon's  a  fearsome  moon,  a'  drenched  in  blood,  in  con- 
junction wi'  a  fiery  comet,  and  there's  lichteniu'  too  splinterin'  the 
crags  till  they  topple  doon  on  the  raging  multitude  o'  men  and 
women  mixed  wi'  horses  and  elephants,  and  lions  roarin'  in  their 
fear — antediluvian  lions,  far,  far  bigger  than  the  biggest  that  ever 
since  fought  in  a  Roman  amphitheatre,  or  are,  at  this  moment  Jyiug 
with  their  mouths-atween  their  paws  in  the  sands  o'  Africa. 

*  William  Linton,  an  English  artist,  with  fanciful  imaginati  n,  but  rather  a  feeble  color- 
iit.— M 
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Tickler.  Why,  James,  you  are  not  unlike  a  lion  yourself  just  now, 
growling  over  the  carcass  ot'  a  \oung  buffalo.  Shall  1  ring  fur 
another  turkev  I 

Shtphtrd.  Mind  your  ain  pie,  sir.  Here's  to  you — what  yill ! 
Berwick  is  the  best  of  breweis  in  Britain. 

jVvr/A.   Linton's  u  lleturn  of  a  Victorious  Armament"  is  splendid  ; 
but  it   is    pure    imagination.       His  architecture   is   not  to   my    e\e' 
Grecian.     It  is  too  lofty  and  ton  lijjht. 

Tickler.  But  what  a  glorious  dream.  North  !  And  the  triumph:  1 
pageant  glides  majestically  along,  beneath  those  aerial  pillars,  and 
piles,  and  domes,  and  temples,  and  pure  celestial  clime — tit  dwelling 
for  heroes  and  demigods. 

Shepherd.  Mind  \our  pie,  sir,  and  dinna  imitate  me  in  speak  in' as 
weel  as  in  eatin'. 

Tickler.  'Tis  a  noble  ambition,  James,  to  emulate  your  excellence 
in  fit  her. 

Shepherd.  But  then,  sir,  your  natural  capacity  is  greater  for  the 
ane  than  the  ilher. 

AW/A.   But  what  think  you,  James,  of  our  own  artists  this  year? 

Shepherd.  Just  very  inuckle.  But  let  us  no  purlieu  la  reeze,  for 
ft-ar  o'  gien  offence,  or  doin'  injustice  to  men  o'  genius.  Baith  lusti- 
tulijus  are  capital;  and  if  you  were  glide  for  ony  thing,  you 
would  write  an  article  o'  thirty  pages  on  them,  when  you  would  hae 
scope 

Xorth.  Perhaps  1  may,  for  next  Number.  Meanwhile,  shall  we 
clear  decks  ? 

Shepherd  Did  you  ever  see  sic  a  preparation  o'  a  skeleton  o'  a 
turkey  .'  We  maun  send  it  to  the  College  Museum,  to  staun  in  a 
glass  case  aside  Burke's. 

North.  What  did  you  think,  James,  of  the  proceedings  of  these 
two  Irishmen  ? 

Shepherd.  That  they  were  too  monotonous  to  impress  the  imagi- 
nation. First  ae  drunk  auld  wife,  and  then  anither  drunk  auld  wife 
— and  llieu  a  third  drunk  auld  wife — and  then  a  drunk  auld  or  sick 
man  or  twa.  The  confession  got  unco  monotonous — the  Lights  and 
Shadows  o'  Scottish  Death  want  relief — though,  to  be  sure,  poor 
Peggy  I'aterson,  that  Unfortunate,  broke  in  a  little  mi  the  uni'oi  inity  ; 
and  i«ae  did  Daft  Jamie  ;  forwhilk  last  murder,  without on\  impiety, 
ane  may  venture  to  soy,  the  Dt-vil  is  at  this  moment  ruggili1  that 
Burke  out  o'  hell  fire  wi'  a  ihree-prong'd  f»rk,  and  then  in  w  i'  him 
iijjain,  through  the  ribs — and  then  stirring  up  the  coals  wi'  that 
eternal  poker — and  then  w ''  the  great  bellow?  bla win' up  the  fur- 
nace, till,  like  an  Klna,  or  Mount  Vesuvius,  it  vomits  the  murderer 
out  again  far  ower  into  the  very  middle  o!  the  floor  o1  the  infernal 
regions. 
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Tickler.  Whisht — whisht — James! 

Shepherd.  Nae  system  o'  divinity  shuts  mortal  mouths  against 
such  enormous  monsters.  I  am  but  a  worm.  We  are  all  worms. 
But  we  crawl  in  the  licht  of  heaven  ;  and  God  has  given  us  voices 
to  be  lifted  up  from  the  dust,  when  horrid  guilt  loosens  our  tongues, 
and  the  moral  sense,  roused  by  religion,  then  denounces,  without 
misgivings,  the  curse  o'  heaven  on  the  hell-doom'd  soul  o'  the  Athe- 
istic murderer.  What  forbids  ? 

North.  Base,  blind  superstition,  in  the  crimes  of  the  creature  for- 
getful of  the  laws  of  the  Creator.  Nothing  else. 

Shepherd.  Was  he  penitent !     If  sae,  I  abhor  my  words. 

North.  Impenitent  as  a  snake — remorseless  as  a  tiger.  I  studied 
in  his  cell,  his  hard,  cruel  eyes,  from  whose  lids  had  never  dropped 
the  tear 

"  That  sacred  pity  had  engender'd" — 

his  hardened  lips,  which  truth  never  touched  nor  moved  from  their 
cunning  compression — his  voice  rather  soft  and  calm,  but  steeped  in 
hypocrisy  and  deceit — his  collected  and  guarded  demeanor,  full  of 
danger  and  guile — all,  all  betrayed,  as  he  lay  in  his  shackles,  the  cool, 
calculating,  callous,  and  unrelenting  villain.  As  the  day  of  execu- 
tion drew  near,  his  anxiety  was  often — I  am  told  by  those  who  saw 
him,  and  marked  him  well — manifest  in  his  dim  or  darkened  coun- 
tenance— for  the  felon's  throat  felt  in  imagination  the  suffocating 
halter;  but  when  that  dream  passed  off  he  would  smile — nay,  laugh 
—and  inly  exult  in  his  series  of  murders,  so  long  successfully  per- 
petrated— and  the  bodies  of  the  slaughtered  still  carried  to  a  ready 
market — prompt  payment  without  discount — eight  or  ten  pounds 
for  a  corpse,  and  whisky  cheap! — so  that  murderers,  and  those  about 
to  be  murdered,  might  all  get  speedily  fuddled,  and  drunk  together, 
and  then  the  hand  on  the  mouth  and  throat — a  few  gasps  and  con- 
vulsions— and  then  corpse  after  corpse  huddled  in  among  straw,  or 
beneath  chaff-beds,  or  into  herring-barrels,  then  into  tea-chests — and 
off  to  the  most  unsuspicious  and  generous  of  surgeons  that  ever  gave 
a  bounty  on  the  dead  for  the  benefit  of  the  living.* 

*  For  the  better  understanding  of  the  incidents  which  occurred  in  Edinburgh,  in  1823,  and 
cave  the  name  of  "  Burking1'  to  a  certain  description  of  murder,  it  is  necessary  to  state  the 
leading  details,  as  elicited  in  the  Court  of  Justice  in  which  the  case  was  tried.  They  ocearred 
years  before  I  visited  Edinbugh.  but  left  such  an  impression  (from  their  enormity)  as  nothing 
could  obliterate. — In  the  High  Court  of  Justiciary,  at  Edinburgh,  on  December  ^4,  IciJs,  Wil- 
liam Burke  and  Helen  McDougal,  (his  paramour.)  were  indicted  for  wilful  murder.  The 
Judges  were  the  Lord  Justice  Clerk,  Lords  I'itmiHey,  Meadowbank,  and  Markenzie.  The  Law 
Officers  of  the  Crown  prosecuted  ;— the  prisoners  were  defended  by  the  Uean  of  Faculty,  Mr. 
Cockburn.  and  Mr.  Robertson,  each  of  whom  subsequently  became  a  Judge.  The  indictment 
charged  the  parties  with  the  commission  of  three  murders,  by  suffocation,  with  the  feloniouj 
design  of  selling  the  bodies  for  the  purposes  of  dissection.  The  first  case  was  that  of  Mary 
Paiison  or  Michell.  murdered  at  Gibbs'  Close,  in  the  Canongate,  Edinburgh,  in  April  1.--22. 
The  second  was  that  o~f-James  Wilson,  (a  half-witted  and  deformed  person  usually  called 
"  l>aft  Jamie,")  at  a  house  in  Tanner's  Close,  Western  Tortsburgh,  Edinburgh,  in  October, 
182S.  The  third,  for  the  murder,  also  in  the  house  at  West  1'ortsburgh,  on  Friday,  October  31, 
Iftte',  of  Margaret  or  Madgy  McGonegal,  or  Duffiie,  or  Campbell,  or  Docherty,— a  woman  ad- 
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Shepherd.  Was  he  a  strong  fallow.  Burke  ? 

North.  No,  a  neat  little  man  of  about  five  feet  five,  well  proper 
tioned,  especially  in  liis  legs  and  thighs—  round-bodied,  but  narrow- 
chested — arms  rather  thin — small  wrists,  and  a  moderate-sized  hand 
—no  mass  of  muscle  anywhere  about  his  limbs  or  frame — but 
vigorously  necked — with  hard  forehead  and  cheek-bones — a  very 
active,  but  not  a  powerful  man — and  intended  by  nature  for  a  dan- 
cing-master.  Indeed  he  danced  well— excelling  in  the  Irish  jig — 

ranced  in  yean,  who  had  had  several  husband*,  and  therefore  had  several  aliasc*.  When 
called  upon  to  plead.  Burke  objected,  on  the  ground  that  he  was  charged  with  three  unconnected 
muiders.  said  to  hare  occurred  at  different  places  and  time*,  and  thit  the  indictment  charged 
him  in  company  with  a  person  who  was  accused  of  participation  in  only  ont  of  three.  Foi 
Helen  McDougall  a  similar  objection  was  made.  The  Judges  decided  that  the  prisoners  must 
plead,  but  that  each  accusation  should  be  disposed  of  seriatim.  Whereupon  the  I.erd  Advocate 
(Sir  William  Rea,)  decided  on  commencing  with  the  last  ca»e, — that  nf  Margaret  Campbell. 
From  the  evidence  given  it  appeared  that  Burke  met  this  woman  in  a  grocer's  chop  at  1'orU- 
burph.  The  woman  was  a  stranger,  looking  for  her  son,  and  Burke,  pretending  that  he  knew 
somr  of  her  family,  offered  to  take  her  to  hi;  residence  hard  by,  and  give  her  bfeakf.net.  She 
accompanied  him,  being  quite  sober  at  the  time,  and,  as  wan  proved  by  those  who  knew  her, 
not  in  the  habit  of  taking  strong  drink.  William  Hare,  partner  and  coadjutor  in  the  crime, 
having  been  admitted  as  King's  evidence  or  approver,  testified  that  the  prisoner  Helen  Me- 
Dougal  hnd  come  to  him  with  a  request  from  Burke  that  he  would  at  once  go  to  West  1'orls- 
hurgn  "  to  see  the  »*«£"— that  being  their  distinguishing  name  for  a  victim  who  was  entrap- 
ped and  was  to  be  murdered, — that  h«  found  .Madgy  Campbell  sitting  in  Bnrkr's  mom,— that 
come  dispute,  which  ended  in  a  row,  arose  between  himself  and  Burke,— that  .Madgy  Campbell, 
who  was  then  in  liquor,  got  alarmed,  and  opened  the  door,  calling  out  "  Murder  '  and  for  the 
police, — that,  when  the  quarrel  ended,  more  whisky  was  drank, — that  the  woman  Campbell, 
lying  on  the  floor  upon  some  straw,  fell  asleep, — that  Burke  then  threw  himx  If  upon  her. 
covering  her  face  with  his  breast, —  that  she  cried  and  moaned  while  with  one  hand  he  held 
her  nose  and  mouth,  the  other  being  under  her  throat, —  that  he  remained  thus,  stopping  her 
breath  and  suffocating  her.  for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes,— that  Mr*.  Hare  and  Helen  .VcPougal 
were  lying  oo  the  bed  while  this  was  doing,  and  went  out  of  the  room,  returning  when  it 
was  over, — that  the  corpse  was  let  lie  on  the  floor,  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  covered  with  straw, — 
that  they  purchased  a  tea-chest  at  a  grocer's,  in  which  they  stuffed  the  both, — that  they  em- 
ployed a  porter  to  take  this  tea-chest  to  I>r.  Knox's,  10  Surgeon's  Square,  at  twelve  o'clock  at 
night, — and  that  I'aterson,  the  keeper  of  Dr.  Knox's  Anatomical  Museum,  (trho  had  preriutisly 
ktnt  tu  Iturkr't  hautr  and  irrn  the  butty.)  then  gave  them  .£5.  promising  as  muck-  more  on  tho 
following  Monday.  This  evidence  wa»  corroborated  by  other  witnesses,  and  particularly  by 
i'at«T.<.n,  whp  dejKned  to  receiving  the  body,  packed  up  and  crushed  into  a  tea-chest,  it  having 
been  doubled  up  to  make  it  tit  in  such  a  narrow  receptacle;  that,  when  he  examined  the  body 
he  found  that  blood  had  flowed  from  the  mouth  :  that  I>r.  Knox  had  received  forty  or  lifty 
"subjects"  from  Burke  and  Hare.  Dually  paying  nbout  .1-  fcrenrh:  and  that  when  bodies  ol 
newly  deceased  were  brought  in,  which  evidently  had  never  been  interred,  it  was  not  the  cus- 
tom at  I'r.  Knox's  to  «sk  any  questions  or  make  any  remark.  The  murder  was  discovered  by 
Mrs.  tirey,  who  lodged  at  Burke'a,  and  accidentally  saw  the  corpse  on  the  floor,  partially 
covered  *ilh  straw.  She  told  her  husband,  and  they  resolved  to  leave  tlie  place  at  once.  Mrs. 
Burke  n»ked  them  why  they  went  away,  and  they  stated  what  they  hnd  seen.  She  offered 
them  five  shillings  not  to  mention  it.  :i».l  said  that  if  they  plensrd  it  would  l>e  "  a»  good  o*J 
£10  a  week  to  them  '"  Mrs.  Grry  gave  information  to  the  |.,  ,,.•  |.\  whom  all  the  purliea 
were  arrested.  The  dead  body  wns  tound  at  Dr.  Knux's.  and  it  was  proved,  on  the  trial,  that 
It  presented  every  »pr*.irnnce  of  violent  suffocation  In  defence  Burke  denied  all  knowledge 
til  the  body,  and  ssid  it  had  been  left  at  his  house  by  a  porter.  The  fruial*  prisoner  made  no 
defence.  The  verdict  was  "  Not  1'roven.''  as  regarded  her.  snd  "  (juiltv,"  a*  rvspertcd  him. 
The  sentence  wo*,  [turke  should  b*  executed  on  January  '.I*.  1-v.f  A  lew  da) s  alter  convic- 
tion, Burke  made  a  voluntary  and  an  apparently  full  confession.  He  taid  that,  luoul  Christ- 
ma*,  I— .'",  a  man  had  died  in  the  house  where  he  snd  llsre  then  resided,  and,  being  left 
alone  with  the  roflin,  they  removed  the  body,  filled  the  collin  with  tannurs'  bark,  (tu  give,  it 
the  requisite  weight,)  screwed  it  down  a*  before,  concealed  the  body,  »nd  took  it  in  a  herring 
osrrel,  at  night,  to  Pr.  Knox's.  They  saw  himself,  he  »>ked  no  quest. <.ns.  jrsve  them  17  It's  , 
anil  said  he  was  gird  t»  sec  them.  Thus  encouraged,  they  commenced  a  series  of  inmders,  by 
enticing  people  into  their  houses,  making  them  drunk,  snd  then  suffocating  them.  Including 
•'  Ds.fl  Jamie,"  the  list  of  victims  amounted  to  about  nx'etn  persons.  l>o<  lien  y,  he  said,  wai 
the  onlv  person  who  res  tied.  No  other  corpse  showed  signs  of  violence,  but  on  one  occasion, 
when  they  had  taken  a  body  so  recently  killed  ts  to  be  quite  .ml  IT  and  scarcely  cold,  l>r 
Knox  made  no  observation,  though  he  apj  eared  aware  of  the  circumstance.— M. 
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and  when  working  about  Peebles  and  Inverleithen  he  was  very 
fend  of  that  recreation,  hi  that  neighborhood  he  was  reckoned  a 
good  specimen  of  the  Irish  character — not  quarrelsome — expert 
with  the  spade — and  a  pleasant  enough  companion  over  a  jug  of 
toddy.  Nothing  repulsive  about  him.  to  ordinary  observers  at  least, 
and  certainly  not  deficient  in  intelligence.  But  he  "  had  that  within 
which  passeth  show" — '•  there  was  a  laughing  devil  in  his  eye," 
James — and  in  his  cell  he  applied  in  my  hearing  over  and  over 
again  the  words  ''humane  man,"  to  those  who  had  visited  him, 
laying  the  emphasis  on  humane,  with  a  hypocritical  tone,  as  I 
thought,  that  showed  he  had  not  attached  its  appropriate  meaning 
to  the  word,  but  used  it  by  rote  like,  a  parrot  — 

Shepherd.   Safe  us  !   what  like  was  Hare? 

North.  The  most  brutal  man  ever  subjected  to  my  sight — and  at 
fir»t  looked  seemingly  an  idiot.  His  dull,  dead,  blackish  eyes,  wide 
apart,  one  rather  higher  up  than  the  other,  his  large,  thick,  or  rather 
coarse-lipped  mouth — his  high,  broad  cheek-bones,  and  sunken  cheeks, 
each  of  which  when  he  laughed — which  he  did  often — collapsed  into 
a  perpendicular  hollow,  shooting  up  ghastiily  from  chin  to  cheek- 
bone— all  steeped  in  a  sullenness  and  squalor  not  born  of  the  jail, 
but  native  to  the  almost  deformed  face  of  the  leering  miscreant 
— inspired  not  fear,  for  the  aspect  \\as  scarcely  ferocious,  but  dis- 
gust and  abhorrence — so  utterly  loathsome  was  the  whole  hook  of 
the  reptile!  He  did  not  look  so  much  like  a  murderer  as  a 
resurrectionist — a  brute  that  would  grope  in  the  grave  for  the  dead 
rather  than  stifle  the  living — though,  to  be  sure,  that  required 
about  an  equal  degree  of  the  same  kind  of  courage  as  stifling  old 
drunk  women,  and  bedridden  old  men,  and  helpless  idiots — for  Daft 
Jamie  was  a  weak  crenture  in  body,  and  though  he  might  in  sore 
•ffright  have  tumbled  himself  and  his  murderer  off  the  bed  upon 
the  floor,  was  inrvipable  of  making  any  effort  deserving  the  name 
of  resistance. 

Shepherd.  Vvas  he  no  sorry  and  ashamed,  at  least  for  what  he 
had  dune  ? 

North  j%To  r.ore  than  if  he  had  killed  so  many  rabbits.  He  was 
ready  to  Inu'jh,  and  leer,  and  claw  his  elbow,  at  every  question  put 
TO  mm  w'licn  he  did  not  comprehend,  or  in  which  he  thought  he  heard 
something  funny  ;  his  sleep,  he  said,  was  always  sound,  and  that  ho 
"never  dreamed  none;"  he  was  much  tickled  by  the  question 
"  Did  he  believe  in  ghosts  T'  or  "  Did  he  ever  see  any  in  the 
dark?"  and  gobbled  out,  grinning  all  the  while  a  brutal  laugh,  an 
uncouth  expression  of  contempt  lor  such  foolery — and  then  mut- 
tering "  thank  God" — words  he  u>ed  more  than  once — callously, 
and  sullenly,  ftno  "vacantly  as  to  their  meaning,  he  thought — "that 
hi  had  done  P0'j>;ht  to  be  afeared  for;"  his  dialect  being  to  our  ears 


231  NOCTES    AMBR08IAN.S. 

• 

a  sort  of  slovenly  mixture  of  the  ''lower  than  the  lowest"  Irish,  and 
the  most  brutclike  of  the  most  sunken  "Coomberland." 

Shepherd.  Hark  ye,  sir, — ane  likes  to  hear  about  monsters.  \\'as 
Hare  a  strung  deevil  incarnate  ? 

North.  Not  very.  Sluggish  and  inert — but  a  heavier  and  more 
muscular  man  above  than  Hurke.  He  prided  himself,  however,  on 
his  strength,  and  vaunted  that  he  could  lift  five  sixty-five.s,  by  his 
teeth,  fastened  to  a  rope,  and  placed  between  his  knees.  But  it  was 
easy  to  see  he  lied,  ami  that  the  anecdote  was  but  a  trait  of  vanity; 
— the  look  he  had  in  all  things  of  an  abject,  though  perhaps  quarrel- 
some coward — and  his  brows  and  head  had  scars  of  wound  from 
stone  or  shilellah.  such  as  are  to  be  seen  on  the  head  and  brows  of 
many  a  brutal  craven. 

Shtpherd.  Did  ye  see  their  leddies? 

North.  Poor,  miserable,  bony,  skinny,  scranky,  wizened  jadea 
both,  without  the  most  distant  approach  to  good-look  ingnesa,  either 
in  any  part  of  their  form,  or  any  feature  of  (Jieir  face — peevish, 
sulky,  savage,  and  cruel,  and  evidently  familiar,  from  earliest  life, 
with  all  the  woe  ami  wretchedness  of  guilt  and  pol  ution — most 
mean  in  look,  manner,  mind,  dress — the  very  dregs  «-f  the  dregs 
of  prostitution.  Hare  has  most  of  the  she-devil.  She  looked  at 
you  brazen-faced ly,  and  spoke  with  an  affected  plaintive  voice, 
"gently  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman,"  and  held  her 
yellow,  "  yammering"  infant,  (the  image  of  its  father,)  ii>  her  arm 
—  in  prison  we  saw  her — as  if  it  were  a  bundle  of  rags — but  now 
and  then  looking  at  it  with  that  species  of  maternal  fondness,  with 
which  impostors  sit  on  house-steps,  staring  at  their  babies,  as  if  their 
whole  souls  yearned  towards  them — while  no  sooner  have  you 
passed  by,  than  the  angry  beggar  dashes  its  head,  to  make  it  cry 
better,  against  the  pavement. 

Tickler.  Prodigious  nonsense,  James,  was  written,  in  the  news- 
papers about  the  "dens"  of  the  monsters.  Bmke's  room  was  one 
of  the  m-atest  and  snuggest  little  places  1  ever  saw — walls  well 
plastered  and  washed — a  good  wood-floor— respectable  fire-place — 
and  light,  well-paned  window,  without  a  single  spider's  web.  You 
reached  the  room  by  g"i"g  along  a  comfortable,  and  t>y  no  means 
dark  passage,  about  liltet-n  feet  long — on  each  sid"  of  which  was  a 
room  inbal'ited,  the  one  h\  Mrs.  haw,  and  the  •  (her  by  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Connuway.  Another  short  pa-sage  (with  outer  and  inner  door 
of  course)  turned  off  into  the  dwelling  of  Mr.  Burke — the  only 
possible  way  of  making  it  a  room  by  itself — mid  the  character  of 
the  whole  Hat  "was  that  of  comfort  and  cheerfulness  to  a  degree 
Kcldorn  Mtvn  in  the  dwellings  of  the  poor.  Burke's  room,  therefore, 
MI  far  from  being  remote  or  solitary,  or  adapted  to  murder,  was  in 
the  \«'i  \  heart  of  life,  and  no  more  like  a  den  than  any  other  room 
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in  Edinburgh — say  that  in  which  we,  who  murder  nobody,  are  now 
sitting  at  supper.  Neither  was  any  other  murder  than  that  of 
"t'ould  woman"  there  perpetrated.  Yet  Sir  Walter  Scott,  it  was 
said,  declared,  that  with  all  his  wonderful  imagination,  he  could 
picture  to  himself  nothing  so  hideous.  Sir  Walter  is  not  given  to 
compliment  his  own  imagination  so — and  if  ever  he  saw  the  room, 
must  have  approved  of  it  as  a  room  of  a  very  comfortable  but 
commonplace  and  unpretending  character. 

Shepherd.  But  isna  Hare's  house  a  dread fu' place  ?  I  houp  it  is, 
sir? 

North.  It  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  close — and  I  presume  that  one 
house  must  always  be  at  the  bottom  of  a  close — but  the  flat  above 
Hare's  dwelling  was  inhabited,  and  two  of  his  apartments  are  large 
and  roomy,  well  fitted  for  a  range  of  chaff-beds,  but  not  particularly 
so  for  murder.  A  small  place,  eight  feet  or  ten  by  four  or  five, 
seems  to  have  been  formed  by  the  staircase  of  another  dwelling  and 
the  outer  wall,  and  no  doubt,  were  murder  committed  there,  it  would 
seem  a  murderous  place.  But  we  have  slept  in  such  a  place  fifty 
times,  without  having  been  murdered  ;  and  a  den,  consisting  of  two 
large  rooms,  with  excellent  fire-places  and  windows,  and  one  small 
one,  is  not,  to  our  apprehension,  like  the  den  of  a  fox  or  a  wolf,  nor 
yet  of  a  lion  or  a  tiger.  The  house  outside  looks  like  a  minister's 
manse.  But  I  am  getting  tedious  and  wearisome,  James! 

Shepherd.  No  you.  But  let  us  change  the  subject  a  wee.  I  houp, 
sirs,  you  baith  went  to  the  hanging  ? 

North.  We  intended  to  have  assisted  at  that  ceremony,  and  had 
taken  tickets  in  one  of  the  upper  boxes;  but  the  morning  was  raw 
and  rainy,  so  we  let  the. fiend  swing  away  into  perdition,  without  any 
visible  or  audible  testimony  of  our  applause. 

Shepherd.  The  congregation  behaved  maist  devootly  ? 

Tickler.  Like  Christians,  James.  Burke,  it  seems,  was  told  to  give 
the  signal  with  the  name  of  his  Saviour  on  his  lips  !  But  the  con- 
gregation, though  ignorant  of  that  profanation,  knew  that  the  demon, 
even  on  the  scaffold,  endured  neither  remorse  nor  penitence ;  and 
therefore,  natural,  and  just,  and  proper  shouts  of  human  vengeance 
assailed  the  savage  coward,  and  excommunicated  him  from  our  com- 
mon lot  by  yells  of  abhorrence  that  delivered  his  body  over  to  the 
hangman,  and  his  soul  to  Satan.* 

*  No  execution  had  excited  so  much  interest  in  Scotland  for  many  years.  Sir  Walter  Scott 
thus  chronicled  it  in  his  Diary  : — *'  Burke,  the  murderer,  was  hanged  this  morning.  The  mob, 
which  was  immen.se,  demanded  Knox  and  Hare,  but  though  greedy  for  more  victims,  received 
with  shouts  the  solitary  wretch  who  found  his  way  to  the  gallows  out  of  five  or  six  who  seism 
not  less  guilty  than  he."  Another  account,  which  I  received  from  a  person  who  was  present, 
was  that  over  20.000  persons  witnessed  the  execution.  When  Burke  appeared  on  the  scaffold 
there  arose  wild  shouts  as  if  from  ten  thousand  simultaneous  voices,  of  •'  Kurke  /urn  I—Give 
him  no  rnpe — Hang  t/lfftfiers. —  W  litre,  are  Knoi  and  Hare  ?"  When  he  was  turned  oft",  a 
loud  cry  of  joy  rent  the  air.  At  each  convulsive  motion  of  the  body,  in  the  agonies  of  death, 
the  multitude  shouted  thoir  delight,— huzzaing  a«  if  for  a  victory.  When  the  body  of  the  crira- 
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Shepherd.  Yet  a  puir,  senseless,  heartless  driveller  in  the  Courant, 
I  observed,  writing  for  a  penny  a  line,  sympatheezed  with  the 
Throttler,  and  daur'd  to  abuse  that  pious  congregation  as  a  ferocious 
n)ob.  Yea!  the  pitiful  hypocrite  absolutely  called  bloody  Burke 
"  their  victim  "! ! 

Tickler.  The  whining  cur  deserved  to  be  half-hanged  for  his  cant, 
and  re-su^itated  to  his  senses  in  Dr.  Knox's  shambles.  That  con- 
gregation of  twenty  thousand  souls  was  the  most  respectable  ever 
assembled  at  an  execution  ;  and  had  they  stood  mute  at  a  moment 
when  nature  demanded  they  >hould  salute  the  monster  with  curses 
both  loud  and  deep,  they  would  have  been  traitors  to  the  trust  con- 
fided to  every  human  heart, "and  brutally  insensible  to  the  "  deep 
damnation  of  (fair  taking  oft".''  whom  week  after  week  "the  victim'* 
had  smothered  with  those  fingers  now  clutched  in  prayer,  forsooth, 
but  at  home  and  free  from  awkwardness  only  when  engaged  in  mur- 
der; and  then  uniting  a  delicacy  with  a  strength  of  touch  decisively 
indicative  of  the  hand  of  a  master. 

Shepherd.  Independently  o'  a'  you  hae  sae  weel  said,  sir,  only  think 
o'  the  satisfaction  o'  safety  to  the  whole  city — a  selfish  but  unco 
natural  satisfaction — in  riddance  o'  the  monster.  Had  he  no  been 
found  out,  w  ha  mightna  hae  been  Burked,  Uared,  Macdougal'd,  and 
Knoxed,  during  the  current  year? 
-North.  James  Hogg,  to  a  dead  certainty. 

Shepherd.  Poo!  Puir  folk  thocht  o'  themselves  in  the  fate  o'  the 
saxteen  corpses — o'  iheir  fathers  and  mithers,  and  aiblins  idiot  brith- 
ers  or  sisters — and  therefore  they  hissed  and  shouted,  and  waved 
their  hauns  and  hats  ahoon  their  heads,  as  soon  as  the  carcass  o'  the 
ruftian  blackened  on  the  scaffold. 

Tickler.  And  the  beautiful  and  eternal  fitness  of  things  was  exem- 
plified to  their  souls'  full  desires,  in  the  rope  dangling  over  his  organ 
of  destructiveness  — 

Xorlh.  In  the  knot  fastened — I  was  glad  to  hear — behind  his  neck 
to  keep  him  in  pain  — 

Shepherd.  In  Hangs 's  allooin'  him  only  three  inches  o'  a  fa'  — 

Tickler.  In  the  funny  fashion  of  his  nightcap — put  on  between 
eight  and  nine  in  the  morning,  when  other  people  have  taken  theirs 
ofl' — 

Shepherd.  And  feenally,  in  that  consummating  swing,  "  here  we 
go  round  about,  round  about" — and  that  draw  in'  up  o'  the  knees, 
lhat  tells  death's  dourc — and  the  labor  o'  the  lungs  in  agony,  when 

ln»!  hoif  motionlc«  from  the  jral Iowa,  except  u  it  wu  pondulnuilf  tway»d  to  and  fro  bf 
lh«  wind  or  lU  own  weight  delight.  inxead  of  awe-»truck  hoiri.r.  ar-i^an-d  to  move  tho  ihou- 
Mndl  who  gascd  at  it  At  lot.  when  the  body  wu  rui  down,  ih'crc  Imrrt  thrw  cherr.  of 
hearty  tpplatiM  from  all,  and  it  ever  tbt  latt  minuter  of  the  law  »ere  ix.pular,  it  «a*  at  thM 
n  uuenl.— M. 
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you  can  breathe  neither  through  mouth  i.^r  nostrils,  and  a'  your  in- 
side is  workin'  like  a  barmy  barrel. 

North.  Did  the  Courant  idiot  expect  that  the  whole  congregation 
were  to  have  melted  into  tears  at  the  pathetic  appearance  of  "  their 
victim?"  The  Scottish  people — and  it  was  an  assemblage  of  the 
Scottish  people — are  not  such  slaves  of  the  hour.  They  will  not 
suffer  the  voice  of  deep-abhorring  nature  to  be  stifled  within  them  by 
the  decencies  due  to  a  hideous  man-monster  under  the  hands  of  the 
hangman.  Priests  .may  pray,  and  magistrates  may  beckon,  as  in 
duty  bound  ;  but  the  waves  of  the  sea  "  flowed  not  back  when  Canute 
gave  command  ";  and,  in  spite  of  clerical  and  lay  authorities,  the 
people  behaved  in  every  way  worthy  of  their  national  character. 

Shepherd.  Then  think  o'  sympathy,  sir,  workin'  in  the  power  c' 
antipathy — twenty  thousand  sowles  a'  inflamed  wi'  ae  passion — ancl 
that  passion  eye-fed  even  to  gloatin'  and  gluttony  by  the  sight  o' 
"  their  victim."  O,  sirs,  hoo  men's  sowles  fiver  through  their  een  ! 
In  love  or  hate  — 

Tickler.  I  am  credibly  informed,  James,  that  several  blind  men 
went  to  see  Burke  hanged. 

Shepherd.  That  was  real  curious.  They  had  kent  intuitively,  you 
see,  that  there  was  to  be  a  tremendous  shootin'.  They  went  to 
hear  him  hanged.  But  what  for  had  na  ye  a  lang  article  embracin' 
the  subject  ? 

North.  The  Edinburgh  newspapers,  especially  the  Mercury  and 
Chronicle,  were  so  powerful  and  picturesque,  that  really,  James, 
nothing  was  left  for  me  to  say  ;  besides,  1  did  not  see  how  1  could 
with  propriety  interfere  with  the  wish  to  hang  Hare,  or  any  one 
else  implicated  in  the  sixteen  murders;  and  therefore,  during  law 
proceedings,  meditated,  or  attempted,  I  kept  mute.  All  these  being 
now  at  an  end,  my  moulh  may  be  unsealed  ;  but,  at  present,  I  have 
really  little  to  say  on  the  sixteen  subjects. 

Shepherd.  Weel,  let's  hear  that  little. 

North.  First  and  foremost,  the  Lord  Advocate  and  Sheriff,  and 
all  the  lawyers  of  the  town,  did  their  duty  thoroughly  and  fearlessly; 
and  so  did  all  the  lawyers  for  their  prisoners,  Messrs.  Moncrieff, 
Cockburn,  Macneil,  Robertson,  and  others;  and  so  did  the  jury. 
The  jury  might,  with  safe  conscience,  have  found  Macdougal  guilty  ; 
but  with  a  safe  conscience,  they  found  the  libel  in  her  case,  Not 
Proven.  They  did  what,  on  the  whole,  was  perhaps  best. 

Shepherd.   \  doot  that. 

Tickler.  So  do  1. 

North.  So  perhaps  did  they  ;  but  let  her  live.  Death  is  one  pun- 
ishment, Life  another.  In  admitting  Hare  to  be  king's  evidence, 
the  Lord  Advocate  did  that  which  alone  could  have  brought  Burke  to 
the  gallows.  Otherwise,  the  whole  gang  \\onld  have  escaped,  and 
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might  hare  been  nt  murder  this  very  night.  In  including  the  three 
charges  in  one  indictment,  hi*  lordship  w:is  influenced  solely  by  that. 
feeling  for  the  prisoners,  which  a  humane  and  enlightened  man  mav 
entertain  even  for  the  most  atrocious  criminal,  consistently  with  jus- 
tice. Their  counsel  chose  otherwise,  and  the  event  was  the  same. 
The  attempt  to  try  Hare,  at  first  appeared  to  me  infamous  ;  but  in 
that  I  showed  mv  ignorance,  for  Mr.  Sandford  made  out  a  strong 
case  ;  but  Mr.  MacneiPs  masterly  argument  was  irresistible,  and  the 
decision  of  the  judges  entirely  right  —  although  I  do  not  say  that  the 
view  of  the  law  so  al»lv  given  by  Lords  Alloway  and  Gillies  was 
•wrong.  As  to  any  wish  in  any  quarter  to  shape  the  proceedings  so 
as  to  shield  Dr.  Knox,  that  idea  is  mere  childishness  and  absurdity, 
and  fit  only  for  the  old  women  whom  Burke  and  Hare  did  not  mur- 
der. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  to  hear  o'  that,  sir  ;  and  since  you  say.'t,  it 
maun  be  true.  But  what  o'  Dr.  Knox  ? 

North.  The  system  established  and  acted  on  in  the  dissecting- 
rooms  of  that  anatomist  is  manifestly  of  the  most  savage,  brutal, 
and  dreadful  character.  It  is  allowed  by  all  parlies,  that  not  a  sin- 
gle question  was  ever  put  —  or  if  ever,  mere  mockery  —  to  the 
wretches  who  came  week  after  week  with  uninterred  bodies 
crammed  into  tea-chests  —  but  that  each  corpse  was  eagerly  received, 
and  fresh  orders  issued  for  more.  Nor  is  there  any  reason  to  be- 
lieve, but  every  reason  to  believe  the  contrary,  that  had  the  mur- 
derers brought  sixty  instead  of  sixteen  murdered  corpses,  they 
would  not  have  met  an  in>tant  market. 

Shfplurd.   Fearsome  —  fearsome  ! 

Tickltr.  We  shall  suppose,  then,  that  not  :»  shade,  however  slight, 
of  suspicion  ever  crossed  Dr.  Knox's  mind,  or  the  minds  of  his 
assistant*.  What  follows?  That  they  knew  that  the  poorer  inhab- 
itant* of  Edinburgh  were  all  of  them  not  only  willing,  but  most 
eager  to  sell  the  bodies  of  their  husbands,  wives,  brothers,  and  sis- 
ters, and  sweethearts,  and  relations  in  general  :  for  if  these  two 
miscreants  could,  in  little  more  th  in  eight  months,  purchase  frorr. 
off  the  deathbed  sixteen  corpses,  pray  how  many  might  have  been 
purchased  in  that  time  by  a  sufficient  number  of  agents  ?  Unless 
the  practice  of  selling  the  dead  were  almost  universal,  and  known  by 
Dr.  Knox  and  his  assistants  to  be  M>,  uninterred  body  after  unin- 
terrt-d  body  brought  to  them  thus  must  have  struck  them  with  sur- 
prise and  astonishment.* 


•  Dr.  Robert  Tom»«.  of  New  York,  who  .ludi'd  medicine  and  i-irjrerjr  at  Edinburgh. 
1*10)  »n  1  a**uciaie<l  »nh  many  medical  men  who  (a*  connected  with  their  own  |>rofru:on.) 
lud  full  knowledge  of.  and  frequently  convened  about.  the«>  occurrence.,  n.-n  comp.vatiTtiT 
rr««nt  hu  been  to  obliging  »•  to  correct  mjr  general  recollection  by  hi«  <>wn  more  minute  and 
r*c*nt  information.  Dr.  Uob«rt  Knoi.  who  r».id«d  at  \»  Surgeon  Square.  Kdinbureh,  bad 
one  if  the  mo.1  extennre  private  anatomical  colle«ti'jn»  in  Karoo*.  H«»a»  an  admjr'.il  U 
r,  a*  a  lecture/  OB  anawiiij  n*«  ba<i  few  «qu».i,  aoJ  itu  clak*  wa*  tb« 
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Shepherd.  That's  conclusive,  sir. 

North.  How,  in  the  Mature  of  tilings,  could  Burke  and  Hare  have 
been  believed  endowed  \vilh  an  instinct  that  led  them  to  sixteen  dif- 
ferent houses  in  eight  months,  where  the  inmates  were  ready  to  sell 
their  dead,  to  the  doctors  1  Did  Dr.  Knox  and  his  assistants  believp 
that  these  two  wretches  were  each  like  a  vulture 

"  So  scented  the  Grim  Feature,  and  uptum'd 
His  nostril  wide  into  the  murky  air, 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  afar" — 

that  they  dropped  in  at  every  sick-room,  and  sounded  the  sitters  by 
the  dying  bed,  to  know  if  ihey  were  disposed  in  the  event  of  death, 
for  a  few  pounds  to  let  the  corpse  be  crammed  into  a  tea-chest,  and 
off  to  the  doctors  ? 

Shepherd.  1  canna  say  ;  but  they  can  best  answer  the  question 
themsells  — 

Nortli.  Ay,  and  they  shall  be  made  to  answer  the  questions/or  the 
subject  shall  be  probed  to  the  bottom,  nor  shall  either  fear  or  favor  hin- 
der me  from  spreading  the  result  all  over  Europe. 

Shepherd.  Ay,  America,  Asia,  and  Africa  too 

North.  The  Edinburgh  papers  have  spoken  out  manfully,  and  Dr. 
Knox  stands  arraigned  at  the  bar  of  the  public,  his  accuser  being- 
Human  Nature. 

Shepherd.   Of  what  is  he  accused  ? 

NortJi.  He  is  ordered  to  open  his  mouth  and  speak,  or  be  for  ever 
dumb.  Sixteen  uninterred  bodies — for  the  present  1  sink  the  word 
murdered — have  been  purchased,  within  nine  months,  by  him  and 
his,  from  the  two  brutal  wretches  who  lived  by  that  trade.  Let  him 
prove,  to  the  conviction  of  all  reasonable  men,  that  it  was  impossible 
'he  could  suspect  any  evil, — that  the  practice  of  selling  the  dead  was 


tsiiy  VCM,  a.iiu  a  uui-a-way  cuai.      i       1OXO|  ui«;  uin 
uch  notoriety,  Dr.  Knox  was  not  forty  years  old. — M, 
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so  general,  as  tc  6e  almost  universal  among  the  po-T  of  this  city,— . 
and  lhat  he  knew  it  to  be  NO — and  then  we  shall  send  hi>  vindication 
abmad  on  all  (he  winds  of  heaven. 

Tickler.  Does  he  dare  to  presume  to  command  all  mankind  to  b« 
mute  on  such  a  series  of  dreadful  transaction.-,]  Does  he  not  know 
that  he  stands,  at  this  hour,  it:  the  nn»l  hideous  predicament  in 
which  a  man  can  staiiil — in  that  of  the  suspicled  accomplice  or  en- 
Oourager  of  unparalleled  murderers] 

North.  If  wholly  and  entirely  innocent,  he  need  not  fear  that  he 
shall  IK?  aide  to  establish  his  innocence.  Give  me  the  materials,  and 
I  will  do  it  for  him  ;  but  he  is  not  now  the  victim  of  some  wild  and 
foolish  calumny  ;  the  whole  world  shudders  at  the  transactions;  and 
none  but  a  base,  blind,  brutal  beast  can  at  this  moment  dare  to  de- 
clare "Dr.  Knox  stands  free  from  all  suspicion  of  being  accessory 
to  murder." 

Shepherd.  Your  offer  to  vindicate  him  is  like  yourself,  sir, — and 
tis  like  yourself  to  utter  the  sentiments  that  have  now  Honed  from 
your  fearless  lips. 

North.  It  innocent,  still  he  caused  tho<e  murders.  But  for  the 
accursed  s\stem  he  and  his  assistants  acted  on,  only  two  or  three 
experimental  murders  would  have  been  perpetrated  —  unless  wo 
must  believe  that  other — nay,  all  other  lecturers  would  have  done 
as  he  did,  which,  in  my  belief,  would  be  wickedly  to  belie  the  charac- 
ter of  our  anatomies. 

Slxpherd.  I>  t  true  that  his  class  received  him,  in  consequence  of 
these  horrid  disclosures,  with  three  cheers? 

North.  Though  alnu»t  incredible,  it  is  true.  But  that  savage  yell 
within  those  blood-stained  walls,  is  no  more  to  ihe  voice  of  the 
public,  than  so  much  squeaking  and  grunting  in  a  pig-sty  during  a 
btorm  of  thunder.  Ik-sides,  many  of  those  who  thus  disgraced 
themselves  and  their  human  nature,  were  implicated  in  the  charge; 
and  instead  of  serving  to  convince  any  one,  out  of  the  shambles,  of 
their  own  or  their  lecturer's  innocence,  it  has  had,  and  must  have 
had,  the  very  opposite  effect— exhibiting  a  nifl'nin  recklessness  of 
general  opinion  and  feeling  on  a  most  appalling  subject,  as  yet  alto 
Aether  unexplained,  and,  as  many  think,  incapable  of  any  explana- 
tion that  w  ill  remove  from  the  public  mind,  even  in  its  calmest 
mood,  the  most  horrible  and  damning  suspicions.  The  shouts  and 
cheers  at  Burke's  appearance  on  the  HOI  Hold,  were  right — human 
nature  being  constituted  as  it  is — but  the  shouts  and  cheers  on  Dr. 
Kn«x'A  appearance  at  the  table  where  so  many  of  Bnike's  victims 
had  been  dittsvcifd,  after  having  been  murdered,  were  "  horrible, 
mo*t  horrible,"  and  calculated — whatever  mat  be  their  effect  oil 
more  thinking  minds  — to  confirm  in  those  of  the  populace  the  con* 
rictioti  ili.it  tii.-j,  are  .ill  a  gang  of  murderers  together,  and  deter 
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mined  to  insult,  in  horrid  exultation,  all  the  deepest  feelings  of  hu- 
manity— without  which  a  people  would  be  a  mob  more  fierce  and 
fell  than  the  concentrated  essence  of  the  Burkes,  the  Hares,  and  the 
Macdougals. 

Shepherd.  Ae  thing's  plain — that  whatever  may  be  the  case  wi' 
ither  anatomists,  here  or  elsewhere,  Dr.  Knox  at  least  has  nae  right 
to  ca'  on  the  legislature  for  some  legal  provision  for  the  procurin'  o' 
dead  bodies  for  dissection.  The  legislature,  on  the  ither  hand,  has 
a  better  right  to  ca' on  him  for  a  revision  o'  the  laws  regulatin'  his 
airi  system.  Some  writers,  I  see,  blame  the  magistrates  o'  Edin- 
burgh, and  some  the  polish,  and  some  the  London  Parliament  House, 
for  a'  thae  murders — but  I  canna  help  blamin',  especially,  Burke  and 
Hare — and  neist  to  them  Dr.  Knox  and  his  assistants.  Naebody 
believes  in  ghosts  in  touns,  but  every  body  believes  in  ghosts  in  the 
kintra.  Let  either  Hare  or  Knox  sleep  a'  night  in  a  lanely  wood, 
wi'  the  wund  roarin'  in  the  tap  branches  o'  the  pines,  and  cheepin  in 
the  side  anes,  and  by  skreich  o'  day  he  will  be  seen  fly  in'  wi'  his 
hair  on  end,  and  his  een  jumpin'  out  o'  their  sockets,  doon  into  the 
nearest  toon,  pursued,  as  he  thinks,  by  saxteen  ghaists  a'  in  a  row 
\vi'  Daft  Jamie  at  their  head,  caperin'  like  a  paralytic  as  he  was, 
and  lauching  like  to  split,  wi'  a  mouth  drawn  a'  to  the  ae  side,  at  the 
doctor  or  the  doctor's  man,  distracted  at  the  sicht  o' sae  mony  spirits 
demandin'  back  their  ain  atomies. 

North.  It  is  an  ugly  business  altogether,  James;  far  worse  than 
the  Chaldean  MS. 

Shepherd.  Ah  !  you  deevil ! 

Tickler.  Hollow.  North,  into  the  ear  of  Dionysius,  that  Ambrose 
may  appear  like  a  spirit,  and  sweep  away  reliquias  Danaum. 

North.  Man  is  the  slave  of  habit.  So  accustomed  have  I  been  to 
pull  this  worsted  bell-rope,  that  I  never  remember  the  ear.  Am- 
brose !  Ambrose  !  Ho  iero  !  (£Jnter  Signor  AMBROSIO.) 

Tickler.  Picardy,  wheel  out,  and  wheel  in. 

(PICARDY  and  SIR  DAVID  GAM  wheel  out  the  oblony  Supper- 
Tu.ble  through  the  Folding  Doors,  and  the  Circular  Glen  tilt 
Marble  Slab  into  a  warmer  ;lintate.) 

Shepherd.  In  another  month,  sirs,  the  Forest  will  be  as  green  as 
the  summer  sea  rolling  in  its  foam-crested  waves  in  moonlight.  You 
maun  come  out.  You  maun  baith  come  out  this  spring. 

North.  I  will.  Every  breath  of  air  we  draw  is  terrestrialized  or 
etherealized  by  imagination.  Our  suburban  air,  round  about  Edin- 
burgh, especially  down  towards  the  sea,  must  be  pure,  James;  and 
yet,  my  fancy  being  haunted  by  these  easterly  haars,  the  finest 
atmosphere  often  seems  to  me  afloat  with  the  foulest  atoms.  My 
mouth  is  as  a  vortex,  that  engulfs  all  the  stray  wool  and  feathers  in 
'  VOL.  III.— 17 
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the  \icinity.  In  the  country,  and  nowhere  more  than  on  the  Tweed 
or  the  Yarrow,  I  inhale  always  the  gas  of  Paradise.  I  look  about 
me  for  flowers,  and  1  see  none — hut  feel  the  breath  of  thousands. 
Country  smokt-  fioiu  cottages  or  kilns,  or  burning  heather,  is  not 
like  town  smoke.  It  ascends  into  clouds  on  which  angels  und  de- 
parted spirits  may  repose. 

Shepl.crd.  O'  a'  kintia  nouns,  which  do  you  like  best,  sir? 

jVor/A.  The  crowing  of  cocks  before,  at,  and  after  sunrise.  They 
are  like  clocks  all  set  by  the  sun.  Some  hoarsely  scrunching, 
James — some  with  a  long,  clear,  silver  chime — and  now  and  then  a 
hit  bantam  crowing  twice  for  the  statelier  chanticleer's  once — and, 
by  fancy's  eye,  seen  strutting  and  sidling  up,  in  his  impudence,  to 
hens  of  the  laigest  size,  not  unaverse  to  the  flirtation  of  the  feathery 
legged  coxcomb. 

Shepherd.  Few  folk  hae  seen  oftener  than  me  Natur'  gettin'  up 
i'  the  mornin'.  It's  no  possible  to  help  personifyin'  her  first  into  a 
goddess,  and  then  into  a  In. man  — 

Tickler.  ThiTe  a«:am,  James. 

Shepherd.  She  sleeps  a'  nicht  in  her  claes,  yet  they're  never 
runkled  ;  her  awakening  face  she  tuins  up  dewy  to  the  sun,  and 
Zeph\ r  wipes  it  wi'  his  wing  without  distnrbin'  its  dreamy  expres- 
sion ;  never  see  ye  her  hair  in  paper*,  for  crisp  and  curly,  far- 
streamin'  and  \\  ide-wavin'  are  her  locks,  as  alternate  shadows  and 
sunbeams  dancin'  on  the  dancin'  music  o*  some  joxous  river  rollin' 
awa  to  the  far-afl'  sea  ;  her  ee  is  heaven — her  brow  the  marbled 
cloud>.  and  after  a  iang  doon-gazing,  serene  and  spiritual  look  o' 
hersell,  brcathin'  her  ot  iMin-prax  i-rs,  in  the  refleetin'  magic  o'  some 
loch  like  an  inland  ocean,  stately  steps  she  frae  the  East,  and  a'  that 
meet  her — tnair  especial  I  \  llie  Poet,  w  ha  draps  dooii  amid  the 
heather  in  devotion  on  his  knees — kens  that  slie  is  indeed  the  Queen 
of  the  whole  I  inverse. 

Tirlcltr.    Ilictdit   IJegina. 

I^nrlli.  Then  what  a  hr«akfa«t  at  Mount  Heiiger,  after  A  stroll  to 
and  fro1  the  Loch!  One  devour-  the  nioM.  material  breakfast 
hpiritually  ;  au-1  none  of  the  ethereal  particles  are  lost  in  such  a 
meal. 

Shepherd.  Ethereal  pnrtides!     \Vhat  are  they  like? 

Jforlh.  Of  the  soul,  .lames.  Wordswoith  sax  s,  in  his  own  bcru- 
tiful  way,  of  a  sparrow's  nest, 

"  l/><>k,  five  blue  r(ffj«  ni'«'  ^Ifiiiiiinjf  tlit-re' 
F«'W  Mhi<>ii»  liiivo  I  81-j-ii  mure  fair, 
N"r  many  |>r<*|n-ct»  <T  <l«'li^lit 
More  totic-lniig  lliiui  lluii  .-imjili'  eight  1" 

But  five  or  six,  or  perhaps  u  dozen,  white  hen-eggs  gleaming  th*-re— 
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all  on  a  most  lovely,  a  most  beautiful,  a  most  glorious  round  white 
plate  of  crockery — is  a  sight  even  more  simple  and  more  touching 
still. 

Tickler.  What  a  difference  between  caller  eggs  and  caller 
baddies ! 

North.  About  the  same  as  between  a  rural  lassie  stepping  along 
the  greensward,  like  a  walking  rose  or  lily  endued  with  life  by  the 
touch  of  a  fairy's  wand,  and  a  lodging-house  Girrzzie  laying  down  a 
bakie  fu'  o'  ashes  at  the  mouth  of  a  common  stair. 

Shepherd.  North — you're  a  curious  cretur. 

Tickler.  You  must  excuse  him — for  he  is  getting  into  his  pleasant 
though  somewhat  prosy  dotage. 

Shepherd.  A'  men  begin  to  get  into  a  kind  o'  dotage  after  five- 
and-twenty.  They  think  theirsells  wiser,  but  they're  only  stupider. 
The  glory  o'  the  heaven  and  earth  has  a'  flown  by  ;  there's  some- 
thing gane  wrang  wi'  the  machinery  o'  the  peristrephic  panorama, 
and  it'll  no  gang  roun' — nor  is  there  ony  great  matter,  for  the 
colors  hae  faded  on  the  canvas,  and  the  spirit  that  pervaded  the 
picture  is  dead. 

Tickler.  Poo,  poo,  James.     You're  haverin. 

North.  Do  you  think,  rny  dear  James,  that  there  is  less  religion 
now  than  of  old  in  Scotland  ? 

Shepherd.  I  really  eanna  say,  sir.  At  times  1  think  there  is  even 
less  sunshine;  at  least,  that  a'  that  intensely  bricht  kind  of  heavenly 
licht  that  used  to  wauken  me  in  the  mornings  when  a  boy,  by 
dancin'  on  my  face,  is  extinct,  or  withdrawn  to  anither  planet;  and 
yet  reason  serves  to  convince  me  that  the  sun  canna  be  miickle  the 
waur  o'  haen  been  shining  these  forty  last  years  o'  his  life,  arid  that 
the  fault  maun  lie  in  the  pupil  o'  the  iris  o'  my  twa  auld  hazy  een 
— neither  can  I  see  cause  why  dew-draps  and  blaeberries  should  be 
less  beaufifu'  than  o'  yore,  though  certain  sure  they  seem  sae — and 
\varst  o'  a',  the  faces  o'  the  fairest  maidens,  whether  in  smiles  or  in 
tears,  seem  noo-a-days  to  want  that  inexpressible  spirit  o'  joy  or 
grief — a  loveliness  breathed  on  them  from  climes  and  regions  afar 
— that  used  to  gar  my  heart  quake  within  me  whenever  I  came 
within  the  balm  o'  their  breath,  or  the  waving  o'  thrir  hair — yet  J 
wad  fain  believe,  for  the  sake  o'  the  Flowers  o'  the  Forest,  that  rapt 
youth  still  sees  the  beauty  that  some  film  or  other  now  veils  from 
my  eyes. 

Tickler.  Hem  ! 

Shepherd.  And  which  they  must  see  nevermore,  till  after  the  shades 
o'  death  they  reopen  with  renovated  power  in  heaven.  Auld  folk, 
I  remember,  in  my-youth,  were  aye  complainin'  o'  some  great  loss 
— some  total  taking  away — some  dim  eclipse — just  as  we,  sirs,  aften 
do  now — then  I  lauehed  to  hear  them,  but  now  1  could  amaist  weep! 
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Alas!  even  memory  o'  the  Trysting  II«»ur  is  but  a  dream  of  a 
dream!  But  what  a  dream  it  was !  I  never  see  "a  milk-white 
thorn"  without  fa'in'  into  a  strange  swoon  o'  the  s<»ul,  as  if  she  were 
struggling  to  renew  her  youth,  and  swarf 'd  awa'  in  the  unavailing 
effort  to  renew  the  mysterious  laws  o'  natur. 

North.  I  fear  there  is  less  superstition  now,  James,  in  the  pea 
sant's  heart  than  of  old — that  the  understanding  has  invaded  th« 
glimmering  realms  of  the  imagination. 

Shepherd.  Tak  ony  religious  feeling,  and  keep  intensifying  it  by 
the  power  o'  solitary  meditation,  and  you  feel  it  growin'  into  a 
superstitious  ane — and  in  like  manner  get  deeper  and  deeper  into 
the  heart  o'  the  nnstery  «»'  a  superstitious  ane,  and  you  then  dis- 
cover it  to  be  religious  !  Mind  being  nursed  in  matter  must  aye  be 
superstitious.  Superstition  is  like  the  gloom  round  a  great  oak 
tree.  Religion  is  like  the  tree  itsell — darkenin'  the  earth  wi* 
branches  growin'  by  means  o'  the  lieht  o'  heaven. 

North.  I  fear  Christianity,  James,  is  too  often  taught  merely  as  a 
system  of  morals. 

Sliejtherd.  That's  the  root  o'  the  evil,  sir,  where  there  is  evil  in 
Scotland.  Such  ministers  deaden,  by  their  plain,  practical  preaching, 
the  Mii>liinest  aspirations  of  the  soul — and  thus  is  the  IJiMe  in  the 
poor  man's  house  often  "shorn  of  its  beams.1'  There  is  mair 
slet-pin'  in  kirks  noo  than  of  old — though  the  sermons  are  shorter—- 
and the  private  worship  throughout  all  the  parish  insensibly  loses 
its  unction  aneath  a  <  auM-rilr  moral  preacher.  Many  fountains  are 
shut  up  in  men's  hearts  that  used  to  flow  perennially  to  the  touch  <>' 
fear.  It's  a  salutary  state  aye  to  feel  anesell,  when  left  to  anesell 
a  helpless  sinner.  How  pride  hardens  a'  the  heart!  and  how  hu- 
mility saftens  it!  till  like  a  meadow  it  is  owerrnn  v\i'  thousands  o' 
iMMiniu  wee  modest  flowers — flock  succeeding  flm-k,  and  aye  some 
visible,  pee |  in'  ever  through  the  winier  snaws!  . 

North.  \  fear,  James,  that  a  sort  of  silly  superficial  religion  is 
diffusing  itself  very  widely  over  Edinburgh. 

Sliqjlienl.  Especially,  which  is  a  pity,  over  the  young  leddios, 
who  are  afraid  to  wear  fc'»ther»  on  their  heads,  ur  pcarlins  on  their 
bosoms — sue  great  is  the  sin  o'  adoinin'  the  flesh. 

No*lh.  The  sdf-dul)bed  evangelicals  are  not  very  consistent  on 
that  srore,  James — for  saw  ye  ever  one  of  the  set  to  whom  nature 
had  given  good  ankles  thut  did  not  wear  rather  shortish  petticoats; 
or  one  gummy,  that  did  not  carefully  conceal  her  clumsiness  alike 
from  *aint  ai.d  sinner* 

Shepherd.  Puir  things!  natur'  will  work  within  them — and  even 
them  ihut  forsakes  the  warld,  as  they  ca't,  hae  a  gude  stomach  for 
some  o1  the  grossest  o'  its  enjoy  men  ts,  t>ic  as  catiti*  and  drinkin1,  and 
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lyin'  on  sofab  or  in  bed  a'  day,  in  a  sort  o1  sensual  doze,  which  they 
pretend  to  think  spiritual — forsakin'  the  warld,  indeed  ! 

North.  I  never  yet  knew  one  instance  of  a  truly  pretty  girl  for- 
saking the  world,  except,  perhaps,  that  her  hair  might  have  time  to 
grow,  after  having  been  shaven  in  a  fever — or  — 

Shepherd.  Or  a  sudden  change  o'  fashion,  when  she  cudna  afford 
to  buy  new  things,  and  therefore  pretended  to  be  unusually  religions 
for  a  season  —  weary  in'  a'  the  time  for  the  sicht  o'  some  male  cretur 
in  her  suburban  retirement,  were  it  only  for  the  face  o'  the  young 
baker  wha  brings  the  baps  in  the  morning  wi'  u  hairy  cap  on — or 
some  swarth  Italian  callant  wi'  a  board  o'  images. 

Tickler.  Yes- -religious  ladies  never  recollect  that  eating  for  the 
sake  of  eating,  and  not  for  mere  nourishment,  is  the  grossest  of  all 
sensualities.  It  never  occurs  to  them  that  in  greedily  and  glut- 
tonously cramming  in  fat  things  down  their  gratified  gullets,  they 
are  at  each  mouthful  virtually  breaking  all  the  ten  commandments. 

North.  All  washed  over  with  ale  and  porter! 

Shepherd.   Into  ane  stomach  like  the  Dead  Sea.     Maist  nauseous  ! 

Tickler.  Salmon,  hodge-podge,  peas  and  pork,  goose  and  apple- 
sauce, plum-pudding  and  toasted  cheese,  all  floating  in  a  squash  of 
malt  in  the  stomach  of  an  evangelical  young  lady,  who  has  forsaken 
the  world  ! 

Shepherd.  There's  nae  denying  that  rnaist  o'  them's  gutsy.  But 
the  married  evangelical  leddies  are  waur  than  the  young  anes  ;  for 
they  egg  on  their  husbands  to  be  as  great  gluttons  as  themselves; 
and  I've  seen  them  noddin'  and  winkin',  and  makin'  mouths  to  their 
men,  that  sic  or  sic  a  dibh  was  nice  and  fine,  wi'  the  gravy  a'  the 
while  runnin'  out  o'  the  corners  o'  their  mouths;  or  if  no  the  gravy, 
just  the  natural  juice  o'  their  ain  palates  waterin'  at  the  thocht  o' 
something  savory,  just  as  the  chops  o'  Bronte  there  water  when  he 
sits  up  on  his  hinder  end,  and  gies  a  lang  laigh  yowl  for  the  fat  tail 
o'  a  roasted  leg  o'  mutton. 

North.  In  youngish  evangelical  married  people,  who  have  in  a 
great  measure  forsaken  the  world,  such  behavior  makes  me  squeamish, 
and  themselves  excessively  greasy  over  their  whole  face;  so  greasy 
indeed,  that  it  is  next  to  a  physical  impossibility  to  wash  it,  the 
water  running  off  it  as  off  oilskin. 

Tickler.  Byron  it  was,  I  think,  who  did  not  like  to  see  women 
eat.  Certainly  I  am  so  far  an  Oriental  that  I  do  not  like  to  see  a 
woman  eat  against  her  husband,  as  if  it  were  for  a  wager.  Her 
eyes,  during  feed,  should  not  seem  starting  from  their  sockets;  nor 
the  veins  in  her  forehead  to  swell  in  sympathy  with  her  alimentary 
canal ;  nor  the  sound  of  her  grinders  to  be  high ;  nor  loud  masti- 
cation to  be  followed  by  louder  swallow  :  nor  ought  she,  when  the 
"  fames  edendi"  has  been  removed,  to  gather  herself  up  like  mill* 
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hostess  of  the  Hen  and  Chickens,  and  giving  herself  a  shake,  then 
fold  her  red-ringed  paws  across  her  well-filled  stomach,  and  give 
vent  to  her  entire  satisfaction  in  a  long,  deej>,  pious  sigh,  by  way  of 
grace  alter  meat. 

iV'-rth.  The  essence  of  religion  is  its  spirituality.  It  refines — • 
pii rilies— elevates  all  our  finer  feelings,  us  far  as  flesh  and  blood  will 
ailow. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  it's  a  desperate  thing,  that  flesh  and  blude !  Can 
you,  Mr.  North,  form  ony  idea  o'  the  virtue  o'  a  disembodied,  or 
rather  o'  an  unembodied  spirit — a  spirit  that  nevec-was  thirsty,  that 
never  was  hungry,  that  never  was  cauld,  that  never  was  sick,  that 
never  felt  its  heart  loup  to  its  mouth  (how  could  it?)  at  the  kiss  o' 
the  lips  o'  a  young  la*>ie  sittin1  in  the  same  plaid  wi'  you,  on  the 
hillside,  unmindfu  o'  the  blashing  sleet,  and  inhabiting  within  thae 
worsted  faulds,  the  very  heart  o'  balmy  paradise? 

North.  It  must  be  something  very  different,  at  any  rate,  James, 
from  the  nature  of  an  evangelical  lady  of  middle  age,  and  much 
rotundity,  smiling  greasily  on  her  greasy  husband,  for  another  spoon- 
ful of  stuffing  out  of  the  goose;  and  while  engaged  in  devouring 
him,  ogling  a  roasted  pig  with  an  orange  in  its  mouth,  the  very 
image  of  a  human  squeaker  of  an  age  fit  for  Mr.  \Vilderspiu's  in 
funt  school. 

Tickler.  Infant  schools!  There  you  see  education  driven  to  ab- 
surdity that  must  soon  sicken  any  rational  mind. 

North.  What  can  we  know,  Tickler,  about  infants?  "He  speaks 
to  us  \\  ho  never  had  a  child." 

Shepherd.  But  I  have  had  mony.  and  I  prophesy,  that  in  three 
years  there  shall  not  bean  infant  school  in  nil  Scotland.  Nae  doubt, 
in  great  towns  it  might  often  be  of  great  advantage  to  children  and 
parents,  that  the  bit  infants  should  be  better  cared  for  and  looked 
after  than  they  are,  when  the  parents  are  at  work,  or  necessarily 
from  home.  l>ut  to  hop*;  to  be  able  to  do  this  permanently,  on  a 
regular  system  of  infant  schools,  proves  an  utter  ignorance  of  human 
feelings,  and  of  the  structure  of  human  society.  It  is  unnatural, 
and  tin-  attempt  will  soon  fall  oul  of  the  hand  of  weak  enthusiasts, 
nnd  expire. 

North.  It  is  amusing,  James — is  it  not?  — to  see  how  ready  an 
evangelical  }<>ung  lady  is  to  marry  the  first  reprobate  who  asks  her 
— under  the  delusion  of  believing  that  she  is  rich. 

Til-Icier.   But  she  first  converts  him,  you  know. 

Shepherd.  Na,  na.  It's  him  that  converts  her,  and  it's  no  ill  to  do. 
If  she  really  hae  cash — sae  a  thoosnn*  poiin' — madam  a»ks  few  ques- 
tions, but  catches  at  the  captain.  Thcie  is  an  end  then  o'  her  Sun- 
day M-lioo!*,  and  her  catechizing*,  and  her  preachin'  o'  the  word. 
She  flings  aft"  the  hypocrite,  and  is  converted  into  the  bauld  randy 
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like  wife  o'  a  subaltern  officer  in  the  grenadier  company  o'  an  Eerish 
regiment;  flauntin'  in  a  boyne-like  bannet  in  the  front  row  o'  a  box 
in  the  theatre,  unco  like  ane  o'  the  hizzies  up  in  the  pigeon-holes,  and 
no  thinkin'  shame  to  launch  at  double  entendres !  Ithers  o' them 
again  mak  up  to  weak  young  men  o'  a  serious  turn  and  good  income  ; 
marry  in'  some  o'  them  by  sly  stratagem,  and  some  by  main  force. 

North.  But  of  them  all  alike,  without  one  single  exception,  the  aim 
— with  various  motives — is  still  the  same — marriage. 

Tickler.  Come,  come,  Kit,  not  all,  1  know  to  the  contrary. 

North.  All  the  self-dubbed  evangelicals.  For  love,  or  for  money, 
they  are  all  eager  to  marry  at  a  week's  notice,  and  they  are  all  of  them 
ready  to  jump  at  an  offer,  on  to  a  very  advanced  period  of  mortal 
existence.  From  about  fifty  on  to  sixty-five,  they  are  still  most 
susceptible  of  the  tender  passion  ;  rather  than  not  have  a  husband, 
they  will  marry 

"  Toothless  bald  decrepitude," 

as  I  have  known  in  many  instances,  and  absolutely  pretend  to  get 
sick  in  company  a  month  or  two  after  the  odious  event,  as  if  they 
were  as  "  ladies  wish  to  be  who  love  their  lords,"  and  about,  ere 
long,  to  increase  the  number  of  Mr.  Wilderspin's  infant  scholars! 

Tickkr.  What  a  contrast  does  all  this  present  to  the  character  and 
conduct  of  the  true  and  humble  Christian — mild,  modest,  unpretend- 
ing. 

Shepherd.  And  always  without  exception,  beautifu' ;  for  the  hame- 
liest  countenance  becomes  angelical  when  overspread  for  a  constancy 
with  the  spirit  of  that  religion  that  has  "shown  us  how  divine  a  thing 
a  woman  may  be  made  !  " 

Tickler.  I  see  her  sitting,  serene,  but  not  silent,  her  smiles  frequent, 
and  now  and  then  her  sweet  silvery  laugh  not  unheard,  in  a  dress 
simple  as  simple  may  be,  in  unison  with  a  graceful  elegance  that 
Nature  breathed  over  "  that  lady  of  her  own." 

North.  I  forget  her  name,  my  dear  friend — you  mean  Lucy  1 

Tickler.  Whom  else  in  heaven  or  on  earth? 

Shepherd.  Ay,  there  are  thousans  on  thousans  o'  Lucys,  who  walk 
in  their  innocence  and  their  happiness  beneath  the  light  of  Christian- 
ity, knowing  not  how  good  they  are,  and"  in  the  holy  inspiration  o' 
Nature  doing  their  duty  to  God  and  man,  almost  without  knowing 
t  so  sublime  a  simplicity  is  theirs. 

North.  Of  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

Shepherd.  Nae  backbiting — nae  envy — nae  uncharitableness — nae 
exaggeration  o'  trifles — nae  fear  o'  the  face  o'  the  knave  o'  spades  at 
an  innocent  game  o'  cards,  played  to  please  some  auld  leddy  that  in 
the  doze  o'  decent  dotage  canna  do  without  some  amusement  or  ither 
that  requires  little  thocht,  but  waukens  up  some  kindlin's  o'  aimless 


NOCTES   AMBROSIANJS. 

feeling — nae  fear,  and  but  sma'  fondness  for  dancin',  except  where 
she's  gotten  a  pleasant  partner — a  cretur  that  does  na  start  at  shad- 
ows, because  she  walks  in  licht — that  kens  by  thinkin'  on  her  am 
heart  what  in  this  try  in'  life  should  be  guarded  against  in  tremblin*, 
and  what  indulged  in  withouten  reproach — a  lassie  that  does  nn 
eternally  keep  rinnin'  after  new  preachers,  but  sits  in  the  same  pew 
in  the  same  kirk — an  angel 

Tickler.  "  Like  heavenly  Una  with  her  milk-white  lamb,"  in  the 
light  of  whose  beauty  her  father's  house  rejoiceth,  and  is  breathed  over 
by  a  shade  of  sadness  only  for  a  few  weeks  after  she  has  been  wafted 
away  on  the  wings  of  love  to  bless  the  home  of  a  husband,  won  iicore 
by  the  holy  charm  of  her  filial  affection  than  even  by  the  breath  of 
the  sighs  that  poured  forth  her  speechless  confession  on  his  own  bo- 
som fast  beating  to  the  revelation  of  her  virgin  love. 

Shtphcrd.  That's  no  sae  ill  expressed,  sir,  for  an  auld  bachelor; 
but  the  truth  is,  that  in  the  course  o'  life  a'  the  best  capacities  o' 
human  feeling  expand  themselves  out  into  full  growth  in  the  bosom 
o'  a  gude  man,  even  under  the  impulses  o'  imagination,  just  the  same 
as  if  he  had  had  a  real  wife  and  weans  o'  his  ain  ;  and  aiblins,  his 
feelings  are  even  mair  divine  from  being  free  o'  the  doon-draught  o' 
realities;  idealeezed  as  it  were  by  love  rejoicin'  in  its  escape  from 
the  thraldom  o'  necessity. 

North.  James,  you  always  speak  such  poetry  at  our  Nodes  that  I 
grieve  you  write  it  now  so  seldom  or  never. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  1  hae  written  my  best;  and  bad  as  that  may 
DC,  my  name  will  have  a  sort  o'  existence  through  the  future  in  the 
Forest.  Won't  it,  sir? 

Jforth.   No  fear  of  that,  James. 

Shepherd.  Then  I  am  satisfied. 

Tickler.  \  hardly  understand  the  nature  of  the  desire  for  posthu- 
mous fame. 

Sheplurd.  Nor  me  neither.  But  the  truth  is,  I  understand  nae- 
thing.  That  I  love  to  gaze  on  a  rose  and  a  rainbow,  and  a  wall-flower 
on  a  castle,  and  a  wreath  o'  snaw,  and  a  laverock  in  the  licht,  and  a 
dewie  Htarnie,  and  a  bit  bonnie  wee  pink  shell,  and  an  inseck  dancin' 
like  a  diamond,  and  a  glimmer  o'  the  moon  on  water,  be  it  a  great 
wide  Highland  loch,  or  ony  a  srna'  fountain  or  well  in  the  wilder- 
ness, and  on  a  restless  wave,  and  on  a  steadfast  cloud,  and  on  face  o' 
a  lisping  child  that  means  amaist  naething,  and  the  face  o1  a  mute 
maiden  that  means  amaist  every  thing — that  I  love  to  gaze  at  a'  these, 
and  a  thuusan'  things  beside  in  heaven  and  on  earth  that  are  dreamt 
of  in  my  philosophy,  my  beatin'  heart  tells  me  every  day  I  live; 
but  the  why  and  the  wherefore  are  generally  hidden  frae  me,  and 
whenever  1  strive  for  the  reason,  my  soul  sinks  away  down  and  down 
into  a  depth  that  seems  half  air  and  half  water,  and  I  am  like  a  man 
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drovvin'  in  a  calm,  and  as  he  drowns,  feelin'  as  if  he  were  descendin' 
to  the  coral  palaces  o'  the  mermaids,  where  a'  things  are  beautifu' 
but  unintelligible,  and  after  wanderin'  about  a  while  under  the  saftly- 
looining  climate,  up  again  a'  at  once  into  the  every-day  world,  in 
itself,  o'  a  gude  truth,  as  beautifu'  and  unintelligible  too  asony  warld 
in  the  heavens  above  or  in  the  waters  underneath  the  earth. 

North.  Posthumous  fame ! 

Shepherd.  What's  mair  nor  ordinar  extraordinar  in  that  ?  We 
love  our  kind,  and  we  love  our  life — and  we  love  our  earth — and  we 
love  oursells.  Therefore,  being  immortal  creatures,  we  love  the 
thocht  of  never  being  forgotten  by  that  kind,  and  in  that  life,  and  on 
that  earth.  We  all  desire,  we  all  hope  to  be  held  in  remembrance 
for  a  shorter  or  a  langer  time — but  only  them  that  has  done  or  said, 
or  sung  something  imperishable,  extend  that  desire  into  a  limitless 
future — coexisting  without  walks — when  they  perish  we  perish  too, 
and  are  willing  to  perish.  But  be  so  gude  as  tell  me,  sir,  what's  the 
preceese  mean  in'  o'  the  word  posthumous,  or  rather  how  it  comes  to 
mean  "  after  you  are  dead  ?" 

Tickler.  All  poets  should  die  young. 

Shepherd.  No  great  poet  ever  died  young  that  I  heard  tell  o'. 
All  the  great  ancient  poets  o'  Greece,  I  am  tauld,  leeved  till  they 
were  auld  chiels  — 

North.  Homer  and  Pindar,  (eh  1}  and  ^Eschylus,  and  Sophocles, 
and  Euripides. 

Shepherd.  And  a'  the  great  English  poets  either  lived  to  be  auld 
men,  or  reached  a  decent  time  o'  life — say  fifty  and  six,  and  three- 
score and  ten  ;  as  to  Richard  West  and  Chatterton,  young  Beattie, 
and  Michael  Bruce,  and  Kirke  White,  and  John  Keats,  and  others, 
they  were  a'  fine  lads,  but  nane  o'  thern^  a'  gied  symptoms  of  ever 
becomin'  great  poets,  and  better  far  for  their  fame  that  they  died  in 
youth.  Ony  new  poets  sprutin'  up,  sir,  amang  us,  like  fresh  daisies 
aniang  them  that's  withered  ?  Noo  that  the  auld  cocks  are  cowed, 
are  the  chickens  beginning  to  flap  their  wings  and  craw1? 

Tickler.  Most  of  them  mere  poultry,  James. 

North.  Not  worth  plucking. 

Shepherd.  It's  {incomprehensible,  sir,  to  me  altogether,  what  that 
tomething  is  that  ae  man  only,  amang  many  millions,  has,  that  make 
him  poetical,  while  a'  the  lave  remain  to  the  day  o'  their  death 
prosaic?  I  defy  you  to  put  your  finger  on  ae  pint  o'  his  mental 
character  or  constitution  in  which  the  secret  lies — indeed,  there's 
aften  a  sort  o'  stupidity  about  the  cretur  that  makes  you  sorry  for 
him,  and  he's  very  generally  lauchit  at ;—  yet,  there's  a  superiority 
in  the  strain  o'  his  thochts  and  feelings  that  places  him  on  a  level  by 
hirnsell  aboon  av -their  heads; — he  has  intuitions  o'  the  truth,  which, 
depend  on't,  sir,  does  not  lie  at  the  bottom  of  a  well,  but  rather  m 
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the  lift  o'  the  understanding  and  the  imagination — the  twa  hemis- 
pheres;— and  knowledge,  that  seems  to  flee  awa'  frae  ither  men  the 
faster  and  the  farther  the  inair  eagerly  it  is  pursued,  aften  comes  o' 
its  ain  sweet  accord,  and  lies  doun  at  the  poet's  feet. 

North.  Just  so.  The  power  of  the  soul  is  as  the  expression  of  tho 
countenance — the  one  is  strong  in  faculties,  and  the  other  beautiful  in 
features,  you  cannot  tell  how — but  so  it  is,  and  so  it  is  felt  to  be, 
and  let  those  not  thus  endowed  by  nature,  either  try  to  make  souls 
or  make  faces,  and  they  only  become  ridiculous,  and  laughing  stocks 
to  the  world.  This  is  especially  the  case  with  poets,  who  must  be 
made  of  finer  clay. 

Tickler.  Generally  cracked  

Shepherd.  But  transpawrent 

Tickler.  Yea,  an  urn  of  light. 

Shepherd.  I'm  beginnin'  to  get  verra  hungry  just  for  a  particular 
thing  that  1  think  you'll  baith  join  me  in — pickled  sawm«nt.  Ay, 
yonder  it's  on  the  sideboards;  Mr.  Tickler,  rise  and  bring't,  and  I'll 
do  as  muckle  for  you  an  ither  time. 

(TICKLER  puts  the  Circular  Slab  to   rights,  by  means  of  pre- 
existing ntalerwls  for  a  niyht  only.      They  all  fall  to.) 

North.  James,  I  wish  ye  would  review  for  Maya  all  those  fashion- 
able novels — novels  for  High  Life;  such  as  IVIham — *  the  Dis 
owned 

Shepherd.  I've  read  thae  twa,  and  they're  baith  gude.  But  the 
mair  I  think  on't,  the  profounder  is  my  conviction  that  the  strength 
o*  human  natur  lies  either  in  the  highest  or  lowest  estates  of  life. 
Characters  in  books  should  either  be  kings,  and  princes,  and  nobles, 
and  on  a  level  with  them,  like  heroes;  or  peasants,  shepherds,  far- 
mers, and  the  like,  includin'  a'  orders  amai>t  o'  our  ain  working 
population.  The  intermediate  cla»s, — that  is,  (eddies  and  gentlemen 
in  general,  are  no  worth  the  Muse's  while;  for  their  life  is  made  up 
chiefly  o'  mainners — mainners — mainners — youeanna  seethehlimau 
creturs  for  their  claes ;  and  should  ane  o' them  commit  suicide  in 
despair,  in  lookin'  on  the  dead  body,  you  are  mair  taeti  up  wi*  its 
dress  than  its  deesease. 

*  Bolwer'i  flrrt  proM  ftory  wan  "Falkland" — which  he  hiw  not  included  in  hi«  collected 
work*.  It  occupied  auricle  volume,  ill*  publisher  (Mr.  i ',..1. urn)  thought  no  highly  of  it 
that  h«  offered  him  i.Mi  tor  a  novel  in  three  volume*  Hit  reply  wa«,  "  I  will  give  you  on*  thai 
•hail  be  >ure  to  »urceed.''  At  thu  time  the  fint  part  of  "  IVinam"  wa»  written  — it  had  beoa 
founded  on  a  tale  written  in  boyhood,  a*  an  e>»ay  in  composition,  and  enlarged  partly  at  col- 
lege, partly  at  Pan*.  The  work  wa*  completed  and  prut  nit"  Mr  t'olburn.  w  IIOMI  "reader" 
f  ave  inch  a  poor  opinion  of  it.  that  it  wan  very  nearly  »*nt  bark  to  the  author,  l.urkily.  Mr. 
Colburn  det»nnin»d  to  judge  fur  huixelf.  and  read  thn  manux-ript.  Hn  opinion  wa>  favor** 
tie.  He  tnea  cubrnittcO  it  to  Mr  CiiariM  Oilier,  author  of  ».-»,.ril  very  Uautilul  nove  .  u^e 
and  »oiiie  good  poetry.  wh"««  rrport  confirmed  bU  own  appiobalion  In  I"'-"1  "  I'elhatn,  of 
the  Adventur**  of  a  (icntlernan,  wa<  publtthed.  It*  ftnt  pr..^-re«  »u  *lnw,  but  it  cr.idu.illr 
Wr*me  popular.  It  wa»  (Allowed,  won  after,  by  "  The  Unowned."  which  inntantly  kiruck 
too  into  the  public  mind.— M. 
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Tickler.  Is  this  Tay  or  Tweed  salmon,  James? 

Shepherd.  Tay,  to  be  sure — it  has  the  Pertshire  accent,  verm 
palatable.  These  leddies  and  gentlemen  in  fashionable  novels  as 
well  as  in  fashionable  life,  are  aye  intrig — trig — triguin', — thisleddy 
with  that  ane's  gentleman,  and  this  gentleman  with  that  ane's 
leddy — then  it's  a'  foun'  out  thro'  letters  or  keyholes,  and  there's  a 
duel,  and  a  divorce,  and  a  death,  the  perpetual  repetition  o'  which,  I 
confess,  gets  unco  wearisome.  Or  the  chief  chiel  in  the  wark  is 
devoted  to  cairts  and  dice — and  out  of  ae  hell — as  they  rightly  ca' 
gamblin'-houses — intil  anither — till  feenally,  as  was  lang  ago  fore- 
seen, he  blaws  out  his  brains  wi'  a  horse-pistol,  a  bit  o'  the  skull 
stickiri'  in  the  ceilin'.  This  too,  gets  tiresome,  sirs — oh  !  unco  tire- 
some— for  1  hae  na  desire  to  hear  ony  thing  mair  about  gamblers, 
than  what  ane  sees  noo  and  then  in  the  police  reports  in  the  news- 
papers. There  is  something  sae  essentially  mean  and  contemptible 
in  gamblin',  that  no  deep  interest  can  ever  be  created  for  ony  young- 
man  under  such  a  passion.  It's  a' on  account  o' the  siller;  and  I 
canna  bring  mysell  to  think  that  the  love  o'  money  should  ever  be 
the  foundation-stane,  or  the  keystane  o'  the  arch  o'  a, story  intended 
for  the  perusal  o'  men  o'  moral  and  intellectual  worth.  Out  he 
flees  like  a  madman  frae  ane  o'  the  hells,  because  he's  ruined,  and 
we  are  asked  to  pity  him — or  tak  warnin'  by  him — or  something  o' 
that  sort  by  way  o'  moral ;  but  had  he  won,  why  another  would 
have  lost ;  and  ii  is  just  as  well  that  he  should  loup  into  the  Thames 
wi'  stanes  in  his  pouches,  as  him  that  held  the  wonnin'  haun — but 
to  speak  plain,  they  may  baith  gang  to  the  deevil  for  me,  without 
excitin'  ony  mair  emotion  in  my  mind  than  you  are  doin'  the  noo, 
Tickler,  by  puttin'  a  bit  o'  cheese  on  your  forefinger,  and  then  by  a 
sharp  smack  on  the  palm,  makin.the  mites  spring  into  your  mouth. 

Tickler.  I  was  doing  no  such  thing,  Hogg. 

Shepherd.  North,  was  na  he? Puir  auld  useless  body!  he's 

asleep.  Age  will  tell.  He  canna  staun  a  heavy  sooper  noo  as  he 
used  to  do — the  toddy  tells  noo  a  hantle  faster  upon* him,  and  the 
verra  fire  itself  drowsifies  him  noo  intil  a  dwawm — na,  even  the  sound 
o'  ane's  vice,  long  continued,  lulls  him  noo  half  or  hail  asleep,  espe- 
cially if  your  talk  like  mine  demands  thocht — and  there  indeed,  you 
see.  Mr.  Tickler,  how  his  chin  fa's  doon  on  his  breast,  till  he  seems 
— but  for  a  slight  snore — the  image  o'  death.  Heaven  preserve  us 
— only  listen  to  that!  Did  ye  ever  hear  the  like  o'  that?  What, 
is't  a  musical  snuff-box?  or  what  is't !  Has  he  gotten  a  wee  fairy 
musical  snuff-box,  I  ask  you,  Mr.  Tickler,  within  the  nose  o'  him; 
or  what  or  wha  is't  that's  playin'  that  tune? 

Tickler.   It  is  iudecd  equally  beautiful  and  mysterious. 

Shepherd.  1  never  heard  "  Auld  Langsyne"  played  mair  exactly 
in  a'  my  life. 
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Tickler.    "List — O   list!     if    ever   thou   didst   thy   dear   father 

!  -..  :- 

Shepherd,  (going  up  on  tiptoes  to  MR.  NORTH,  and  putting  his  ear 
close  to  the  old  gentlnnaits  nose).  By  all  that's  miraculous,  he  is 
tnoring  "  Auld  Lung  syne  /."  The  Eolian  harp's  naething  to  that — 
it  canna  play  a  regular  tune — but  there's  no  a  sweeter,  sailer,  inair 
pathetic  wund-instrument  in  being  than  his  nose. 

Tickler.  I  have  often  heard  him,  James,  snore  a  few  notes  very 
sweetly,  but  never  before  a  complete  tune.  With  what  powers  the 
soul  is  endowed  in  dreams  ! 

Shepherd.  You  may  weel  say  that.  Harkee!  he's  snorin't  wi' 
variations!  I'm  no  a  Christian  if  he  hasna  gotten  into  Maggy 
Lander.  He's  snorin'  a  medly  in  his  sleep  ! 

(TICKLER  and  the  SHEPIIKKD  listen  entranced.) 

Tickler.  What  a  spirit-stirring  snore  is  his  Erin  t/o  bragh  ! 

Shepherd.  A*  this  is  proof  o'  the  iintnoitality  o'  the  sowle. 
\Vhisht — whisht! — (Mi;.  NORTH  snores  "  God  save  UK  King.")  Ay 
— a  loyal  paw  triot  even  in  the  kingdom  o'  dreams  !  I  wad  rather  hear 
that  than  Catalan,  in  the  King's  Anthem.  We  maun  never  mention 
this,  Mr.  Tickler.  The  warld'll  no  believe't.  The  waild's  no  ripe 
yet  for  the  belief  of  sic  n  mystery. 

Tickler.    His  nose,  James,  1  think,  is  getting  a  little  hoarse. 

Shepherd.  Less  o'  the  tenor  and  mairo'  the  bass.  Me  was  a  wee 
out  o'  tune  there — and  I  suspeck  his  nose  wants  blawin'.  Here  till 
him  noo — "  Croppies,  lie  doon,"  1  declare — and  see  how  he  is 
clutchin'  the  crutch. 

(NoRTH  awakes  and  for  a  moment  like  goxhawk  afares  wild.) 

North.   Yes — I  agree  with  )  ou — there  must  be  a  dissolution. 

Shepherd.  A  dissolution  ! 

North.  Yes — of  Parliament.  Let  us  have  the  sense  of  the  people. 
1  am  an  old  Whig — a  Whig  of  the  1(>S8. 

Tickler  and  Shepherd.  Ilurraw  —  hurraw — hurraw  !  Old  North, 
old  El-Ion,  and  old  Colchester,*  for  ever!  Hurraw — hurraw — 
hurraw  ! 

North.  No.  Old  Kldon  alone !  Give  me  the  Dolphin.  No. 
The  Ivy-Tower.  No  need  of  a  glass.  Let  us,  one  after  the  other, 
put  the  Ivy-Tower  to  our  mouth,  and  drink  him  in  pure  Glenlivet. 

Sbpherd.  On  the  table. 

(The  SHEPHERD  and  TICKLER  offer  to  help  NORTH  to  mount 
the  table.) 

North.  Hands  olf,  gentlemen.     I  scorn  assistance.     Look  here  ! 

•  Ix>rd  KMon.  who  wu  78  at  ihU  time,  WM  ill-fitted  for  offi<-r  or  political  warfare.  "  Old 
Colehnter''  w»»  1-1  at  the  »ame  data.  He  had  fill*<J  the  office  of  .Speaker  of  the  H»UM  of  Com* 
mom  from  IH*S  u>  1-17.  when  b«  wan  rai»*d  to  the  piM-riff*.  with  a  penuun  of  X4UUO  a  Jvv. 
lie  J.rd  IB  \3'Jtt.  11*  wa*  a  decided  but  not  violent  Tory.  —  M. 


GYMNASTICS.  253 

(NORTH,  by  dexterous  movement,  swings  himself  off  his  crutch 
erect  on  the  table,  and  yives  a  helping  hand  first  to  SHEPHERD 
and  then  to  TICKLER.) 

Shepherd.  That  feat  heats  the  snorin'  a'  to  sticks  !  faith.  Tickler, 
we  maun  sing  sma'.  In  a'  things  he's  our  maister.  Alloo  me,  sir, 
to  gang  doon  for  your  chair  1 

North,  (flinging  his  crutch  to  the  roof.}  OLD  ELDON  ! 

(Tremendous  cheering  amidst   the  breakage  of  the  descending 

crutch.) 
Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow —  wow. 

(Enter  PICARDY  and  Tail  in  general  consternation.) 
Shepherd.  Luk  at  him  noo,  Picardy — luk  at  him  noo ! 
Tickler.  Finn  on  his  pins  as  a  pillar  of  the  Parthenon. 
Shepherd.  Saw  ye  ever  a  pair  <>'  straughter,  inair  sinewy  legs,  noo 
that  he  leans  the  hale  weight  o'  his  body  on  them  ;  ay,  wi'  that  out* 
stretched  arm  he  stauns  like  a  statue  o'  Demosthenes,  about  to  utter 
the  first  word  o'  ane  o'  his  Philippics. 

(BRONTE  leaps  on  the  table,  and  stands  by  NORTH'S  knee  with 

a  determined  aspect.) 

North.  Take  the  time  from  Bronte— OLD  COLCHESTER  ! 
Bronte.  Bow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow — wow. 

(Loud  acclamations.) 

Shepherd.  Come,  let's  dance  a  threesome  reel. 
North.  Picardy — your  fiddle. 

(Mr.  AMBROSE  takes  Neil  Gow  from  the  peg,  and  plays.) 

Shepherd.  Hadna  we  better  clear  decks 

North.  No — James.  In  my  youth  I  could  dance  the  ancient 
German  sword  dance,  as  described  by  Tacitus.  Sir  David,  remove 
the  Dolphin.  I  care  not  a  jot  for  the  rest  of  the  crystal. 

(NORTH,  TICKLER,  and  the  SHEPHERD  thrid  a  threesome  reel 
— BROXTE  careering  round  the  table  in  a  Solo — PICVRDY'S 
bow-hand  in  liigh  condition.) 

Shepherd.  Set  to  me,  sir,  set  to  me — never  mind  Tickler.  Oh  ! 
but  you're  matchless  at  the  Ileelen'  fling,  sir.  Luk  at  him,  Mr. 
Ambrose. 

Ambrose.  Yes,  Mr.  Hogg. 

Shepherd.  I'll  match  him  against  a'  the  Heelans — either  in  breeks 
or  out  o'  them — luk,  luk — see  him  cuttin' ! 

(MR.  NORTH  motions  to  PICARDY,  who  stops  playing,  and  with 
one  bound  leaps  from  the  centre  of  the  circular,  over  the  Ivy 
Tower  to  the  floor.  SHEPHERD  and  TICKLER,  in  attempting 
to  imitate  the  great  original,  fall  on  the  floor,  but  recover 
their  feet  with  considerable  alacrity.) 
North,  (resuming  his  chair.)  The  Catholic  Question  is  not 
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carried  yet,  gentlemen.  Should  it  be,  let  it  be  ours  to  defend  the 
Constitution. 

Shepherd.  Speak  awa',  sir,  till  I  recover  my  breath.  I'm  sair 
blawn.  Hear  Tickler's  bellows. 

Tickler,  (stretching  his  weury  length  on  a  sofa.)  Whew — whew 
—whew.  (Exit  PICAKUY  with  his  Tail.) 

AorM.  Mr.  Peel  seems  to  have  made  a  hit  in  the  chief  character 
of  Shell's  play — The  Apostate. 

Tickler.    \\  hew — whew — whew. 

North.  I  confess  I  had  no  expectations  of  seeing  that  play  re- 
vived ;  still  less  of  such  a  star  as  Robert  Peel  being  prevailed  upon 
to  accept  of  such  a  miserable  part. 

Shepherd.  It'll  no  gang  down  lang — they'll  be  hissing  him,  some 
day,  atF  the  stage. 

North.  From  the  commencement  of  his  career,  have  1  regarded 
Robert  Peel  with  plcaMire  and  with  pride;  and  when  it  does  hap- 
pen that  an  old  man's  heart  has  warmed  towards  a  young  one,  it  is 
Hot  easy  to  chill  the  kindly  glow — it  is  more  difficult,  it  would  seem, 
to  change  sentiments  than  opinions. 

Shepherd.  I  heard  twa  three  whalps  the  ither  day  braggin',  "  Noo, 
we'll  see  Black  wood's  Magazine  makin'  a  wheel ;"  but  1  gied  them 
the  lee  dereck  in  their  teeth,  and  they  were  mum. 

North.  Black  wood's  Magazine  may  make  a  wheel,  when  the  sun 
makes  a  wheel  in  heaven — and  fiom  his  meridian  tour  runs  back 
eastward. 

Shepherd.  The  chariot  o'  Apollo  reisten  on  the  hill  ! 

Nurtli.  Oxford  must  not — must  not  re-elect  Robert  Peel.*  Let 
her  pity — forgive — if  she  can,  respect — nay,  admire  him  still — but 
let  her  not  trust  the  betrayer. 

Shepherd.  And  must  we  say  gude  nieht — without  haen  ance 
mentioned  that  name  that  wont  to  set  the  table  in  a  roar — a  roar  o' 
glor\  ing  gratitude — to  him  wha — 

North.  THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON  !  What!  in  solemn 
silence  1 

Tickler.  Solemn — but  not  sullen  — North. 

*  Pir  Robert  Peel,  from  the  commencement  of  hi*  public  career  in  M>9.  had  been  a  d»vot*d 
adherent  of  what  UM  d  to  If  called  '•  Church  and  Hut*,"— which  included  drone  antaj-oniMn 
lo  Catholic  Ktu*n<  i|>ation  In  I— JH,  wtion  O'l'onnell,  th"  Koman  1'alliolic  Ir.vlrr  wa«  elected 
M«mb*r  of  PtrliuncBt  for  Clar*.  and— in  the  l>uke  of  Wellington'*  opinion— Ireland  wa»  on 
th*  *v«  of  aci»il  war.  it  wa«  iruiirrj  to  yield  to  "  that  un»|iirilual  j;<»l,  Cirruinntanc*  '  and, 
ftboli*h  lit*  civtl  duabitilir*  of  lbt>  Catholic*.  !'•*!,  who  wa*  Hume  Scrrvtary,  juflifird  hi* 
chance  of  opinion  and  conduct  by  taring  un  n*i<ly  to  a  cevrro  attack  by  Sir  Cliarlr*  Wetheroll.) 
u  I  •lull  follow  th*  *xa.iti|>l*  r.f  the  pilot,  who  due*  not  alwayi  >tr<  r  the  name  coure*  tu  gui^rd 
til*  »hip  frum  dan^rr.  but  a  diltrrrnt  rourve  under  dilferi-nl  rin  uii»lanrr>.  n>  they  ari»e,  in 
Order  (o  »ave  the  vtawl  from  the  vrry  ilanj.--r»  which  the  captain  and  crrw  have  rno«l  dieadej.'* 
— A*  lie  (at  for  '  a\lurd  t'ni«er>ity  A.  ai>  Anli-l'atholic,  l.r  rrmcnrd  M>  »rat.  >to<id  arontrai  vr.lh 
fir  H  Ini'iii,  *  •  drfealed,  and  r-  turned  lo  I'arli.tinenl  for  the  boruuEh  of  Wertbury.  UM 
"  apuetary"  and  "  trvarhery,"  (a*  the  I'roleatant  party  called  ii,|  ln*t  him  many  friend*,  and 
In  IK*l.  to  fa/  weakened  turn  lhat  the  break-up  of  (h«  Wetlin(U>B  Minulry,  by  th*  Whiga, 
waa  o«t  difficult  It  look  yiatt  to  r*-cuo*lruct  th*  pa/ty.— M. 
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North.  May  my  tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth — or  wag 
in  mumbling  palsy — if  ever  my  b.eath  seek  to  stain  the  lustre  of 
that  glorious  name.  He  saved  England. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  put  on  that  kind  o'  a  face,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
The  expression  o't  is  sae  incomprehensible,  that  I  know  not  whether 
to  houp  or  fear  for  my  country. 

North.  We  who  never  feared  must  hope.  Oh !  I  could  pro- 
phesy ! 

Shepherd.  So  could  I,  for  that  matter;  but  I  hate  to  look  into 
clouds  and  darkness. 

Tickler.  Let  us  swear  to  meet  this  day  month.  Shall  the  Popish 
Association  put  down  the  Government  ?  And  may  not  the  Protes- 
tant Association  restore  the  State  ? 

North.  It  might — it  may. 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  my  dear  sir,  my  imagination  kindles  when  1 
look  on  your  bald  forehead.  It  would  be  as  easy  to  turn  you  round 
as  an  auld  oak  tree.  Na,  not  so  easy,  for  Sir  Henry  Steuart  o' 
Allanton,  wi'  his  machinery,  could  turn  roun'  an  auld  oak-tree,  but 
no  a'  the  powers  o'  earth,  wi'  a'  their  machinery,  could  skrew  you 
ae  hair's  breadth  roun'  fra  the  position  on  which  you  hae  taken 
your  staun  ;  as  sune  turn  roun'  a  rock-built  tower,  to  face  the  settin', 
instead  o'  the  risin'  sun. 

North.  My  dear  James,  you  are  too  partial  to  the  old  man. 

Shepherd.  I  speak  the  sense  o'  the  nation.  You  are  Abdiel  grown 
aulij,  but  faithful  as  in  youth — still  the  dauntless  angel. 

North.  One  bumper  at  parting. 

THE  KING! 

AND    MAY    HE    NEVER    FORGET     THOSE     PRINCIPLES    WHICH     SEATED     HI9 
FAMILY    ON    THE    THRONE    OF    THESE    REALMS. 

(Endless  cheering,  and  then  Exeun    Omnes.) 
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NO.  XLII.— APRIL,  1829. 

SCENE  I.—  The  Snuggery.— Timt,  Eight  ocloit.—  The  Union- 
Table,  uith  Tea  and  Coffee-puts,  and  the  O'Doherty  Chhia-set — 
Cold  Round — Pics — Oyster* — Rizzars — Pickltd  Salmon,  d'C..  etc., 
<tc.  A  ffow-Towdie  whirling  before  the  fire  ove r  a  In-ye  basin  of 
mathed  Potatoes. —  The  Boiler  on. — A  Bachelor's  Kitchen  on  th« 
tmull  Oval. — A  Dumb  Waiter  at  each  end  of  (lie  Union. 

NORTH — SHKIMIF.KD. 

Shejtherd.  This  I  ca'  comfort,  sir.  Kvery  thing  within  oursell  — 
nae  need  to  ring  the  hell  the  ieevelang  night — n;ic  openin'  <•'  cheepin', 
nae  shuttin'  u'  clashin'  doors — nae  trainpin1  o'  waiters  across  the 
carpet  wi'  creak  in'  shoon— or  stumhlin',  clumsy  coofs — to  the  great 
spillin'  o'  gravy — hut  a'  things,  eatable  and  uneatable,  either  hushed 
into  a  cosy  ailin,  or 

North.  Now  light,  James,  the  lamp  of  the  Bachelor's  Kitchen 
with  Tickler's  card,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  minus  live  minutes, 
you  shall  scent  and  see  such  steaks  ! 

Shepherd.  Only  look  at  the  towdy,  sir,  how  she  swings  sae  gninlv 
roun'  by  my  garters,  after  the  fashion  «•'  a  planet.  It's  a  beautiful 
example  o'  centrifugal  attraction.  See  till  the  fat  dreep-dreepin' 
intil  the  ashet  o'  mashed  potawtoes,  oilifying  the  crusted  biown  intil 
a  mair  delicious  richness  o'  mixed  vegetable  and  animal  maitter ! 
As  she  swings  slowly  twirling  roun,'  I  really  canna  say.  sir,  for  I 
dinna  ken,  whether  bany  bawk  or  Heshy  briest  be  the  maist  lemplin' ! 
Sappy  baith  ! 

North.  IJight,  James — baste  her — baste  her — don't  spare  the 
flour.  Nothing  tells  like  the  dredge-box. 

Shejthrrd.  You're  a  capital  man-cook,  sir. 

North.  For  plain  roast  and  boil,  I  \  ie'd  to  no  mortal  man.  Nor 
am  I  inconsiderable  shakes  at  stcus.  What  a  beautiful  blue  magical 
light  glimmers  from  that  wonder-working  lamp,  beneath  whose 
necromancy  you  already  hear  the  sweet  low  bubble  and  squeak  of 
the  maturing  steak  !  Off  with  the  lid.  James. 

(The  SiiKl'IIKKD  dojj's  the  lid  of  tlit  llurlulora  Kitchen.') 

Shepherd.  What  a  pabblin'  !  A'  hoii-hiii'  like  a  sea  in  a  squall, 
ur  a  patfu'  o'  boiliu'  parritch  1  What  a  sweat  savour  !  Is't  na  like 
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honeysuckle,  sir,  or  sweet-brier,  01  broom,  or  whuns,  or  thyme,  or 
roses,  or  carnations  1  Or  rather  like  the  scent  o'  these  a'  conglome- 
rated thogither  in  the  dewy  mornin'  air,  when,  as  sune  as  you  open 
the  window,  the  haill  house  is  overflowing  wi',  fragrance,  and  a  body's 
a  maist  sick  with  the  sweet,  warm,  thick  air,  that  slowly  wins  its 
way,  like  palpable  balm,  arm  in  arm  wi'  the  licht  that  waukens  the 
yellow-billed  blackbird  in  her  nest  arnang  the  cottage  creepers,  or 
reopens  the  watchful  een  o'  her  neighbor,  the  bonny  spotted  mavis! 
Let's  pree't.  (SHEPHERD  tastes.) 

North.  Ay — I  could  have  told  you  so.  Rash  man,  to  swallow 
liquid  and  solid  fire  !  But  no  more  spluttering.  Cool  your  tongue 
with  a  caulker. 

Shepherd.  That  lamp's  no  canny.  It  intensifies  hetness  intil  an 
atrocity  abune  natur.  Is  the  skin  flyped  afF  my  tongue,  sir? 

(SHEPHERD  shows  his  tongue.) 

North.  Let  me  put  on  my  spectacles.  A  slight  incipient  influm 
mation  not  worth  mentioning. 

Shepherd.  I  houp  an  incipient  inflammation's  no  a  dangerous 
sort? 

North.  Is  that  indeed  the  tongue,  my  dear  James,  that  trills  so 
sweetly  and  so  simply  those  wild  Doric  strains?  How  deeply, 
darkly,  beautifully  red  !  Just  like  a  rag  of  scarlet.  No  scurf — say 
rather  no  haze  around' the  lambent  light.  A  rod  of  fire — an  arrow 
of  flame.  A  tongue  of  ten  thousand,  prophesying  an  eagle  or  raven 
life. 

Shepherd.  I  aye  like,  sir,  to  keep  a  gude  tongue  in  my  head,  ever 
since  1  wrote  the  Chaldee  rnannyscripp. 

North.  Humph  ! — no  more  infallible  mark  of  a  man  of  genius, 
James,  than  the  shape  of  his  tongue.  It  is  uniformly  long,  so  that 
he  can  shoot  it  out,  with  an  easy  grace,  to  the  tip  of  his  nose. 

Shepherd.  This  way. 

North..  Precisely  so.  Fine  all  round  the  edge,  from  root  to  tip — 
underneath  very  veinous — surface  in  color  near  as  may  be  to  that 
of  a  crimson  curtain  shining  in  setting  sunlight.  But  the  tip — 
J times — the  tip  — •> — 

Shepherd.  Like  that  o'  the  serpent's  that  deceived  Eve,  sir — 
curlin'  up  and  down  like  the  musical  leaf  o'  some  magical  tree — 

North.  It  is  a  singular  fact  with  regard  to  the  tongue,  that  if  you 
cut  off  the  half  of  it,  the  proprietor  of  the  contingent  remainder  can 
only  mumble — but  cut  it  ofl' wholly,  and  he  speaks  fully  better  than, 
before. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  hang'd  lee. 

North.  As  true  a  word  as  ever  I  spoke,  James. 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  it  may,  sir,  but  it's  a  hang'd  lee,  neverthe- 
less. 

VOL.  III.— 18 
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North.  Dish  the  steaks,  my  dear  James,  and  I  shall  cut  down  the 
howtowdie. 

(NORTH  and  the  SBEPHKD  furnish  vp  the  Ambrosial  tables,  and 
git  down  to  serious  devouring.) 

North.  Now,  James,  acknowledge  it — don't  you  admire  a  miscel- 
laneous meal  ? 

Shepherd.  I  do.  Breakfast,  noony,  denner,  four-hours,  and  sooper 
a'  in  ane.  A  material  en)t>lem  o'  that  spiritual  substance,  Black 
wood's  Magazine  !  Can  it  possibly  be,  sir,  that  we  are  twa  glut- 
tons ? 

North.  'Gluttons  we  most  assuredly  are  not;  but  each  of  us  is  a 
man  of  good  appetite.  What  is  gluttony  ? 

Shepherd.  Some  mair  steaks,  sir? 

North.   Very  few,  my  dear  James,  very  few. 

Shepherd.  What's  gluttony  ? 

Not l/i.  Some  eggs! 

Shi-pherd.  Ac  spoonfu'.  What  a  layer  she  wad  hae  been  !  O 
but  she's  a  prolific  creature,  Mr.  North,  your  howtowdie  !  It's 
necessary  to  kill  heaps  o'  yearocks.  c-r  the  liaill  kintra  wud  be  a- 
cackle  frae  John  o1  Groat's  House  to  St.  Michael's  Mount. 

North.  Sometimes  1  eat  merely  as  an  amusement  or  pastime — 
sometimes  for  recreation  of  my  animal  spirits — sometimes  on  the 
philosophical  principle  of  sustenance — sometimes  for  the  mere  sen- 
sual, but  scarcely  sinful,  pleasure  of  eating,  or,  in  common  language, 
gormandizing — and  occasionally,  once  a  month  or  so,  for  all  these 
several  purposes  united,  as  at  this  present  blessed  moment ;  so  a 
few  Hakes,  my  dear  Shepherd,  of  that  Westmoreland  ham — lay  the 
knife  on  it,  and  its  own  weight  will  sink  it  down  through  the  uoft 
sweet  sappiness  of  fat  and  lean,  undistinguishably  blended  as  the 
colors  of  the  rainbow,  and  out  of  all  sight  incomparably  more 
beautiful. 

Shrjilterd.  As  for  me,  I  care  nae  mair  about  what  1  eat,  tlmn  I  do 
what  kind  o'  bed  I  sleep  upon,  sir.  1  hate  ony  thing  stinkin'  or 
mooldy  at  board — or  ony  thing  damp  or  musty  in  bed.  But  let  the' 
vivrcs  be  but  fresh  and  wholesome — and  if  it's  but  scones  and  milk, 
1  shut  my  een,  say  a  grace,  fa'  to,  and  am  lhankfu1 ; — let  the  bed  be 
dry,  and  whether  saft  or  hard,  feathers,  hair,  call',  straw,  or  heather, 
I'm  fast  in  ten  minutes,  and  my  sowl  wavcrin'  awa  like  a  butterfly 
intil  the  land  o'  dreams. 

North.  Not  a  more  abstemious  man  th.m  old  Kit  North  in  his 
MajeMly'i  dominions,  on  which  the  sun  never  sets.  J  have  the  most 
accommodating  of  palates. 

Shepherd.   \  cs — it's  a  universal   genius.       I   ken    nac  thing  like  it, 
•ir,  but  your  stomach.     "Sure  buch  a  pair  were  never  seen  !"     Hud 
e  never  the  colic! 
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North.  Never,  James,  never.  I  confess  that  I  have  been  guilty 
of  many  crimes,  but  never  of  a  capital  crime, — never  of  colic. 

Shepherd.  There's  muckle  confusion  o'  ideas  in  the  brains  of  the 
blockheads  who  accuse  us  o' gluttony,  Mr.  North.  Gluttony  may 
be  defined  "  an  immoral  and  unintellectual  abandonment  o'  the  sowl 
o'  mar.  to  his  gustative  natur."  I  defy  a  brute  animal  to  be  a  glut- 
ton. A  swine's  no  a  glutton.  Nae  cretur  but  man  can  be  a  glut- 
ton. A'  the  rest  are  prevented  by  the  definition. 

North.  Is  there  any  test  of  gluttony,  James? 

Shepherd.  Watch  twa  men  eatin'.  As  lang's  there's  a  power  or 
capacity  o'  smilin'  on  their  cheeks,  and  in  and  about  their  een, — as 
lang's  they  keep  lookin'  at  you,  and  round  about  the  table,  attendin' 
to  or  joinm'  in  the  tank,  or  the  speakiu'  cawm, — as  lang's  they  every 
noo  an'  than  lay  doon  their  knife  and  fork,  to  ca'  for  yill,  or  ask  a 
young  leddy  to  tak  wine,  or  tell  an  anecdote,  as  lang's  they  keep 
frequently  ca'in'  on  the  servant  lad  or  lass  for  a  clean  plate — as 
lang's  they  glower  on  the  framed  picturs  or  prents  on  the  wa',  and. 
askiu'  if  the  tane's  originals  and  the  tither  proofs, — as  lang's  they 
offer  to  carve  the  tongue  or  turkey — depend  on't  they're  no  in  a 
state  o'  gluttony,  but  are  devourin'  their  soup,  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl, 
like  men  and  Christians.  But  as  sune's  their  chin  gets  creeshy — their 
cheeks  lank,  sallow,  and  clunk-clunky — their  nostrils  wide — their 
een  fixed — their  faces  close  to  their  trencher — and  themsel's  dum- 
bies — then  you  may  see  a  specimen  "  o'  the  immoral  and  unintel- 
lectual abandonment  o' the  sowl  o' man  to  his  gustative  natur;" 
then  is  the  fast,  foul,  fat  feeder  a  glutton,  the  maist  disgustfuest 
cretur  that  sits — and  far  aneath  the  level  o'  them  that  feed  on  a' 
fowers,  out  o'  trochs  on  garbage. 

North.  Sensuality  is  the  most  shocking  of  all  sins,  and  its  name 
is  Legion. 

Shepherd.  Ay,  there  may  be  as  muckle  gluttony  on  sowens  as  on 
turtle  soup.  A  ploughman  may  be  as  greedy  and  as  gutsy  as  an 
alderman.  The  sin  lies  not  in  the  sense  but  in  the  sowl.  Sir — a 
red -herring  ? 

North.  Thank  ye,  James. 

Shepherd.  Are  you  drinkin'  coffee  ?  Let  me  toast  you  a  shave  o' 
bread,  and  butter  it  for  you  on  baith  sides,  sir  ? 

( The  SHEPHERD  kneels  on  the  Tiycr*  and  stretches  out  the  Tri 
dent  to  Vulcan.} 

North.  Heaven  will  reward  ye,  Jurnes,  for  your  piety  to  the  old 
man. 

Shepherd.  Dinna,  think,  sir,  that  I  care  about  your  last  wull  and 
testament.  I'm  nae  legacy-hunter — nae  Post-obit.  But  hae  ye 
added  the  codicil  1 

*  Tkt  Tiger,— a,  he»rth-rug,  into  which  is  woven  the  image  of  i  tiger.— M. 
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North.  The  man  who  has  not  made  his  will  at  forty  is  worse  than 
a  fool — almost  a  knave. 

Shepherd.  I  ken  nae  better  test  o'  wisdom — wisdom  in  its  highest 
sense — than  a  just  last  wull  and  testament.  It  blesseth  generations 
yet  unborn.  It  guardeth  and  strengthened  domestic  peace — and 
maketh  brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity.  Being  dead,  the  wise 
testator  yet  liveth — his  spirit  ubideth  invisible,  but  felt  ower  the 
roof-tree,  and  delighteth,  morning  and  evening,  in  the  thanksgiving 
Psalm. 

North.  One  would   think    it  were  easy  to  act  well  in  that  matter. 

Shepherd.  One.  would  think  it  were  easy  to  act  weel,  sir,  in  a* 
matters.  Yet  hoo  difficult !  The  sowl  seems,  somehow  or  ither, 
to  lose  her  simplicity,  to  keep  restles>ly  gl<mrin'  round  and  round 
about  wi'  a  thousan'  artificial  ogles  up  a'  the  cross  and  by-paths 
leadin'  nae  single  body  kens  whither,  unless  it  be  into  brakes,  and 
thickets,  and  quagmires,  and  wildernesses  o'  moss — where  ane  may 
wander  wearily  and  drearily  up  and  doon  for  years,  and  never  re- 
cover the  rieht  road  again,  till  death  touches  him  on  the  shouthcr, 
and  doon  he  fa's  amang  them  that  were,  leavin'  a"  that  lucked  up  to 
him  for  his  eflccks  in  doubt  and  dismay  and  desolation,  wi'  sore  and 
bitter  hearts,  uncertain  whether  to  gie  vent  to  their  feelings  in  bless 
ings  or  in  curses,  in  execration  or  prayer. 

North.  Of  all  the  vices  of  old  age,  may  gracious  Heaven,  my 
dearest  James,  for  ever  shield  me  from  avarice  ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  fear  o'  that.  There's  either  just  ae  enjoyment  o' 
siller,  or  five  hunder  thousan'  million.  The  rich  maun  either  spend 
it  thick  and  fa.-t,  as  a  nightingale  scatters  her  notes  on  the  happy 
air — or  sit  upon  his  guineas,  like  a  clockin'  hen  on  a  heap  o'  yellow 
addled  eggs  amang  the  nettles. 

North.  Picturesquely  true. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir !  what  delicht  to  a  wise  rich  man  in  being 
lavish — in  being  prodigal  !  For  thae  twa  words  only  carry  blame 
alang  wi'  them  according  to  the  character  o'  the  giver  or  the  receiver. 
"Wha  mair  lavish — w  ha  mair  prodigal  than  the  Sun  ?  Yet  let  him 
shower  his  beams  for  ever  and  ever  all  ower  the  Planetary  System, 
frae  Venus  wi'  her  cestus  to  Saturn  wi'  his  ring,  and  nane  the 
poorer,  cither  in  licht  or  in  heat,  is  he — and  nane  the  poorer  will  ho 
ever  be,  till  the  hand  that  hung  him  on  high  shall  cut  the  golden 
cord  by  which  he  liveth  in  the  sky,  and  he  falls,  his  duty  done,  into 
the  bosom  of  Chaos  and  Old  Night! 

North.   My  dear  Shepherd  ! 

Shepherd.  Hut  the  Sun  he  shinclh  wi'  unborrowed  licht.  Thei-e'a 
the  bonnie  Moon,  God  bless  her  mildest  face,  that  loveth  still  to 
direr  the  pcimivc  nicht  wi'  a  lustre  lent  her  by  the  joyful  day — to 
give  to  earth  a'  she  receives  frae  heaven.  I'uir,  sen&elcss,  ungratefu' 
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creturs  we!  Eyeing  her  frae  our  ain  narrow  vales,  we  ca'  her 
ehaiigefu'  and  inconstant !  But  is  na  she,  sweet  satellite,  for  ever 
journeying  on  her  gracious  round,  and  why  will  we  grudge  her 
smiles  to  them  far  frae  us,  seein'  we  are  a'  children  to  ae  Maker,  and, 
according  to  his  perfect  laws,  a'  partakers  in  the  same  impartial 
bounty  ?  Here's  a  nice  brown  shave  for  you,  sir. 

(The  SHEPHERD  rises  from  his  knees  on  the  rug — takes  the 
bread  from  the  prongs  of  the  Trident,  and  fresh  butters  it 
on  both  sides  for  MR.  NORTH,  who  receives  it  with  a  benign 
bow.} 

North.  Uncommonly  yellow  this  butter,  James,  for  the  season. 
The  grass  must  be  growing — 

Shepherd.  Ay,  you  may  hear't  growin'.  What  years  for  vege- 
tation the  last  beautifu'  and  glorious  Three  !  The  ongoings  o'  natur 
are  in  the  lang  run  regular  and  steady ; — but  noo  and  then  the 
mighty  mother  seems  to  obey  some  uncontrollable  impulse  far 
within  her  fair  large  bosom,  and  "  wantons  as  in  her  prime,"  out- 
doing her  very  self  in  beneficence  to  earth,  and  that  mysterious 
concave  we  ca'  heaven. 

North.  In  spite  of  gout,  rheumatism,  lumbago,  corns,  and  chil- 
blains, into  the  Forest  shall  I  wend  my  way,  James,  before  mid- 
summer. 

Shpeherd.  And  young  and  auld  will  be  but  ower  happy  to  see 
you,  sir,  frae  the  lanely  Douglas  Tower  to  those  o'  Newark. 
Would  ye  believe't,  an  old  ash  stullion  in  the  garden  hedge  of 
Mount  Benger  shot  out  six  scions  last  year,  the  langest  o'  them 
nine,  and  the  shortest  seven  feet  lang?  That  was  growin'  for  you, 
sir. 

North.  There  has  been  much  planting  of  trees  lately,  in  the 
Forest,  James  ? 

Shepherd.  To  my  taste,  to  tell  the  truth,  rather  ower  muckle — • 
especially  o'  nurses. 

North.  Nurses!  wet  or  dry  nurses,  James? 

Shepherd.  Baith.  Larches  and  Scotch  firs;  or  you  may  ca' 
them  schoolmasters,  that  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot.  But 
thinnins  in  the  Forest  never  can  pay,  I  suspeck  ;  and  except  on 
bleaky  knows,  the  hard  wood  wad  grow  better,  in  my  opinion,  left 
to  thernsells,  without  either  nurses  or  schoolmasters.  The  nurses 
are  apt  to  overlay  the  weans,  and  the  school mastt-rs  to  forget,  or 
what's  waur,  to  flog  their  pupils;  and  thus  the  rising  is  a  stunted 
generation. 

North.  Forty-five  years  ago,  my  dear  James,  when  you  were  too 
young  to  remember  much,  I  loved  the  Foivst  for  its  solitary  single 
trees,  ancient  yew  or  sycamore,  black  in  the  distance,  but  when 
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near,  ho*  gloriously  given  !  Tall,  delicately-feathered  ash,  whoso 
limbs  were  still  visible  in  latest  summer's  leafiuess — birch,  in  early 
spring,  weeping  and  whispering  in  its  peii>ive  happiness  by  the 
perpevual  din  of  its  own  waterfall — oak,  yellow  in  the  suns  of 
June — 

Snfpherd.  u  The  grace  of  forest  wtxxl  decayed. 

Atitl  pastoral  melancholy  !" 

North.  What  lovely  lines!     Who  writes  like  Wordsworth! 

Shepherd.  Tuts!  Me  ower  y<mng  to  remember  mnckle  forty- 
fi^e  years  ago!  You're  speakin' havers.  I  was  then  twal — and  I 
remember  every  thing  I  ever  heard  or  saw  since  I  was  three 
year  auld.  I  recolleck  the  morniii'  I  was  pitten  intil  breeks  as 
distinckly  as  if  it  was  this  verra  day.  They  hurt  me  sair  atween 
the  fork  and  the  inside  o'  the  knees — but  oh  !  I  was  a  prood  man — 
and  the  lamb  that  I  chased  all  the  way  frae  my  father's  hut  to 
Ettrick  Manse,  round  about  the  kirk,  till  I  caught  it  on  a  gowany 
grave,  and  lay  doon  wi't  in  my  arms  on  the  sunny  heap,  had  nae 
need  to  be  ashamed  o'  itsel',  for  1  hunted  it  like  a  colley — although 
when  I  grupped  it  at  last,  1  held  it  to  my  beatin'  bosom  as  tenderly 
as  ever  1  hae  since  done  wee  Jamie,  when  pitten  the  dear  cretur 
intil  the  crib  that  stauns  at  tlie  side  o'  his  mither's  bed,  after  e'enin' 
prayers. 

North.  \  feel  not  undelightfully,  my  dear  James,  that  1  must  be 
waxing  pld — very  old — for  of  the  last  ten  years  of  my  lite  1  re- 
member almost  nothing  except  by  an  etl'ort — whereas  the  first  fen 
— commencing  with  that  bright,  clear,  undv  ing  light  that  borders 
the  edge  of  the  oblivion  of  infancy — have  been  lately  becoming 
more  intensely  distinct — so  that  often  the  pa>t  is  with  me  as  it  were 
the  prese.nl — and  the  sad  gray -haired  ancient  is  again  a  blest  golden- 
headed  boy,  singing  a  chorus  with  the  bree/c,  and  the  birds  and  the 
htreams.  Alas  !  and  alack  a  day  ! 

Shepherd.  Tis  only  sae  that  we  ever  renew  our  youth.  Oh, 
sir!  I  hinna  forgotten  the  color  o' the  plumage  o1  ae  single  dove 
that  ever  sat  cooin'  of  old  on  the  growin'  turf-riggin1  o'  niy  father's 
hut!  Ae  great  muckle,  big,  beautifu1  ane  in  particular,  blue  as  if 
it  had  dropt  doon  frae  the  sky — I  see  the  noo,  a'  neck  and  l»osoin, 
cooin'  and  cooin'  deep  as  distant  thunder,  round  and  round  his 
mate,  wha  was  whiter  than  the  white  sac-faem,  makin'  love  to  the 
Biiawy  crelure — wha  cowered  d«»on  in  fear  afore  her  imperious  and 
impawfioned  lord — set  in  love  stronger  than  f< ar — showing  boo  in 
a'  leevin'  natur  passions  seemingly  the  n.aist  remote  frae  ane 
unither,  coalesce  into  mysterious  union  by  means  o'  ae  pervading 
and  interfiling  fpecrit,  that  quickens  the  pulses  o'  that  inset ulablo 
vc-crul — life  ! 
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North.  All  linnets  have  died,  James — that  race  of  loveliest  lilters 
is  extinct. 

Shepherd.  No  thae.  Broom  and  bracken  are  tenanted  by  the 
glad,  meek  creturs  still — but  the  chords  o'  music  in  our  hearts  are 
sair  unstrung — the  harp  o'  our  heart  has  lost  its  melody.  But 
come  out  to  the  Forest,  my  dear,  my  honored  sir,  and  fear  not  then 
•when  we  twa  are  walking  thegither  without  speakiti'  among  the 
hills,  you 

"  Will  feel  the  airs  that  from  them  blow, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow," 

and  the  wild,  uncertain,  waverin'  music  o'  the  Eolian  harp  that 
natur  plays  upon  in  the  solitude,  will  again  echo  far  far  awa'  amung 
the  recesses  o'  your  heart,  and  the  linty  will  sing  as  sweetly  as  ever 
arnang  the  blossoms  o'  the  milk-white  thorn.  Or,  if  you  camia  be 
brocht  to  feel  sae,  you'll  hae  but  to  look  in  my  wee  Jamie's  face, 
and  his  glistening  een  will  convince  you  that  Scotia's  nightingale 
still  singeth  as  sweetly  as  of  yore !  But  let  us  sit  into  the  fire,  sir. 

North.  Thank  you,  Shepherd — thank  you,  James. 

Shepherd,  (wheeling  his  father's  chair  to  the  ingle-corner,  and  sing- 
ing the  while,) 

"  THERE'S  CHRISTOPHER  NORTH,  THAT  WONS  IN  YON  GLEN, 

HE'S   THE   KING   O'    GUDE   FALLOWS    AND    WALE    o'   AULD    MEN  !" 

North.  I  cannot  bear,  James,  to  receive  such  attention  paid  to  my 
bodily  weakness — I  had  almost  said,  my  decrepitude — by  any  living 
soul  but  yourself.  How  is  that,  my  dear  Shepherd  1 

Shepherd.  Because  1  treat  you  wi'  tenderness,  but  no  wi'  pity — • 
\vi'  sympathy,  but  no  wi'  compassion 

North.  My  dear  James,  ye  must  give  us  a  book  on  synonymes. 
What  delicacy  of  distinction  ! 

Shepherd.  I  suspeck,  sir,  that  mother  wut  and  mother  feelin'  hae 
mair  to  do  wi'  the  truth  o'  metaphysical  etymology  and  grammar, 
than  either  lair  or  labor.  Ken  the  meanin',  by  self-experience,  o'  a' 
the  nicest  shades  o'  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  devil  the  fears  but 
you'll  ken  the  meanin's  o'  the  nicest  shades  o'  syllables  and 
words. 

North.  Good,  James.  Language  flows  from  two  great  sources — 
the  head  and  th.e  heart.  Each  feeds  ten  thousand  rills 

Shepherd.  Keflectin'  different  imagery — but  no  sae  very  different 
either — for — you  see 

North.  1  see  nothing,  James,  little  or  nothing,  till  you  blow  away 
the  intervening  mist  by  the  breath  of  genius,  and  then  the  whole 
world  outshines,  like  a  panorama  with  a  central  sun. 

Shepherd.  Ah  !  sir,  you  had  seen  the  hale  world  afore  ever  1  kcnt 
you — a  perfect  wandering  Ulysses. 
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North.  Yes,  James,  I  have  circumnavigated  the  globe,  and  inter- 
sected it  through  all  its  zones,  and,  by  Jupiter,  there  is  not  a  climate 
comparable  to  that  of  Scotland. 

Shepherd.  1  believ't.  Blest  be  Providence  for  having  saved  my 
life  frae  the  curse  o'  a  stagnant  sky — a  monotonous  heaven.  On 
flat  land,  and  uiu-ath  an  ever  blue  lift,  1  should  soon  hae  been  a  per- 
feck  id i wit. 

North.  What  a  comical  chap,  James,  you  would  have  been,  had 
you  been  born  a  negro  ! 

Shtphcrd.  Aye — 1  think  I  see  you,  sir,  wi1  great  blubber  lips,  a 
inouthfu'  o'  muckle  white  horse's  teeth,  and  a  head  o'  hair  like  the 
woo  atween  a  ram's  horns  when  he's  grown  ancient  umang  the 
mountains.  What  Desdemona  could  hae  stood  out  against  sic  an 
Othello? 

North.  Are  negroes,  gentlemen,  to  sit  in  both  Houses  of  Parlia- 
ment 1 

Shepherd.  Nae  politics  the  nicht — nae  politics.  I'm  sick  <>'  poli- 
tics. Let's  speak  about  the  weather.  This  has  been  a  fine  day, 
sirs. 

North.  A  first-rate  day,  indeed,  James.  Commend  me  to  a  Day 
who  does  not  stand  shilly-shallying  during  the  whole  morning  and 
forenoon,  with  hands  in  his  breeches'  pockets,  or  bitiif  his  nails, 
nnd  scratching  his  head,  unable  to  make  up  his  mind  in  what 
fancy  character  he  is  to  appear  from  meridian  to  sunset — but 
who 

Shepherd.  Breaks  out  o'  the  arms  o'  the  dark-haired  bricht-eed 
night,  with  the  power  and  pomp  o'  a  Titan,  and  frightenin1  that  bit 
puir  timid  las>ie  the  Dawn  out  o'  her  seven  senses,  in  thunder  and 
lightning  a'  at  a  nee  storms  the  sky,  till  creation  is  drenched  in 
flood,  bathed  in  fire,  and  rocked  by  earthquake.  That's  the  day  for 
B  poet,  sirs — that's  a  pictur  for  the  ee,  and  that's  music  for  the 
lug  o'  imagination,  sirs,  till  ane's  verrii  spire rit  cinns  to  civawte 
the  war  it  trummles  at,  and  to  be  composed  o'  the  self-same  yele- 
incnts,  gloomin'  and  boomii''.  blackcnin'  and  brighten  in',  pourin'  and 
roarin',  and  awsomely  confnsin'  and  confoundin'  heaven  and  earth, 
and  this  life  and  the  life  that  is  to  come,  and  a'  the  passions  that 
loup  up  at  sichts  and  nouns,  joy,  hope,  fear,  terror,  exultation,  and 
that  mysterious  up-risin'  and  downl'a'in'  «•'  our  mortal  hearts,  con- 
nected some  ho<>  or  ilher  wi'  the  fleein  cluds,  and  the  tossin*  trees, 
and  the  red  rivers  in  spate,  and  the  sullen  looks  c'  black  bits  o'  sky 
like  faces,  together  wi'  ane  and  a'  o'  thae  restless  shows  o'  uneasy 
natur  nppcrtuinin',  (io<)  knows  hoo,  but  mai-t  certain  sure  it  is  so,  to 
the  r.-gion,  the  rueful  region  o'  man's  entailed  inheritance — the 
grave ! 

North.  James,  you  are  very  pale — very  white  about  the  gills — • 
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are  you  well  enough  ?  Turn  up  your  little  finger.  Pale  !  nay,  now 
they  are  more  of  the  color  of  my  hat — as  if 

"  In  the  scowl  of  heaven,  his  face 
Grew  black  as  he  was  speaking.*' 

The  shadow  of  the  thunder-cloud  threatening  the  eyes  of  his  imagi- 
nation, has  absolutely  darkened  his  face  of  clay.  He  seems  at  a 
funeral,  James ! 

Shepherd.  Whare's  the  moral  ?  What's  the  use  of  thunder,  ex 
cept  in  a  free  country  1  There's  nae  grandeur  in  the  terror  o'  slaves 
flingin'  themsells  doon  on  their  faces  aiming  the  sugar-canes,  in  a 
tornawdo.  But  the  low  quick  heatin'  at  the  heart  o'  a  freeman,  a 
bauld-faced  son  o'  liberty,  when  simultawneous  flash  and  crash  rends 
Natur  to  her  core,  why  that  flutter,  sir,  that  does  homage  to  a  Power 
aboon  us,  exalts  the  dreadful  magnificence  o'  the  instruments  that 
Power  employs  to  subjugate  our  sowls  to  his  sway,  and  makes 
thunder  and  lichtnin',  in  sic  a  country  as  England  and  Scotland, 
sublime. 

North.  The  short  and  the  long  of  the  matter  seems  to  be,  James, 
that  when  it  thunders  you  funk. 

Shepherd.  Yes,  sir,  thunders  frightens  me  into  my  senses. 

North.    Well  said,  James — well  said. 

Shepherd.  Heaven  forgive  me,  but  ten  out  o'  the  eighteen  wakin 
hours,  I  am  an  atheist. 

North.  And  I. 

Shepherd.  And  a'  men.  Puir,  pitifu',  ungratefu',  and  meeserable 
wretches  that  we  are — waur  than  worms.  An  atheist's  a  godless 
man.  Sweep  a'  thoughts  o'  his  Maker  out  o'  ony  man's  heart — 
and  what  better  is  he,  as  lang's  the  floor  o'  his  being  continues  bare, 
than  an  atheist  ? 

North.  Little  better  indeed. 

Shepherd.  I  envy — I  honor — I  venerate — I  love — I  bless  the  man, 
who,  like  the  patriarchs  of  old,  ere  sin  drowned  the  world,  ever 
walks  with  God. 

North.  James,  here  we  must  not  get  too  solemn  — 

Shepherd.  That's  true;  and  let  me  hope  that  I'm  no  sae  forge  tf.i' 
as  1  fear.  In  this  season  o'  the  year,  especially  when  the  flowers  are 
a'  seen  again  in  lauchin'  flocks  ower  the  braes,  like  children  returnin' 
to  school  after  a  lang  snaw,  I  can  wi'  truth  avoo,  that  the  sight  o'  a 
primrose  is  to  me  like  the  soun'  o'  a  prayer,  and  that  I  seldom  walk 
alone  by  myself  for  half  a  mile,  without  thochts  sae  calm  and  sae 
serene,  and  sae  humble  and  sae  grateful,  that  1  ho  up  I'm  no  Geceiviu' 
myself  noo  when!  venture  to  ca'  them — religious. 

North.  No,  James,  you  are  not  seU-deeeived.  Poetry  melts  into 
Religion. 
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Shepherd.  It  Is  Religion,  sir;  f>r  what  is  Religion  but  a  clear — 
often  H  sudden — insirht,  accompanied  \vi'  emotion,  into  the  depend- 
ence o'  a'  beauty  and  a'  glory  on  the  Divine  Mind?  A  wee  bit  dew- 
watgowany,  as  it  makes  a  scarcely  perceptible  sound  and  stir,  which 
it  often  dees,  ainang  the  grass  that  loves  to  shelter  but  not  hide  the 
bonnie  earth-born  star,  glintin'  up  sae  kindly  wi'  its  face  into  mine, 
while  by  good  fortune  niv  feet  touched  it  not,  has  hundreds  o'  times 
affected  me  as  profoundly  as  ever  did  the  Sun  himsell  setting  in  a' 
his  glory — as  profoundly — and,  oh !  far  mair  tenderly,  for  a  thing 
that  grows  and  grows,  and  becomes  every  hour  mair  and  mair  beau- 
tiAT,  and  then  hangs  fixed  for  a  season  in  the  perfection  o'  its  lovely 
delicht,  and  then — wae  is  me — begins  to  be  a  little  dim — and  then 
dimmer  and  dimmer,  till  we  feel  that  it  is  indeed — in  very  truth, 
there's  nae  denyin't — fading — failing — faded — gone — dead — buried. 
Oh!  sir,  sic  an  existence  as  that  has  an  overwhelmin'  analogy  to  our 
ain  life — and  that  1  hae  felt — nor  doubt  I  that  yo\j,  my  dear  sir,  hae 
felt  it  too—  when  on  some  saft,  sweet,  silent  incense-breathing  morn- 
ing o'  spring — far  awa,  perhaps,  frae  the  smoke  o' ony  human  dwell- 
in',  and  walkin'  ye  cared  na.  keiit  na  whither — sae  early  that  the 
ground-bees  were  but  beginnin'  to  hum  out  o'  their  bikes — when,  I 
say,  some  flower  suddenly  attracted  the  licht  within  your  ee,  wi'  a 
power  like  that  o' the  loadstone,  and  though,  perhaps,  the  commonest 
o'  the  flowers  that  beautify  the  braes  o'  Scotland — only,  as  i  said,  a 
bit  ordinary  gowan — yet,  what  a  sudden  rush  o' thochts  and  feelings 
overflowed  jour  soul  at  the  simple  sicht  !  while  a*  nature,  becarn  for 
a  moment  overspread  wi'  a  tender  haze  hclongin'  not  to  hersell,  for 
there  was  naelhing  there  to  bedim  her  brightness,  but  existin'  only 
in  your  ain  twa  silly  een,  shcddin'  in  the  solitude  a  few  holy  tears' 

North.  James,  1  will  trouble  you  for  the  red-herrings. 

Shepherd.  There.  Mr.  North.  1  could  write  twunty  vollumms 
about  the  Weather.  Wad  they  sell  ? 

Jfurth.   I 'fear  they  might  be  denVient  in  incident.* 

Shepherd.  Naething  1  w rite's  ever  deficient  in  incident.  Between 
us  three,  what  think  \e  o'  my  Shepherd's  Calendar? 

A'irlh.  Admirable,  my  dear  James,  admirable.  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  1  iie\iT  read  it  in  the  Magazine;  but  I  was  told  the  papers 
were  universally  liked  there— and  now,  as  V'ols.,  they  are  beyond- 
above — all  praise. 

Slitplitrd.  But  wull  you  say  that  in  Mark  and  white  in  the  Maga- 
zine 1  What's  the  use  o'  rousin'  a  b«.d\  to  their  face,  and  abusin' 
them  ahint  their  backs?  Setting  them  upon  a  pedestal  m  private, 
aiid  in  public  layin'  them  a'  their  length  on  the  floor?  You're  jeal- 
ous o'  me,  *ir,  that's  the  real  truth, — and  you  wi*h  that  I  was  dead. 

Ac//7/t.  1'ardun  me,  James,  1  merely  wish  that  )ou  had  never  beeu 
bom. 
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.  That's  far  mair  wicked.  Oh!  but  jealousy  and  envy's 
Lwa  delusive  passions,  and  they  pu'  you  doun  frae  }?our  aerial  alti- 
tude, sir.  like  twa  ravens  ruggiii'  an  eagle  frae  the  sky. 

North.  From  literary  jealousy,  James,  even  of  you,  my  soul  la 
free  as  the  stone-shaded  well  in  your  garden  from  the  ditch-water 
that  flows  around  it  on  a  rainy  day.  I  but  flirt  with  the  Muses,  and 
•when  they  are  faithless,  I  whistle  the  haggards  down  the  wind,  and 
puff  all  care  away  with  a  cigar.  But  I  have  felt  the  jealousy,  James, 
and  of  all  passions  it  alone  springs  from  seed  wafted  into  the  human 
heart  from  the  Upas  Tree  of  Hell. 

Shepherd.   Wheesht !  wheesht! 

North.  Shakspeare  has  but  feebly  painted  that  passion  in  Othello. 
A  complete  failure.  I  never  was  married,  that  I  recollect — neither 
am  I  a  black  man, — therefore  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  a  judge  of 
Othello's  conduct  and  character.  But,  in  the  first  place,  Shakspeare 
ought  to  have  been  above  taking  an  anomalous  case  of  jealousy. 
How  could  a  black  husband  escape  being  jealous  of  a  white  wife? 
There  was  a  cause  of  jealousy  given  in  his  very  fate. 

Shepherd.  Eh  \ — what  ? — what  1 — eh  ?  Faith,  there's  something 
in  that  observation. 

North.  Besides,  had  Desdemona  lived,  she  would  have  produced 
a  mulatto.  Could  she  have  seen  their  "visages  in  their  minds?" 
Othello  and  she  going  to  church,  with  a  brood  of  tawnies  — 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  like  to  hear  you  speakin'  that  way.  Dinna  pro- 
fane poetry. 

North.  Let  not  poetry  profane  nature.  I  am  serious,  James. 
That  which  in  real  life  would  be  fulsome,  cannot  breathe  sweetly 
in  fiction ;  for  fiction  is  still  a  reflection  of  truth,  and  truth  is 
sacred. 

Shepherd.  I  agree  wi  you  sae  far,  that  the  Passion  o'  Jealousy  in 
Luve  can  only  be  painted  wi'  perfect  natur  in  a  man  that  stands 
towards  a  woman  in  a  perfectly  natural  relation.  Otherwise,  the 
picture  may  be  w^eli  painted,  but  it  is  still  but  a  picture  of  a  par- 
ticular and  singular  exhibition  o'  the  passion — in  short,  as  you  say, 
o'  an  anomaly.  1  like  a  word  I  dinna  weel  understan'. 

North.  Mr.  Wordsworth  calls  Desdemona,  "  the  gentle  lady 
married  to  the  Moor,"  and  the  line  has  been  often  quoted  and 
admired.  It  simply  asserts  two  facts — that  she  was  a  gentle  lady, 
and  that  she  was  married  to  the  Moor.  What  then  ? 

Shepherd.  I  forgie  her — 1  pity  her — but  1  can  wi'  difficulty  re- 
speck  her — I  confess.  It  was  a  curious  kind  o'  hankerin'  after  an 
opposite  color. 

North.  Change,  the  character  and  condition  of  the  parties.  Can 
you  imagine  a  white  hero  falling  in  love  wi'  a  black  heroine,  in  a 
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country  where  there  were  plenty  of  white  women?  Marrying  and 
murdering  her  in  an  agony  of  rage  and  love  ? 

Shepherd.  I  can  only  answer  for  niysell.  I  never  could  bring 
mysell  to  marry  a  Blackamoor. 

North.  Yet  they  are  often  sweet,  gentle,  affectionate,  meek,  mild, 
humble  and  devoted  creatures — Dcsdemonas. 

Shepherd.  But  men  and  women,  sir,  1  verily  believe,  are  different 
in  mony  things  respecting  the  passion  <»'  luve.  I've  kent  bonnie, 
young,  bloomin'  lasses  fa'  in  luve  wi'  auld,  wizen'd,  yellow,  dis 
gustin'  fallows — 1  hue  indeed,  *>ir.  It  was  their  fancy.  But  I  never 
heard  tell  o'  a  young,  handsome,  healthy  chiel  gettin1  impassioned 
on  an  auld,  wrunkled,  shranky  hag,  without  a  tocher.  Now,  sir, 
Othello  was  — 

North.   Well — well — let  it  pass  — 

Shepherd.  Ay — that's  the  way  o'  you — the  instant  you  begin  to 
see  the  argument  gaen  against  you,  yon  turn  the  conversation,  either 
by  main  force,  or  by  a  quirk  or  a  sophism,  and  sae  escape  frae  the 
net  that  was  about  to  be  flung  ower  you,  and  like  a  bird,  awa'  up 
into  I ht*  air — or  invisible  ower  the  edge  of  the  horizon. 

North.   Well,  then,  James,  what  say  you  to  lago  \ 

S/ie/'herd.    What  about  him? 

North.   Is  his  character  in  nature? 

Shepherd.   I  dinna  ken.     But  what  for  no  ? 

North.   What  was  his  motive?     Pure  love  of  mischief] 

Shepherd.   Aiblins. 

North.  Pride  in  power,  and  in  skill  to  work  mischief? 

Shepherd.  Aiblins. 

North.  Did  he  hate  the  Moor  even  to  the  death  ? 

Shepherd.    Aiblins. 

North.  Did  he  resolve  to  work  his  ruin,  let  the  consequences  to 
himself  be  what  they  might? 

Shepherd.  It  would  seem  sae. 

North.  Did  he  know  that  his  own  ruin — his  own  death,  must 
follow  the  success  of  this  scheme? 

Shepherd.   Hoo  can  1  tell  that? 

North.  Was  he  blinded  utterly  to  such  result  by  his  wickedness 
directed  ngain*t  Othello? 

Shepherd.   Perhaps  he  was.      I  loo  can  I   tell? 

North.  Or  did  he  foresee  his  own  doom — and  still  go  on  unap- 
palled? 

Shepherd.  It  micht  be  sae,  for  ony  thing  I  ken  to  tho  contrary. 
He  was  owre  cool  iu:d  calciilntin'  to  be  blinded. 

North.  Is  he  then  an  intelligible  or  an  unintelligible  character? 

Shepherd.   An  unintelligible. 

North.  Therefore  not  a  natural  character.     I  say,  James,  that  his 
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conduct  from  first  to  last,  cannot  be  accounted  for  by  any  view  that 
can  be  taken  of  his  character.  The  whole  is  a  riddle — of  which 
Shnkspeare  has  not  given  the  solution.  Now,  all  human  nature  is 
full  of  riddles  ;  but  it  is  the  business  of  dramatic  poets  to  solve  them, 
and  this  one  Shakspeare  has  left  unsolved.  But  having  himself  pro- 
posed it,  he  was  bound  either  to  have  solved  it,  or  to  have  set  such 
a  riddle  as  the  wit  of  man  could  have  solved  in  two  centuries. 
Therefore 

Shepherd.  Othello  is  a  bad  play  ? 

North.  Not  bad,  but  not  good — that  is,  not  greatly  good — not  in 
the  first  order  of  harmonious  and  mysterious  creations — not  a  work 
worthy  of  Shakspeare. 

Shepherd.  Confound  me  if  I  can  tell  whether  you're  speakin' 
sense  or  nonsense — truth  or  havers  ;  or  whether  you  be  serious,  or 
only  playin'  aflT  upon  me  some  o'  your  Mephistophiles  tricks.  I 
aften  think  you're  an  evil  speerit  in  disguise,  and  that  your  greatest 
delight  is  in  confounding  truth  and  falsehood. 

North.  My  dear  James,  every  word  J  have  now  uttered  may  be 
mere  nonsense.  1  cannot  tell.  But  do  you  see  my  drift? 

Shepherd.  Na.  I  see  you  like  a  veshel  tryin'  to  beat  up  against 
a  strong  wund  and  a  strong  tide,  and  driftin'  awa  to  leeward,  till  it's 
close  in  upon  the  shore,  and  about  to  gang  stern  foremost  in  amang 
the  rocks  and  the  breakers.  Sae  far  I  see  your  drift,  and  nae 
farther.  You'll  soon  fa'  ower  on  your  beam  ends,  and  become  a 
total  wreck. 

North.  Well,  then,  mark  my  drift,  James.  We  idolize  Genius, 
X)  the  neglect  of  the  worship  of  Virtue.  To  our  thoughts,  Genius 
is  all  in  all — Virtue  absolutely  nothing.  Human  nature  seems  to 
be  glorified  in  Shakspeare,  because  his  intellect  was  various  and 
vast,  and  because  it  comprehended  a  knowledge  of  all  the  work- 
ings, perhaps  of  human  being.  But  if  there  be  truth  in  that  faith 
to  which  the  Christian  world  is  bound,  how  dare  we,  on  that  ground, 
to  look  on  Shakspeare  as  almost  greater  and  better  than  Man  ? 
Why,  to  criticise  one  of  his  works  poorly,  or  badly,  or  insolently,  is 
it  held  to  be  blasphemy  ?  Why  ?  Is  Genius  so  sacred,  so  holy  a 
thing,  per  se,  and  apart  from  Virtue?  Folly  all  !  One  truly  good 
action  performed  is  worth  all  that  ever  Shakspeare  wrote.  Who  is 
the  Swan  of  Avon  in  comparison  to  the  humblest  being  that  ever 
purified  his  spirit  in  the  waters  of  eternal  life? 

Shepherd.  Speak  awa!  I'll  no  interrupt  you — but  whether  I 
agree  wi'  you  or  no's  anither  question. 

North.  Only  listen,  James,  to  our  eulogies  on  Genius.  How  Vir 
tue  must  veil  "her  radiant  forehead  before  that  idol!  How  the 
whole  world  speaks  out  her  ceaseless  sympaihy  with  the  woes  of 
Genius!  How  silent  as  frost,  when  Virtue  pines!  Let  a  young 
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poet  poison  himself  in  wrathful  despair — and  all  the  Muses  weep 
over  his  unhallowed  bier.  Let  a  \oung  Christian  die  undsr  the 
visitation  of  God,  who  weeps?  No  eve  but  his  mother's  We 
know  that  such  deaths  are  every  day — every  hour — but  the  thought 
affects  us  not — we  have  no  thought — and  heap  after  heap  is  added, 
unbewailed,  to  city  or  country  churchyard.  But  let  a  poet,  forsooth, 
die  in  youth — pay  the  debt  of  nature  early — and  nature  herself, 
throughout  her  elements,  must  in  turn  pay  tribute  to  his  shade. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  mak  me  unhappy,  sir — dinna  mak  me  sae  very 
unhappy,  sir,  I  beseech  you — try  and  explain  awa  what  you  hae 
said,  to  the  satisfaction  o'  our  hearts  and  understanding. 

North.  Impossible.  \Ve  are  base  idolaters.^  'Tis  infatuation — 
not  religion.  Is  it  Genius,  or  is  it  Virtue,  that  shall  send  a  soul  to 
heaven  ? 

Slieplterd.  Virtue — there's  nae  den)  ing  that  ; — Virtue,  sir — 
Virtue. 

North.  Let  us  then  feel,  think,  spenk,  and  net,  as  if  we  so  believed. 
Is  poetry  necessary  to  our  salvation.  Is  Paradise  Lost  better  than 
the  New  Testament  ? 

Shepherd.  Uh  !  dinna  mak  me  unhappy.  Say  again  that  Poetry 
i-i  religion. 

North.  Religion  has  in  it  the  finest  and  truest  spirit  of  poetry, 
and  the  finest  and  truest  spirit  of  poetry  has  in  it  the  spirit  of  reli" 
gion.  But  — 

Shcplurd.  Sae  nae  mair — sae  nae  mair.     I'm  satisfied  wi'  that — 

North.  Oh!  James,  it  makes  my  very  soul  sick  within  me.  to  hear 
the  puny  whining*  poured  by  philosophical  sentimentalists  over  the 
failings — the  errors — the  vices  of  genius  !  There  has  been.  I  fear, 
too  much  of  that  traitorous  dereliction  of  the  only  true  faiih,  even 
in  some  eloquent  eulogies  on  the  dead,  which  I  have  been  the  means 
of  giving  to  the  world.  Have  you  not  often  felt  that,  when  reading 
what  has  been  said  about  our  own  immortal  Burns? 

Shepherd.   I  have  in  my  calmer  moments. 

North.  While  the  hypocritical  and  the  base  exaggerated  all  that 
illustrious  man's  aberrations  from  the  right  palh,  nor  had  the  heart 
to  acknowledge  the  manifold  temptations  strewed  around  his  feet, 
—the  enthusiastic  and  the  generous  ran  into  the  other  extreme,  and 
weakly — I  must  not  say  wickedly — strove  to  extenuate  them  into 
mere  trifles — in  too  many  instances  to  deny  them  altogether ;  and 
when  too  flagrant  to  be  denied, dared  to  declare  that  \v«  were  bound 
to  forget  and  forgive  them  on  the  score  of  the  poet's 'gen  ins— as  if 
genius,  the  guardian  of  virtue,  could  ever  be  regarded  as  the  pander 
to  vice,  and  the-  slave  of  sin.  Thus  they  were  willing  to  sacrifice 
morality,  rather  than  that  the  idol  Met  up  la-fore  their  imagination 
should  be  degraded  ;  and  did  far  worse  injury,  and  offered  fai  worse 
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insult  to  Virtue  and  Religion,  by  thus  slurring  over  the  offences  of 
Burns  against  both,  than  ever  was  done  by  those  offences  themselves  ; 
for  Burns  bitterly  repented  what  they  almost  canonized  ;  and  the 
evil  practice  of  one  man  can  never  do  so  much  injury  to  society  as 
the  evil  theory  of  a  thousand.  Burns  erred  greatly  and  grievously; 
and  since  the  world  knows  that  he  did,  as  well  from  friends  as  from 
foes,  let  us  be  lenient  and  merciful  to  him,  whose  worth  was  great; 
but  just  and  faithful  to  that  law  of  right,  which  must  on  no  consid- 
eration be  violated  by  our  judgments,  but  which  must  maintain  and 
exercise  its  severe  and  sovereign  power  over  all  transgressions,  and 
more  especially  over  the  transgressions  of  those  to  whom  nature  has 
granted  endowments  that  might  have  been,  had  their  possessors 
nobly  willed  it,  the  ministers  of  unmingled  good  to  themselves  and 
the  whole  human  race. 

Shepherd.  You've  written  better  about  Burns  yoursell,  sir,  nor 
ony  body  else  breathin'.  That  you  hae — baith  better  and  aftener — 
and  a'  friends  of  the  poet  ought  to  be  grateful  to  Christopher 
North. 

North.  That  is  true  praise  coming  from  my  Shepherd.  But  1 
have  fallen  into  the  error  I  now  reprehended. 

Shepherd.  There's  a  set  o'  sumphs  that  say  periodical  literature 
has  degraded  the  haill  literature  o'  the  age.  They  refer  us  to  the 
standard  warks  o'  the  auld  school. 

North.  There  is  intolerable  impertinence  in  such  opinions — and 
disgusting  ignorance.  Where  is  the  body  of  philosophical  criticism 
of  which  these  prigs  keep  prating,  to  be  found  ?  Aristotle's  Poetics 
is  an  admirable  manual — as  far  as  it  goes — but  no  more  than  a 
manual — outlines  fora  philosophical  lecturer  to  fill  up  into  a  theory. 
Quintilian  is  fuller — but  often  false  and  oftener  feeble — and  too 
formal  by  far.  Longinus  was  a  man  of  fine  enthusiasm,  and  wrote 
from  an  awakened  spirit.  But  he  was  not  a  master  of  principles — 
though  to  a  writer  so  eloquent  I  shall  not  deny  the  glory  of  deserv- 
ing that  famous  panegyric, 

"  And  is  himself  the  Great  Sublime  he  draws." 

There  is  nothing  else  left  us  from  antiquity  deserving  the  name  of 
philosophical  criticism.  Of  the  French  school  of  philosophical  crit- 
icism, 1  need  say  nothing — La  Ilarpe  is  clear  and  sparkling  enough, 
but  very  common-place  and  very  shallow.  The  names  of  twenty 
others  prior  to  him  I  might  recollect  if  1  chose — but  I  choose  at 
present  to  forget  them  all — as  the  rest  of  the  world  has  done.  As 
to  the  English  school,  Dry  den  and  Dennis — forgive  the  junction, 
James — both  wrote  acute  criticism  ;  but  the  name  of  Dennis  but  for 
Pope  would  now  have  been  in  oblivion,  as  all  his  writings  are — 
and  "  glorious  John"  had  never  gained  that  epithet — excellent  as 
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they  are — by  his  prose  prefaces.  What  other  English  critic  flour 
ished  before  the  present  age  ?  Addison.  HisEs*.u\son  the  Imagi 
nation  may  be  advantageously  read  by  young  la>lies,  before  they 
paper  their  hair  with  such  flimsy  lucubrations. 

Shepherd.  I'll  no  alloo  je  to  say  a  word  against  the  author  o'  the 
Vision  o'  Mirza.  As  fur  the  Spectators,  1  never  could  thole  them 
—no  even  Sir  Roger  Coventrey.  What  was  Sir  Roger  Coventrey 
to  Christopher  North?' 

North.  But,  James,  it  is  not  fair  to  compare  a  fictitious  with  a 
real  character. 

Shepherd.  No  fair,  perhaps  to  the  real  character;  but  niair  than 
fair  to  the  fictitious  anc. 

North.  As  for  the  Gorman  critics — Lessing  and  Wieland  are  the 
best  of  them — and  I  allow  they  are  stars.  But  as  fur  the  Schlegels, 
they  are  too  often  like  men  in  a  mist,  imagining  that  they  are 
among  mountains  by  the  side  of  a  loch  or  river,  while  in  good  truth 
they  art;  walking  along  a  flat  by  the  side  of  a  canal. 

Shepherd.  Maist  unendurable  quacks  baith  o'  them,  I'll  swear. 
Fine  Bound  in'  words  and  lang  sentences — and  a  theory  to  account 
for  every  tiling — for  every  man,  woman,  and  child,  that  ever  showed 
genius  in  ony  age  or  kintra!  as  if  tin- re  was  ony  need  to  account 
for  a  production  o'  natur'  under  the  laws  o'  Natur's  God.  O'  a' 
reading  the  maist  entirely  useless,  \vaur  than  useless,  stupilyin',  is 
"cause  and  efleck."  Do  the  thing — and  be  done  wi't — whether  it 
be  a  poem,  or  a  statue,  or  a  picture,  or  an  oraution, — but  for  the 
love  o'  Heaven,  nae  botheration  about  the  cause  o'  its  origin  in  the 
climate  or  constitution  o'  the  kintra  that,  gied  it  birth — nae — 

North.   Why,  James,  you  are  for  putting  an  end  to  all  philosophy. 

Shepherd.   Philosophy  ?      Havers. 

North.  Mr.  Wordsworth,  nettled  by  the  Edinburgh  Review,  speaks, 
in  a  note  to  a  Lyrical  Ballad,  of  "Adam  Smith  as  the  worst  critic, 
David  Hume  excepted,  that  Scotland,  a  soil  favorable  to  that  species 
of  weed,  ever  produced."  Now  Adam  Smith  was  perhaps  the 
greatest  political  economist  the  world  has  yet  produced,  Ricardo 
excepted,  and  one  of  the  greatest  moralists, — I  do  not  know 
whom  to  except.  Witness  his  Wealth  of  Nations,  and  Theory  of 
Moral  Sentiments.  But  he  was  not  a  critic  ut  all,  nor  pretended  to 
be  one,  James,  and  therefore  Mr.  Wordsworth  had  no  right  to  in- 
clude him  in  that  class.  He  may  have  occasionally  uttered  sent! 
nients  about  poetry,  (where  authentically  recorded?)  with  which 
Mr.  Woidsworth  may  not  sympathize;  and  1  am  most  willing  to 
allow  that  Mr  Wordsworth,  being  himself  a  great  poet,  knows  far 
more  about  it  than  Father  Adam,  lint  'tis  childish,  and  contempti- 
ble, in  a  great  man  like  Mr.  Wordsworth,  to  give  vent  to  his  spleen 
towards  a  man,  in  ninny  things  as  much  his  superior  as  in  others  he 


WORDSWORTH    AND    HUME.  273 

was  his  inferior;  and  erroneous  as  some  of  Adam  Smith's  vaguely 
and  inaccurately  reported  opinions  on  poetry  may  be,  not  one  of 
them,  I  will  venture  to  say,  was  ever  half  so  silly  and  so  senseless 
as  this  splenetic  note  of  the  Great  Laker. 

Shepherd.  Wordsworth  canna  thole  ony  thing  Scotch — no  even 
me  and  the  Queen's  Wake. 

North.  He's  greatly  to  be  pitied  for  his  narrow  and  anti-poetical 
prejudices  against  "braid,"  and  poetical  Scotland,  "and  stately 
Edinborough,  throned  on  crags  !"  Why,  James,  we  have  the  highest 
authority,  you  know,  for  calling  ourselves  a  nation  of  gentlemen. 

Shepherd.  We  didna  need  a  king  to  speak  nonsense  about  us,  to 
mak  us  proud.  Pride  and  Poverty  are  twuns. 

North.  Ay,  James,  many  of  our  gentlemen  are  poor  gentlemen 
indeed.  But  what  right  had  Mr.  Wordsworth  to  join  with  Adam 
Smith  the  name  of  David  Hume  in  one  expression  of  contempt  for 
the  critical  character1?  Let  Mr.  Wordsworth  write  such  Essays  as 
Hume  wrote — such  a  History, — 1  speak  now  merely  of  style — and 
then,  and  not  till  then,  may  he  venture,  unassailed  by  universal 
laughter,  to  call  David  Hume  J' a  weed."  He  was  "a  bright  con- 
summate flower,"  James,  and  though  perhaps  he  did  not  think  it, — 
also  immortal  in  heaven  as  on  earth. 

Shepherd.  I  hate — I  abhor  to  hear  great  men  abusin',  and  preten- 
din',  for  it's  a'  pretence,  to  despise  ane  anither.  I  blush  for  them 
— I  hang  doon  my  head — I'm  forced  to — replenish  my  jug— to  for- 
get their  frailties  and  their  follies  ;  and  thus  ye  see,  sir,  how  good 
springs  out  o'  evil.  Tak  anither  jug. 

North.  To-night  I  confine  myself  to  Turkish  coffee. 

Shepherd.     Weel  then,  gee't  a  dash  o'  Glenlivit. 

North.  Not  a  bad  idea — let  me  try. 

(NORTH  fills  up  his  cup  of  coffee  with  Glenlivit.') 

Shepherd.  Speak  awa,  sir — but  will  ye  forgie  me  for  savin'  that 
in  layin'  about  you  richt  and  left,  you  aiblins  are  subjectin'  yoursel' 
to  the  same  censure  1  hae  been  passin'  just  now  on  ither  great 
men 

North.  But,  James,  this  is  a  private  party — a  privileged  place. 
Besides,  the  cases  are  not  parallel — 1  am  in  the  right — they  are  in 
the  wrong — that  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world — crush  my 
opinions  first,  and  then  censure  their  utterance. 

Shepherd.  There's  plenty  to  censure  you  without  me.  The  huill 
periodical  press  censures  you — but  1  maun  confess  they  dinna  crush 
vour  opinions. 

North.  Hume  and  Smith  formed  their  taste  on  the  classical 
models — ancient  "and  modern — therefore  Mr.  Wordsworth  should 
have  considered  

S/iepherd.  Tuts — tuts  — 
VOL.  III.— 19 
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North.  As  to  our  Scotch  critics  of  a  former  age,  there  are  Gerard, 
and  Beattie,  and  Campbell,  and  Kaines,  and  Blair — .-ill  writers  of 
great  merit.  Gerard,  copious,  clear,  and  acute, — though  not  a  man 
of  originality,  a  man  of  reflection.  His  volumes  on  Taste  and  on 
Geuius  contain  many  excellent  views  and  many  good  illustrations. 
But  I  dare  say  Mr.  Wordsworth  never  heard  of  the  Aberdojiiafl 
Professor.  Beattie  was  a  delightful  poet — that  Mr.  Wordsworth 
well  knows — and,  Mr.  Alison  excepted,*  the  best  writer  on  literature 
and  the  fine  arts  Britain  ever  produced — full  of  feeling  and  full  ot 
genius.  Kami's  was  "gleg  as  any  wummle,"  and  considering  his 
multifarious  studies,  the  author  of  the  Elements  of  Criticism  is  not 
to  be  sneezed  at — he  was  no  weed — a  real  rough  bnr-thi*tle,  and 
that  is  not  a  weed,  but  a  fine  bold  national  flower.  As  to  Dr,  Blair, 
^•s  sermons — full  of  truth,  and  most  elegantly,  simply,  and  beauti- 
fully written — will  live  thousands  of  years  after  mucu  of  our  present 
pompous  preaching  is  dead,  and  buried,  and  forgmlen — and  though 
his  Lectures  on  the  Belles  Lei  Ires  are  a  compilation,  they  are  in- 
formed by  a  spirit  of  his  own — pure  and  graceful — and  though  the 
purity  and  the  grace  are  greater  than  the  power  and  the  originality — 
he  who  thinks  them  stupid  must  be  nn  ass — and  let  him  bray  against 
the  Doctor  "till  he  stretch  his  leathern  coat  almost  to  bursting." 

Shepherd.  \  never  read  a  single  word  o'  ane  o'  time  books  you've 
been  speakin'  about — and  what  the  better  wad  1  hae  been,  tell  me, 
if  I  had  written  abstracts  o'  them  a',  and  committed  the  contents  to 
memory  ? 

North.  Your  education,  James,  has  been  a  very  good  one,  and  well 
suited.  1  verily  believe,  to  your  native  genius.  But  you  will  allow 
that  other  people  may  have  been  the  better  of  them,  and  of  other 
books  on  various  subjects'? 

Shepherd.  Quay — Ou  ny  !  I'm  verra  liberal.  I  hae  nae  objections 
to  let  other  folk  read  a'  through  the  Advocates'  Library,  but  for  my 
ain  pairt,  I  read  nane 

North.  And  yet,  J nines,  you  are  extremely  well  informed  on  most 
subjects.  Indeed,  out  of  pure  science,  1  do  not  know  one.  on  which 
you  are  ignorant.  How  in  that? 

Shepherd.  I  camia  say.  I  only  ken  I  read  amnist  nane — no  eveu 
the.  Magazine,  except  my  ain  articles — and  noo  and  then  a  Noetos, 
which  I'm  entitled  to  consider  my  ain  articles;  for  without  the 
Shepherd,  (nirney,  would  na  ye  be  afT  to  Norwich — would  na  yet 
(iiiriiey  ? 

Mr.  (tuniei/,  (with  stniforicn  lungt.)  YKH  !   I. IKK  A  SHOT. 

I. '.Mr.  CM 


North.  As  my  admirable  friend,  Mr.  Campbell,  says> 


"  \Vitln ml  (lie  iani/li  from  partial  shepherd  won, 
O  what  W«T«  we  If  a  world  without  u  nun  ! " 

'   Th*  R*T.  A.  Ali»on,  tiilUor  of  lb«  "  Euajr  on  th«  Nature  and  I'rinciplM  of  TM!C."  «nJ 
f«thrr  of  tttf  Hitiorian. — M. 
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Shepherd.  I  hate  to  hear  leevin'  folk,  that  never  wrote  hooks,  or 
dij  ony  thing  else  remarkable,  gossiped  about,  and  a'  their  stupid 
clishmaclaver,  by  way  o'  wut,  retailed  by  their  puny  adherents,  rnair 
childish  if  possible  than  themsells — a  ooinmoji  nuisance  in  Embro 
society,  especially  amang  advocates  and  writers — but  I  love  to  hear 
about  the  dead — famous  authors  in  their  day — even  although  I  ken  but 
the  sound  of  their  bare  names,  and  cud  na  spell  them,  aiblins,  in 
writ  in'  them  doon  on  paper.  Say  on. 

North.  I  forget  old  Sam,  a  jewel  rough  set,  yet  shining  like  a  star; 
and  though  sandblind  by  nature,  and  bigoted  by  education,  one  of 
the  truly  great  men  of  England,  and  "  her  men  are  of  men  the  chief," 
alike  in  the  dominions  of  the  understanding,  the  reason,  the  passions, 
and  the  imaginations.  No  prig  shall  ever  persuade  me  that  Rasselas 
is  not  a  noble  performance,  in  design  and  in  execution.  Never  were 
the  expenses  of  a  mother's  funeral  more  gloriously  defrayed  by  son, 
than  the  funeral  of  Samuel  Johnson's  mother  by  the  price  of  Rasselas, 
written  for  the  pious  purpose  of  laying  her  head  decently  and  hon- 
orably in  the  dust. 

Shepherd.  Ay,  that  was  pitten  literature  and  genius  to  a  glo.ious 
purpose  indeed  ;  and  therefore,  nature  and  religion  smiled  on  the 
wark,  and  have  stamped  it  with  immortality. 

North.  Samuel  was  seventy  years  old  when  he  wrote  the  Lives  ol 
the  Poets. 

Shepherd.  What  a  fine  auld  buck  !     No  unlike  yoursel'. 

North.  Would  it  were  so!  He  had  his  prejudices  and  his  partial- 
ities, and  his  bigotries,  and  his  blindnesses,  but  on  the  same  fruit- 
tree  you  see  shrivelled  pears  or  apples  on  the  same  branch  with  jar 
gonelles  or  golden  pippins  worthy  of  Paradise.  Which  would  ye 
show  to  the  Horticultural  Society  as  a  fair  specimen  of  the  tree? 
(Mimicking  the  old  man's  voice  and  manner.} 

Shepherd.  Good,  Kit,  good — philosophically  picturesque. 

North.  Show  me  the  critique  that  beats  his  on  Pope,  and  on  Dry- 
den,  nay,  even  on  Milton  ;  and  hang  me  if  you  may  not  read  his  Es- 
say on  Shakspeare  even  after  having  read  Charles  Lamb,  or  heard 
Coleridge,  with  increased  admiration  of  the  powers  of  all  three,  and 
of  their  insight  through  different  avenues,  and  as  it  might  seem,  al- 
most \\ith  different  bodily -and  mental  organs,  into  Shakspeare's 
"  old  exhausted."  and  his  "  new  imagined  worlds."  He  was  a  critic 
and  a  moralist  who  would  have  been  wholly  wise,  had  he  not  been 
partly,  constitutionally  insane.  For  there  is  blood  in  the  brain, 
James — even  in  the  organ — the  vital  principle  of  all'  our  "  eagle- 
winged  raptures  j" — and  there  was  a  taint  of  the  black  drop  of  mel- 
ancholy in  his — — 

Shepherd.   Wheesht — wheesht — let  us  keep  aff  that  subject.     All 
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men  ever  I  knew  are   mad;  and  but  fur  that  law  o' natur,   never, 
never  in  this  warld  had  there  be«-n  a  Noctes  Anibrosiance! 

North.  Oh.  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  I  have  forgot  Edmund  Burke,  and 
Sir  Joshua — par  nubile  fratrum.  The  Treatise  on  the  Sublime  ai:d 
Beautiful,  though  written  when  Ned  was  a  mere  boy,*  shows  a  noble 
mind,  clutching  at  all  times  at  the  truth,  and  often  grasping  it  for  a 
moment,  though,  like  celestial  quick>il\er,  it  evanishes  out  of  hand. 
Of  voluptuous  animal  beauty,  the  illustrious  Irishman  had  that  pas- 
sionate sense,  not  unprofound,  with  which  nature  has  gifted  the  spirit 
of  all  his  race.  And  he  had  a  soul  that  could  rise  up  from  langub-h- 
ment  on  Beauty's  lap,' and  aspire  to  the  brows  of  the  sublime.  Ilia 
juvenile  Essay  contains  some  splendid — some  magnificent  passages; 
and  with  all  its  imperfections,  defects,  and  failures,  mav  be  placed 
among  the  highest  attempts  made  by  the  human  mind  to  cross  the 
debatable,  land  that  lies  between  the  kingdoms  of  Feeling  and  of 
Thought,  of  Sense  and  Imagination. 

Shepherd.  That's  gaen  misty,  and  wudna  be  easy  got  alF  by 
heart. 

North.  As  for  Sir  Joshua,  with  pen  and  pencil  he  was  equally  a 
great  man. 

Shephfrd.   A  great  man  ? 

Nor'lt.  Yes.  What  but  genius  as  original  as  exquisite  could 
have  flung  a  robe  of  grace  over  even  a  vulgar  form,  as  if  the  hand 
of  nature  had  drawn  the  aerial  charm  over  the  attitudes  and  motions 
thus  magically  elevated  into  ideal  beauty  ?  Still  retaining,  by  some 
finest  skill,  the  similitude  of  all  the  lineaments,  what  easy  flowing 
outline?,  adorned  the  canvas,  deceiving  the  cheated  sitter  or  walker 
into  the  pardonable  delusion  that  she  was  one  of  the  ( Traces — fir 
Muses,  at  the  least — nay,  Venus  herself  looking  out  fur  Mars  on  the 
distant  horizon,  or  awaiting  Anchises  on  the  hill. 

Shepherd.   Even  I,  sir,  a  shepherd  

North.    The  Shepherd,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Even  I,  sir,  The  Shepherd — though  mair  impressible 
by  beauty  than  by  grace,  know  what  grace  is.  ever  since  the  first 
tim«  I  saw  a  wild  swan  comin'  fl.>atin'  \\i'  uplifted  wings  down 
afore  the  wind  trough  aiming  the  tippled  water-lilies  that  stretch 
True  baith  shores  fur  intil  ae  pairt  «.'  St.  MmVs  Ln-h,  leavin'  but  a 
narrow  dark-blue  channel  for  the  gracefu'  na.-iid  to  c<>me  glidin* 
through,  wi'  her  lang,  smooth,  white  neek  beiidin'  back  atween  her 
•naw-white  sails,  and  her  full  breast  scemin',  us  it  ploughed  the 
sma'  sunny  waves,  whiter  ami  whiter  still — imo  smooth — smooth— 
and  noo  slightly  ruffled,  at  the  foam  half  dashed  against  and  half 
flew  awa1  without  tuchin't,  frae  thu  beautiful  protrusion  o' 
depth  o*  down  ! 

*  According  l<>  tain*  v<-nunt»,  l>r  w»»  30,— oth«r»  mak*  him  only  ;M.  — M 
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North.  Verra  \vcel — nae  niair,  Jamie.  Then  as  to  Sir  Joshua's 
writings,  their  spirit  is  all  in  delightful  keeping  with  his  pictures. 
.One  of  the  few  painters  he — such  as  Leonardo  Da  Vinci,  Michael 
Angelo,  and  so  on — our  own  Barry,  Opie,  Fuseli,  and  so  on — who 
could  express  by  the  pen  the  principles  which  guide  the  pencil. 
'Tis  the  only  work  on  art  which,  to  men  not  artists,  is  entirely  intel- 
ligible   

Shepherd.  The  less  painters  in  general  write  the  better,  I  sus- 
peck. 

North.  But  what  led  to  our  conversation  about  philosophical  crit- 
icism ?  Oh!  1  have  it.  Well  then,  James,  compare  with  this 
slight  sketch  of  the  doings  of  the  men  of  former  generations,  from 
the  beginning  of  time  down  to  nearly  the  French  Revolution,  those 
of  our  present  race  of  critics — in  Britain — and  how  great  our  supe- 
riority !  Dugald  Stewart  has  just  left  us, — and  though  his  poetical 
was  not  so  good  as  his  philosophical  education, — and  though  his 
eye  had  scarcely  got  accustomed  to  the  present  bright  flush  of 
Poetry,  yet  his  delightful  volume  of  Miscellaneous  Essays  proves 
that  he  stood — and  for  ever  will  stand — in  the  First  Order  of  critics, 
— generous,  enthusiastic,  and  even  impassioned,  far  beyond  the  hair- 
splitting spirit  of  the  mere  metaphysician.  And  there  is  our  own 
Alison,  still  left,  and  long  may  he  be  left  to  us,  whose  work  on 
Taste  and  the  Association  of  Ideas,  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of 
every  poet,  and  of  every  lover  of  poetry, — so  clear  in  its  statement, 
so  rich  in  its  illustration  of  principles. 

Shepherd.  This  seems  to  me  to  be  the  only  age  of  the  world,  sir, 
in  which  poetry  and  creetishism  ever  gaed,  like  sisters,  hand  in 
hand,  encircled  wi'  a  wreath  o'  flowers. 

North.  Now — all  our  philosophical  criticism — or  nearly  all — is 
periodical ;  and  fortunate  that  it  is  so  both  for  taste  and  genius.  It 
is  poured  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  quarterly,  into  the  veins  of  the 
people,  mixing  with  their  very  heart-blood.  N;iy,  it  is  like  the  very 
air  they  breathe. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  mean  to'say,  "  if  they  have  it  not  they  die  ?" 

North.  Were  it  withheld  from  them  now,  their  souls  would  di& 
or  become  stultified.  Formerly,  when  such  disquisitions  were  con- 
iiiied  to  quarto  or  octavo  volumes,  in  which  there  was  nothing  else, 
tin;  author  made  one  great  effort,  and  died  in  book-birth — his  off- 
spring sharing  often  the  doom  of  its  unhappy  parent.  If  it  lived,  it 
\\asforthwith  immured  in  a  prison  called  a  library — an  uncircu- 
lating  library — and  was  heard  no  more  of  in  this  world,  but  by 
certain  worms.  -^ 

Shepherd.  A'  the  warld's  hotchin'  wi'  authors  1100,  like  a  pond  wi' 
pow-heads.  Out  sallies  Christopher  North  frae  amang  the  reeds, 
like  a  pike,  and  ciunches  them  in  thousands. 
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Nortit.  Our  current  periodical  literature  teems  with  thought  and 
feeling,  James,  —  with  passion  and  imagination.  There  was  Giftbrd, 
and  there  are  Jell  rev,  and  Sou  they,  and  Campbell,  and  Moore,  and 
Bowles,  and  Sir  Walter,  and  Lockhart,  and  Lamb,  and  Wilson,  mid 
De  Quineey,  and  the  lour  (Joieridges,  (S.  T.  C.,  John,  Hartley,  and 
Derwent,)  and  Croly,  and  Maginn,  and  Mackintosh,  an«l  Cunning. 
ham,  and  Kennedy,  and  Stebbing,  and  St.  Ledger,  and  Knight,  and 
Praed,  and  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward,  anil  L«>rd  L.  G»wer.  and  Charles 
Grant,  and  Hobhouse,  and  Blunt.  and  Milinan,  and  Carlyle.  and 
Macaulay,  and  the  two  Moirs,  and  Jerdai>,  and  Tulfuurd,  and  Bow- 
ring,  and  North,  ami  Hogg,  and  Tickler,  and  twenty  —  fort)  —  titty 
—  other  crack  contributors  to  the  Reviews,  Magazines  and  Gazettes, 
who  have  said  more  tender,  and  true,  and  tine,  and  deep  things  la 
the  way  of  criticism,  than  ever  was  said  before  since  the  reign  of 
Cadmus,  ten  thousand  times  over,  —  not  in  long,  dull,  heavy,  formal, 
prosy  theories,  —  but  flung  oil'  hand,  out  of  the  glowing  mint  —  a  coin- 
age of  the  purest  ore  —  and  stamped  with  the  inellareable  impress  of 
genius.  Who  so  elevated  in  intellectual  rank  us  to  be  entitled  to 
despise  such  a  periodical  literature  ? 

Shepherd.   Nae  lee  v  in*  man  —  nor  yet  dead  ane. 

North.  The  whole  surface  of  society,  James  is  thus  irrigated  by 
a  thousand  streams;  some  deep  —  some  shallow 


And  the  shallow  are  sufficient  for  the  purpose  o1  irri- 
gation. \\ater  three  inches  deep,  skilful  and  timeoiis-ly  conducted 
owrc  n  fl;it  o'  lift\  or  a  bunder  acres,  will  I  change  arid  sterility,  ou 
which  half-a-score  sheep  would  be  starved  in  a  month  inlil  skele- 
tons, intil  a  flush  o'  flowery  herbage  that  will  teed  and  fatten  a  haill 
score  o'  kye.  You'll  see  a  proof  o'  this  when  you  come,  out  to 
Mount  Benger.  But  no  to  dwall  on  ae  image  —  let  me  say  th.it  mil- 
lions are  thus  pleased  and  instructed,  who  otherwise  would  go  dull 
and  ignorant  to  their  graves. 

North.  Every  month  adds  to  the  number  of  these  admirable 
works;  and  from  the  conflict  uf  parties,  political,  poetical,  And  philo- 
sophical. emerge*  in  nil  her  brightno*  the  form  of  Truth.  Why, 
there,  JamuM,  lies  THE  SHECTATOK,  n  new  weekly  paper,  of  *oi»ie 
half-v  ear's  standing,  or  so,  of  the  highest  merit,  and  i  wish  1  Ind 
some  way  of  stiriiuou*l\  recommending  it  to  the  leading  public, 
The  editor,  indeed,  is  Whiggish  and  a  1'ro.Catholic,  but  moderate, 
Htcad\,imd  consistent  in  his  politics.*  Let  us  ha\e  no  turncoats. 
\\\-*  pncii  of  passing  politics  is  always  admirable  ;  his  mercantile  in- 
formation —  llxtl  1  know  on  tin-  authority  of  as  good  a  judge  as  i  -.  »-s 
—  is  correct  and  comprehensive;  miscellaneous  m-ws  are  colK-cted 

*  Mr.  HiBtoul   hkd    b»»n  on«  of  th*  «ilitor»  of  Tkt  .tilnt.   bal  ••j.aratnl  from  that  |-«i*r.  »a<( 
ooii>m«Qc-*J   7'*'  SfttWvr,  which  h«  roatiou**  to  conduct.      It  i>  onr  of  Hit  I.,  n   w  •  . 
u»'«  IB    I  »ndon.   dutinguuhrd  bjr  IU  (r»c;  comtuun  •*»•<•  in  |  i<.iin.kl.  <uul    it*  liii| 
UUlUjr  CIIUCUW.—  M. 
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judiciously  and  amusingly  from  all  quarters  ;  the  literary  department 
is  equal,  on  the  whole,  to  that  of  any  other  weekly  periodical,  such 
as  the  Literary  Gazette,  (which,  however,  has  the  great  advantage  of 
being  altogether  literary  and  scientific,  and  stands,  beyond  dispute, 
at  the  head  of  its  own  class,)  Weekly  Review,  Athenaeum,  Sphynx, 
Atlas,  or  others,*  I  nowhere  see  better  criticism  on  poetry,  and  no- 
where nearly  so  good  criticism  on  theatricals.  Some  critiques  there 
have  been,  in  that  department,  superior,  in  exquisite  truth  of  tact,  to 
anything  I  remember — worthy  of  Elia  himself,  though  not  apparently 
from  Eliajf  and  in  accounts  of  foreign  literature,  especially  French, 
and  above  all,  of  French  politics,  a  subject  on  which  I  need  to  be  en- 
lightened, I  have  seen  no  periodical  at  all  equal  to  the  Spectator. 

Shepherd.  The  numbers  you  sent  out  by  deserved  a'  that  ye  say 
o'  them.  It's  a  maist  enterteenin'  and  instructive — a  maist  miscel- 
lawneous  Miscellany. 

North.  And  without  being  wish- washy 

Shepherd.  Or  wersh 

North.  The  Spectator  is  impartial.  It  is  a  fair,  open,  honest,  and 
manly  periodical. 

Shepherd.  Wheesht !  I  hear  a  rustlin'  in  the  letter-box. 

North.  John  will  have  brought  up  my  newspapers  from  the  Lodge, 
expecting  that  I  am  not  to  be  at  home  to  dinner. 

Shepherd.   Denner  !  it's  near  the  daw'in' ! 

(The  SHEPHERD  opens  the  letter-box  in  the  door,  and  lays  down 
nearly  a  dozen  newspapers  on  the  table.) 

North.  Ay,  there  they  are,  the  Herald,  the  Morning  Post,  the 
Morning  Journal,  the  Courier,  the  Globe,  the  Standard,  and  "  the 
rest."'  Let.  me  take  a  look  into  the  Standard,  as  able,  argumentative, 
and  eloquent  a  paper,  as  ever  supported  civil  and  religious  liberty  ; 
that  is,  Protestantism  in  Church  and  State.  No  disparagement  to  its 
staunch  brother  the  Morning  Journal,  or  its  excellent  cousin  the 
Morning  Post.  Two  strong,  steady,  well-bred  wheelers  and  a  leader 
that  shows  blood  at  all  points,  and  covers  his  ground  like  the  Phe- 
nomenon. No  superior  set-out  to  an — Unicorn. 

(NouTH  unfolds  the  Standard.) 

Shepherd.  I  never  read  prent  after  twal.  And  as  for  newspapers, 
I  care  na  if  they  should  be  a  month  auld.  It's  pitifu'  to  see  some 

*  In  1829,  the  Literary  GmMe,  under  Mr.  Jordan's  editorship,  was  unquestionably  at  the 
head  of  its  class.  Of  late  years  it  much  declined,  but  now  [I854]  seems,  like  an  eagle,  renew- 
ing its  youth  and  vigor.  The  l^undun  Weekly  Review,  one  of  the  best  literary  journals  >ivet 
published  in  London,  died  early  in  1830.  The  Sp/iuiix,  one  of  J.  8.  Buckingham's  many 
aewspapers,  died  before  18;J9  was  ended.  The  Jltlas,  then  ably  conducted  by  Robert  Hell,  has 
fallen  into  small  circulation.  The  Atltenantm,  in  Buckingham's  hands  in  lf£),  changed  pro- 
prietors in  the  autumn  of  1830,  and  obtained  a  large  circulation  by  reducing  its  price  one- 
half.— M. 

f  Charles  Lamb's  prose  articles  were  usually  signed  "  Elia." — There  had  been  a  clerk,  so 
named,  in  the  East  India  House,  in  which  Lamb  had  a  situation,  and  Lamb  attached  hit 
name  to  the  first  paper  he  sent  for  publication.  The  next  was  unsigned,  and  the  plinter  re- 
peated the  former  signature,  which  was  invariably  continued  alter  that. — M. 
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folk — r.Ac  fulcs  neither — unhappy  if  their  paper  misses  comin'  ony 
night  by  the  post.  For  my  uin  part,  I  like  best  to  receive  a  great 
heap  o*  them  at  ance  in  a  parshal  by  the  carrier.  Ony  news, 
North  ? 

North.   Eh? 

Shtphfril.  Ony  news?     Are  you  deaf?  or  ony  absent? 

North.  Eh? 

Shepherd    There's  mainnera — the  mainners  o'  a  gentleman— o'  the 
auld  school,  too.     Ony  news? 

North.   Hem — hem 

Shepherd.   His  mind's  weakcn'd.     Millions  o' reasonable  creatures 
at  this  hour  perhaps — na — no  at  this  hour,  but  a'  this  evenin' — read- 
in'  newspapers  !     And  that's  the  philosophy  o' human  life !     London 
semlin'  out,  as  frae  a  great  reservoir,  rivers  o'  reports,  spates  o'  spec- 
ulations to  inundate,  todroon,  to  deluge  the  haill  island  !     I  hear  the 
torrents   roarin'.  but  the  soun'  fa's  on  my  ear  without  stunitin'  my 
heart.      There  comes  a  drought,  and   they   are  a'  dry.      Catholic 
Emancipation  !     Stern   shades  of  the  old  Covenanters,    mcthinks  I 
hear  your  voices  on  the  moors  and  the  mountains!     Rut  weep  not, 
wail    not,    though  a   black    clond  seems  to  be  hanging  over   all   the 
land  !     Still  will   the   daisy,  "  wee   modest  crimson-tipped   flower," 
bloom  sweetly  on  the  greensward  that  of  yore  was  reddened  wi'  vour 
patriot,  your  martyr  blood.     Still  will    the    fox-glove,  as  the   silent 
ground-bee  bends  doun  the  lovely  hanging  bells,  shake  the  pure  tears 
of  heaven  over   your   hallowed    graves!     Though   annual    tires   run 
along  the  bonnie  bloomin'  heather,  yet  the  .shepherds  ne'er  miss  the 
balm  and  brightness  still  left  at  mornin'  to  meet  them  on  the  solitary 
hills.     The  sound  of  Psalms  rises  not  now,  as  they  sublimely  did  in 
those  troubled  times,  from  a  tabernacle  not  built  with  hands,  whose 
side-walls  were  the  rocks  and  cliff's,  its  floor  the  spacious  sward,  ami 
its  roof  the  eternal  heavens.      Hut  from  lieneath  many  a  lowlv    roof 
of  house,  and  hut,  nnd  hovel,  and  hhielin',  and  -\l\an  cosy  beild.  as- 
cend  the  humble,  holy  orisons  <.f  poor  and   happy  men,  who.  when 
COMICS  the  hour  «<f  siekriess  or   of   death,  desire   no  other   pillow   fop 
their  .swimming  I  i»in  than  that  Bible,  whieh  to  them  is  the  Book  of 
everlasting  life,  even  as  the  Sun    is  the  Orb  of  the    transitory  da\ . 
And  to  miiintain   that  faith  is  now,  alas!   bigotry  and   supcr>(itiou  ! 
The  Bible  is  to  take  care  of  itself.      If   it  cannot,  let  it  perish!      Let 
innocence  and  virtue,  and  truth  and  knowledge  and  freedom  nil  take 
care  of  themselves,  and  let  xl!  their  enemies  seek,  as  they  will,  in>id- 
iously  to  seduce,  openly   to  outrage;   for  if  they  cannot   stand   last 
against  all  the  powers  of  evil,  they  deserve  to  die  !      And  this  it  seems 
i— <  liii-iian    doctrine  !      It   may  be    held  sac   in   great  cities,  whern 
uin  sits  in  high  places,  where  the  we.-ik  MOOD   become  worthless,  and 
the  worthies*  wicked,  and  the  wicked  blind  ;   but  never,  never  will 
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it  be  the  creed  of  the  dwellers  on  the  gracious  bosom  of  nature  !  Of 
those  who,  whether  arming  spacious  tree-sprinkled  plains  made  beau- 
tifu'  and  solemn  wi'  a  hundred  church  towers  and  cathedrals,  at  work 
or  in  pastime  lift  up  a  gaze,  bold  before  man.  but  meek  before  God, 
to  the  blue  marbled  skies  of  merry  and  magnificent  England  !  Of 
those  who,  beneath  mist  and  cloud,  wanderin'  throuuh  lonely  regions, 
whose  silence  hears  but  the  eagle's  cry  or  the  torrent's  roar,  as  they 
pass  by  the  little  kirk  on  the  knowe,  let  their  softened  een  follow  up 
the  spire,  till  from  its  sunlicht-point  momentarily  glancin'  through 
the  gloom,  they  muse  on  the  storm-driftin'  heavens  through  which 
shines  as  brightly  as  in  the  fairest  clime  the  eye  o'  the  all-seeing 
God.  But  where  am  I  ?  In  the  silence  I  thocht  it  was  the  Sabbath, 
and  thnt  I  was  in  the  Forest.  High  thochts  and  pure  feelings  can 
never  come  amiss,  either  in  place  or  in  time.  Folk  that  hae  been 
prav  in'  in  a  kirk,  may  laugh,  w'ithouten  blame,  when  they  hae  left 
the  kirkyard.  Silly  thochts  maun  never  be  allow'd  to  steal  in 
•amang  sacred  anes,  but  there  never  can  be  ony  harm  in  sacred  thochts 
stealing  in  amang  silly  anes.  A  bit  bird  singin'  by  itsell  in  the  wil- 
derness has  sometimes  made  me  amaist  greet,  in  a 'mysterious  mel- 
ancholy that  seemed  wafted  towards  me  on  the  solitary  strain,  frae 
regions  ayond  the  grave.  But  it  flitted  awa  into  silence,  and  in  twa 
or  three  minutes  1  was  singin'  ane  o'  my  ain  cheerful — nay,  funny 
sangs.  Mr.  North,  I  say,  will  ye  never  hae  dune  read  in'  at  that 
Stannard  ?  It's  a  capital  paper — I  ken  that — mine  better — na,  nane 
sa  gude,  for  it's  faithful  and  fearless,  and  cuts  like  a  twa-handed  twa 
edged  swurd.  Mr.  North,  I  say,  I'll  begin  to  get  real  angry  if  you'll 
no  speak.  O  man  !  but  that's  desperate  bad  mainners  to  keep 
glowering  like  a  gawpus  on  a  newspaper,  at  what  was  meant  to  be  a 
crick-crack  between  twa  auld  fiiens.  Fling't  doon.  I'm  savin',  sir, 
fling't  doon.  O  but  you're  ugly  the  1100 — and  what's  waur,  there's 
nae  meanin'  in  your  face.  You're  a  puir,  auld,  ugly,  stupid,  vulgar, 
disagreeable,  and  dishonest-looking  fellow,  and  am  baith  sorry  and 
ashamed  that  I  sud  be  sittin'  in  sic  company.  Fling  doon  the  Stan- 
nard— if  you  dinna,  it'll  be  waur  for  you,  for  you've  raised  my  cor- 
ruption. Flesh  and  bluid  can  bear  this  treatment  nue  langer.  I'll 
gie  just  ae  mair  warnin'.  Fling  doon  the  Stannard.*  Na,  you 
wunna — won't  you  ?  Weel,  tak  that. 

( The  SHEPHKRO  throws  a  glas.s  of  toddy  in  MR.   NORTH'S  face.) 
North.   Ha!    What  file  deuce  is  that?     My  cup  has  jumped    out 
of  my   hand  and  spurted  the  Glenlivet  eoffee   into  its  master's  coun- 
tenance.    James,  lend  me  your  pocket-handkerchief. 

(Relapses  into  the  Standard.) 

*  A   tri-weekly    newspaper  called  Tht  St.   James's   Chrorticlf.   had  considerable  circulation 
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Shepherd.  Fling  doon  the  Stannard — or  I'll  gang  mad.  Niost 
time  I'll  shy  the  jug  at  him — for  if'  it's  impossible  t«»  iusult,  it  may 
peihaps  be  possible  to  kill  him.  Fling  doon  the  Stannard.  You 
maddenin*  uuld  sinner,  you  wad  be  cheap  «>'  death  !  Yet  1  inaunna 
kill  him — I  mamma  kill  him — tor  1  mini!  be  hanged. 

North.  Nobly  said,  Sadler* — nobly  said  !  I  have  long  known 
your  great  talents,  and  your  great  eloquence,  too;  but  I  hardly 
hoped  tor  such  a  display  of  both  as  this — Hear!  —  hear! — hear! — 
There — my  trusty  fere,  you  have  indeed  clapped  the  saddle  on  the 
right  horse. 

Shepherd.  Tak  that. 

(Flinys  another  nlass  of  toddy  in  MR.  NORTH'S  face.) 

North.  (Starting  up.)  Fire  and  fury  ! 

Shephtrd.  Butter  and  brimstone !  How  daur'd  you  to  tre«t 
me 

North.  This  outrage  must  not  pass  unpunished.  Hogg,  I  shall 
give  you  a  sound  thrashing. 

(Mu.  NOKTII  advances  towards  the  SHKIMIKKD  in  an  offensive 
attitude.  The  SHKCUKKD  seizes  a  poker  in  one  hand,  and  a 
chair  in  the  other.) 

Shepherd.  Hand  aff,  sir, — hand  a(T — or  I'll  brain  you.  Dinna 
pick  a  quarrel  « i'  me.  I've  dune  a'  I  cud  to  prevent  it;  but  the 
provocation  1  received  was  past  a'  endurance.  Ilaud  ail,  sir, — baud 
all*. 

North.  Coward  !  coward  !  coward  ! 

Shepherd.  Flyte  awa,  sir — flyte  awa — but  baud  aff,  or  I'll  fell 
you. 

North.  (Resuming  his  seat.)  I  am  unwilling  to  hurt  yon,  James, 
on  account  of  those  at  Mount  Beiiger;  but  lay  down  the  poker — and 
lay  down  the  chair. 

Shepherd.  Na — na — na.  Unless  you  first  swear  on  the  Bible  that 
you'll  take  nay  unfair  advantage. 

North.  Let  my  word  sufiice — I  won't.  Now  go  to  that  press— 
and  you  will  see  a  pair  of  gloves.  Bring  them  to  me  — 

(  The  SutrBKHD  fetches  the  ylovet.) 

Shepherd.  CV  you  thac — gloves  ? 

North.  (Stripping  and  putting  on  the  ylovft.)  Now,  sir,  use  your 
fists  an  \n--i  \.,n  may — and  in  live  minutes  1  >hall  take  the  conceit 
out  of  you  — 

Sfnphfrd.   (/'ee/intj  to  the  nark.)    I'll  sunc  gie  you  a  bludy  nose. 
(  The  combatant*  ahuke  humlx  and  put  themselves  into  attitude.) 

North.  Take  care  of  your  eyes. 

*  Micbul  Tboma«  fladlrr.  »  mrrrbanl  from  I.rn!*,  with  roniidrrable  eloqaenc<<.  much  poli- 
tical information,  and  decided  TCTTIMD.  vhu  bail  bren  broucbl  into  1'arliaincnt  bjr  tb<  Duhi 
•f  >'«vi.-Mtl«,  «ji(ifcMl]r  tu  >|.rak  agaioal  C«BC«MIOIU  to  tli*  Calbuhca  — M. 
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(The  SHEPHERD  elevate*  his  guard — and  NORTH  delivers  a  des- 
perate riyht-handed  lunge  OH,  his  kidneys.} 
Shepherd.  That's  na  fair,  ye  auld  blackguard. 
North.   Well,  then,  is  that? 

(The  SHEPHERD  receives  two  left-handed  facers,  which  seem  to 
muddle  his  knowledge-box.  He  bores  in  wildly  on  (he  old 
mnn.) 

Shepherd.  Whew — whew — whew. — Fu — fu — fu — What's  tlut  ? 
What's  that?  (The  SHEPHERD  receives  pepper.) 

North.  Hit  straight,  James.     So — so — so — so — so — so. 
Shepherd.  That's  foul  play.     There's  ruair  than  ane  o'  you.  Wha's 
that  joinin'  in  ?     Let  me  alane — and  I'll  soon  finish  him  — — 

(MR.  NORTH,  who  has  gradually  retreated  into  a  corner  of  the 
Snuggery,  gathers  himself  up  for  mischief,  and  as  the  SHEP- 
HERD rushes  in  to  close,  delivers  a  stinger  under  JAMES'S  ear, 
that  floors  him  like  a  shot.  MR.  NORTH  then  comes  out,  as 
actively  as  a  bird  on  the  bough  of  a  tree.} 

North.  \  find  I  have  a  hit  in  me  yet.  A  touch  on  the  jugular 
always  tells  tales.  Hoik) !  hollo!  My  dear  James! — Deaf  as  a 
house. 

(MR.  NORTH  takes  off  the  gloves — -fetches  a  tumbler  of  the 
jug — and  kneeling  tenderly  down,  by  the  SHEPHERD,  bathes 
his  temples.  JAMES  opens  his  eyes,  and  stares  wildly 
around.) 

Shepherd.  Is  that  you,  Gudefallow  ?  Hae  I  had  a  fa'  aff  a  horse 
or  out  o'  the  gig? 

North.  My  dear  maister — out  o'  the  gig.     The  young  horse  took 
fricht  at  a  tup  lowpin'  ower  the  wa',  and  set  aff  like  lichtnin.'     You 
sudna  hae  louped  out.     You  sudna  hae  louped  out. 
Shepherd.   W  hare's  the  gig  ! 
North.  Never  mind,  muister. 
Shepherd.  I  say,  whare's  the  gig  ? 

North.  In  the  loch 

Shepherd.  And  the  horse  ? 

North.  In  the  loch  too 

Shepherd.  Droon'd  ? 

North.  No  yet — if  you  look  up,  you'll  see  him  soomin'  across 
vi'  the  gig. 

Shepherd,  (fixing  his  eyes  on  vacancy.)  Ay — sure  eneuch — yonner 
he  goes ! 

North.  Yon  proves  his  breed.  He's  descended  from  the  water 
horse. 

Shepherd.  I'm  verra  faint.     I  wush  I  had  some  whusky 

North.  Here,  maister — here. 

(The  SHEPHERD  drains  the  tumbler,  and  revives.) 
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.  Am  I  in  the  open  air,  or  in  n  ho./se?     1  houp  a  hoose 
there  maun  be  a  concussion  o'  the  brain,  for  I  seem  to  see 
chairs  and  tables. 

North.  Yes,  Minister  —  you  have  been  removed  in  a  blanket  by 
eight  men  to  Mount  Henger. 

Shepherd.   Is  Irnith  Iny  legs  brok  ? 

North.  Dinna  ask  —  dimia  ask.  We've  sent  an  express  to  Embro 
for  Liston.*  They  say,  I  hat  when  he  sets  broken  legs  they're 
stronger  than  ever. 

Shepherd.  lie's  a  wonderfu*  operawtor  —  but  I  can  scarcely  believe 
that.  Oh  !  am  I  to  be  for  life  a  lameter  !  It's  a  judgment  on  me 
for  writin'  the  Chaldee  ! 

North.  \  cannn  thole,  maister  to  see  yon  greetin'  — 

Shepherd.  Mercifu'  powers—  but  your  face  has  changed  until  that 
o'  HII  auld  man  !  Was  Mr.  North  frae  Kinliro  here  the  noo  ? 

North.  I  am  indeed  that  unhappy  old  man.  Hut  'tis  all  but  a 
dream,  my  dear  James  —  'tis  all  but  a  dream!  What  means  all 
this  wild  disjointed  talk  of  yours  about  gigs  and  horses,  and  a  horse 
and  gig  suiinmiiig  over  St.  Mary's  Loch  !  Here  we  are,  my  beloved 
friend,  in  Edinburgh  —  in  Picardy  —  at  the  Nodes  Ambrosianse  —  at 
High  Jinks,  my  James,  after  a  bout  with  the  mufllers  and  the  naked 
inawleys*. 

Shepherd.  I  dreamed  that  1  had  knocked  you  down,  sir.  Was 
that  the  case  ? 

North.  It  was  indeed,  James.  Hut  I  am  not  angry  with  you. 
You  did  not  mean  to  hit  so  hard.  You  generously  ran  in  in  keep 
me  from  falling,  and  by  some  strange  sudden  twist,  you  happened  to 
fall  undermost,  and  to  save  me  sacrificed  yourself.  'Twas  a  severe 
stun. 

Shepherd.  The  haill  wecht  o'  mist  has  rolled  itsell  up  into  cluds 
on  the  mountain-taps,  and  all  the  scenery  aneath  lies  fresh  and 
green,  \\  i'  every  knit  house  and  tree.  Hut  I  houp  you're  no  sair 
hurt  yoursell  —  let  me  help  you  up  — 

(  The  SiiKPiiKiin  M.V.V/.V/.V  MK.  NOKTII,  who  hux  been  sitting  on 
thr  jlnor,  like  the  Shuli,  to  r>  cover  his  pint  —  ami  the  two  walk 
(iriu  in  arm  to  their  respective  chair.*  ) 

North.  \  am  sorely  shaken,  .lames.  An  account  of  our  set-to, 
our  turn  up,  James,  ought  to  be  >eni  to  that  admirable  sporting 
paper,  Hell's  I/ife  in  London. 

Shepherd.  Let  it,  my  dear  sir,  b<;  a  Ie*-oti  to  you  the  langest  day 
you  leeve,  never  to  pick  a  «jn:irrel,  or  even  to  underUlk  ony  half- 
und-half  sort  <»'  horse-play  wi'u  younger  and  stronger  man  than 

•  tiolxrt  l-i«ton,  at  tliitt  tiinr  on«i  c,f  the  mont  rrninrnl  §ure*on«.  •««•  rertnlt.lv  Ihn  ho»t 
oi.r.v.r  in  Edinburgh  Oti  Lu  rrraoY»l  tu  London,  lui  t-i  uiniion  lucrouoil,  until  lii*  ileatli 
In  1-17  -.M. 
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yoursell.  Sir,  if  I  hadna  been  sae  weel  up  to  the  business,  that 
fa'  might  hae  been  your  last.  As  for  thae  nasty  gloves,  1  never 
\vush  to  see  their  faces  again  a'  the  days  o'  my  life.  Whu's  that 
chnppin'? 

North.  Probably  Picarcly.     See.  the  door's  locked  inside. 

(The  SHEPHERD  unlocks  and  opens  the  door.) 
Shepherd.   What  mob's  this? 
North.  Show  in  the  Democracy. 

(Enter  PICARDY,  MON  CADET,  the  Manciple,  the  Clerk  of  the 
Pipe,  KING  PEPIN,  SIR  DAVID  GAM,  TAPPYTOUKIE,  and  the 
"  rest.") 

Ambrose,  (while  OMNES  hokliip  their  hands.)  Dear  me!  dear  me  ! 
Shepherd.   What  are.  ye  a'  glowerin'  at  me  fur,  ve  fules  ] 
North.  Tappy,  bring  me  a  looking-glass.        (Exit  TAPPY  volans.) 
Shepherd.  1   say,  ye  fules,  what  are  ye   glowerin'  at  me   in  that 
gate  for  1     Do  you  see  horns  on  my  head  "? 

(Re-enter  TAPPY,  with  a  copy  of  fhe  Mirror.) 
North.  Take  a  glance,  my  dear  James,  at  the  Magic  Mirror. 

(The  SHEPHERD  looks  in,  and  recoils  to  the  sideboard.'] 
Shepherd.  What'n  a  face !      What'n  a  pair  o' black,  blue,  green, 
yellow  een. 

North.  We  must  apply  leeches.  Mr.  Ambrose,  bring  in  a  few 
bottles  of  leeches,  and  some  raw  veal  steaks. 

Shepherd.  Aff  wi'  ^  ou — uff  wi'  you — the  haill  tot  o'  you. 

(Exit  PICARDY,  with  his  tail.) 

North.  Come  to  my  arms,  my  incomparable  Shepherd,  and  let  us 
hob  and  nob,  to  "  Gude  night  and  joy  be  wi'  us  a',"  in  a  caulker  of 
Millbank  ;  and  let  us,  during  the  "  wullie  waught,"  think  of  him 
whose  worthy  name  it  bears  — 

Shepherd.  As  gude  a  chiefs  in  Christentie!     Oh,  my  ever-honored 
sir,  what  wad  the  warld  say,  if  she  kent  the  concludin'  proceed  ins  o' 
this  night  !     That  we  were  twa  auld  fules  ! 
North.  At  times,  James, 

"  Tis  folly  to  be  wise." 

Shepherd.  As  auld  Crow,  the  Oxford  orator,  says  at  the  end  o'  his 
bonnie  descriptive  poem,  Lewesden  Hill — 

"To-morrow  for  severer  thought — but  now 
To  breakfast." 

North.  To  bed — you  mean  — 

Siiepherd.  No,  to  breakfast.  It's  mornin'.  The  East  is  brichten- 
in' — Look  over  awaukenin'  Leith — and,  lu  !  white  sails  glidin'  ower 
the  dim  blue  sea  ! 

North.  Let  us  each  take  a  cold  bath. 

(Mu.  NORTH  UHC? SHEPHERD  disappear-) 

SlC  TRANbEUNT    NoCXES 
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No.  XLIII.— MAY,  1829. 

SCENE  1. — Buchanan  Lodge — The  Virgiii's  Bower  Arbor — Time, 
Four  in  the  Afternoon — NORTH  and  the  SHKFHKKD  partaking  of  a 
Cold  Collation. 

Shepherd.  Let's  hae  just  ac  single  hour's  twa-haun'd  crack,  afore 
we  gang  into  the  Lodge  to  dress  for  the  Tea-party. 

North.  There  is  something  interesting,  my  dear  James,  nay,  im- 
pressive, almost  melancholy,  in  the  first  cold  Dinner  of  the  year. 

Shepherd.  Come — come,  sir — nae  sentimentality  ; — Itesides,  a 
cauld  denner's  no  muckle  amiss,  provided  there  only  be  an  ashet  o' 
het  mealy  potatoes. 

North.  Spring  is  with  me  the  happiest  season  of  the  year.  How 
tempting  the  young  esculents,  as  they  spring  up  in  their  virginity 
along  the  weedless  garden-beds!  Then  the  little  fattening  twin- 
lambs,  James,  racing  on  the  sunny  braes,  how  pleasing  to  the  poeti 
cal  palate ! 

Shepherd.  Though  I  tauld  you  no  to  be  sentimental,  I  didna  bid 
you  be  sensual. 

North.  \  sit  corrected.     Lo,  winter  is  over  and  gone. 

Shepherd.  Na — 

Wunter  lingerin'  chills  the  lap  o'  May. 

But  May  is  a  merry  month,  and  I  ken  na  whether  the  smiles  or  the 
frowns  on  her  face  be  the  mair  beautifu' — just  like  a  haughty  d:mt- 
sel,  in  the  pride  o'  her  teens,  sometimes  fiingin*  a  sconifu'  look  to 
you  ower  her  shouther.  as  if  she  despised  a'  mankind  ;  and  I  hen  a* 
at  ance,  as  if  touched  by  gentle  thochts,  relaxin'  intil  a  burst  o* 
smiles,  like  the  sun  on  a  half-stormy  day,  comin1  out  suddenly  frae 
arnang  the  breakin'  clouds,  and  changing  at  ance  earth  into  heaven. 
O,  sir,  but  the  1/odge  is  a  bonny  place  noo  ! 

North.  I  love  suburban  retirement,  James,  even  more  than  the 
remotest  rural  solitude.  In  old  age,  one  needs  to  have  the  neigh- 
borhood of  human  beings  to  lean  upon — and  in  the  stillness  of 
awakening  morn  or  hushing  eve,  my  spirit  yearns  towards  the  hum 
of  the  city,  and  finds  a  relief  from  all  o'ermastering  thoughts,  in  its 
fellowship  with  the  busy  multitudes  sailing  along  the  many  streams 
of  life,  too  near  to  be  wholly  forgotten,  and  yet  far  enough  off  not  to 
harass  or  disturb.  In  my  most  world-sick  dreams,  1  never  longed 
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to  be  a  hermit  in  his  cave.  Mine  eyes  have  still  loved  the  smoke  of 
human  dwellings — and  when  my  infirmities  keep  me  from  church 
sitting  here  in  thi-s  arbor,  with  Jeremy  Taylor's  Holy  Living  and 
.Dying,  perhaps,  on  the  table  before  me,  how  solemn,  how  sublime, 
the  sound  of  the  Sabbath-bells  ?  Whether  the  towers  and  spires  of 
the  houses  of  worship  are  shining  in  the  sunlight,  or  heard  each  in 
its  own  region  of  the  consecrated  city,  through  a  softening  weight  of 
mist  or  clouds  from  the  windy  sea! 

Shepherd.  For  my  ain  part,  Mr.  North,  though  I  love  the  lochs, 
and  moors,  and  mountains,  as  well  as  do  the  wild  swans,  the 
whawps,  and  the  red-deer ;  yet  could  I,  were  there  a  necessity  for' I, 
be  every  bit  as  happy  in  a  flat  in  ony  timmer  tenement  in  the  dark- 
est lane  o'  Auld  Reekie,  as  in  Mount  Benger  itsel',  that  blinks  sae 
bonnily  on  its  ain  green  knowe  on  the  broad  bosom  o'  nature. 
Wherever  duty  ca's  him,  and  binds  him  down,  there  mav  a  man  be 
happy, — ay,  even  at  the  bottom  o'  a  coal-pit,  sir,  that  rins  a  mile 
aneath  the  sea,  wi'  waves  and  ships  roarin'  and  rowin'  a  thousan' 
fathom  ower  the  shaft. 

North.  The  Philo.^ophy  of  Human  Life. 

Shepherd.  Better  still — it's  Religion.  Woe  for  us  were  there  not 
great  happiness  and  great  virtue  in  toons  and  cities  !  Let  but  the 
faculties  o'  the  mind  be  occupied  for  sake  o'  the  affections  o'  the 
heart,  and  your  ee  may  shine  as  cheerfully  on  a  smoky  dead  brick 
wa',  within  three  yards  o'  your  nose,  as  on  a  ledge  o'  livin'  rock 
formin'  an  amphitheatre  roun'  a  loch  or  an  arm  o'  the  sea.  W'ad  I 
loe  my  wife  and  my  weans  the  less  in  the  Grassmarket  than  in  the 
Forest?  Wad  I  be  affected  itherwise  by  burying  ane  o'  them — 
should  it  so  please  God — in  Yarrow  kirkyard  than  in  the  Gray  friars  1 
If  my  sons  and  my  daughters  turn  out  weel  in  life,  what  matters  it 
to  me  if  they  leeve  by  the  silver  streams  or  the  dry  Nor-loch1?  Vice 
and  misery  as  readily — as  inevitably — befa'  moral  creturs  in  the 
sprinkled  domicils,  that  frae  the  green  earth  look  up  through  amang 
trees  to  the  blue  heavens,  as  in  the  dungeon-like  dwallins,  crooded 
ane  aboon  anither,  in  closes  whare  it's  aye  a  sort  o' glimmering  nicht. 
And  Death  visits  them  a'  alike  wi'  as  sure  a  foot  and  as  pitiless  an 
ee.  And  whenever,  and  wherever,  he  comes,  there's  an  end  o'  a' 
distinctions — o'  a'  differences  o'  outward  and  material  things.  Then 
we  maun  a'  alike  look  for  comfort  to  ae  source — and  that's  no  the 
skies  theirsells,  beautifu'  though  they  may  be,  canopyin'  the  de  vy 
earth  wi'  a  curtain  wrought  into  endless  figures,  a'  bricht  wi'  the 
rainbow  hues,  or  amaist  hidden  by  houses  frae  the  sicht  o'  them  that 
are  weepin'  amang  the  dim  city-lanes — for  what  is't  in  either  case 
but  a  mere  congregation  o'  vapors?  But  the  mourner  maun  be 
able,  wi'  the  eyes  o'  Faith,  to  pierce  through  it  a',  or  else  of  his 
mournin'  there  will  be  no  end — nay,  nay,  sir,  the  mair  beautifu'  may 
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be  the  tent  in  which  he  tabernacles,  the  mair  hideous  the  holl  within 
his  heart !  The  contrast  at  ween  the  strife  o'  his  ain  distracted  spirit, 
and  the  eawm  o*  the  peacefu'  earth,  may  iiherwise  drive  him  mad, 
or,  if  not,  make  him  curse  the  hour  when  he  was  burn  into  a  world 
in  vain  so  beaut  ilu'. 

North.  1  love  to  hear  you  discourse,  James, 

"  On  man  and  nature,  and  tui  human  life, 
Musing  in  solitude." 

Methinks  that  Poetry,  of  late  years,  has  dwelt  too  much  on  external 
nature.  The  worship  of  poets,  if  not  idolatry,  has  been  idola 
trous 

Shepherd.   What's  the  difference? 

North.  Nay.  ask  the  Bishop  of  Oxford.* 

Shepherd.  Whew  ! — Not  <o  with  the  poetry  of  Burns,  and  other 
great  peasants.  They  pored  not  perpetually,  sir,  into  streams  and 
Jochs  that  thcv  might  see  there  their  ain  reflection.  Believe  me,  sir, 
that  Narcissus  was  nae  poet.  Preserve  me,  what  a  sicht !  Chucky 
— chucky — chuck v — ehuckv  !  Oh,  sir!  but  that's  a  bonny  clockin' 
hen!  An' what' n  a  cleekiu  she's  gotten!  Nearer  a  score  nor  a 
diz7.en,  and  a'  white  as  snaw  ! 

North.  Yes,  .lame Lancashire  Lady  legs. 

Shepherd.   Miifties  too,  I  declare;  are.  they  ggem  ? 

North.   Y.-U  sh.-.ll  see.      JJalpho! 

{Fliitgx  a  piece  of  went  towards  the  brood.  The  ROTCH  h<>j>s 
out  of  t/ie  arbor  to  seize  »'/,  and  is  instantly  attacked  by 
Ladylegs.} 

Shepherd.  That  beats  cock  fechteii' !  O  iiMinck  !  instinck!  but 
for  thy  mysterious  f«-ver  hoo  cauldrife  the  haill  warld  o'  life. 

North.   'Tis  but  a  mere  pullet,  James — her  first  family  

Shepherd.  See  how  she  culls  Sooty 's  chafts,  till  the  feathers  flee 
frae  him  like  stonr!  Lend  me  \oiir  crutch,  sir,  that  I  may  separate 
them,  or  faith  she'li  tear  him  intil  pieces. 

(The  SiiKPIIRRD  endeavors  to  separate  the  ram  bat  an  ti — when 
Jjadyleyt  turns  at/nintl  him  and  drives  hmi  into  the  arbor.) 

North.  Maik  how  beautifullx — how  gracefully  she  shall  .--ooii 
ktibside  into  a  calm  ! 

Shepherd.  Fur  a  pullet  she  has  fearfu'  lang  spurs.  Ay — yon' 
bonny — boiinv  !  See  till  them — the  hit  chickenies  —  ano  alter 
nnither,  comin'  rhmin'  out  frae  various  pairts  of  the  shrubbery  — 
just  like  sae  inony  white  mice — and  dartin'  in  ;me»th  her  extended 
wings,  as  she  sits  on  the  sunny  gravel,  biwutifu'  as  an  outlandish 
bird  frne  some  Polar  region,  h»  r  braid  breast  cxpandin1  in  delight 

•   Or.  Lloyd.  Bi«bop  of  (ii  f.  r.l    in  l--"!>.    (in  whirh  rtnir   h«  Jn-il.l  who  ratlrd  in  1'irhaDu  nt 
on    lli*  C*tlwlic  «(u»»iiun,  »a)im;    lli»i    »  n-iigntn  might    in   idoUlrout   and    y«t    nul  idolatry. 
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as  she  feels  a'  her  brood  hotchin'  aneath  her,  and  her  lang  uprieht, 
neck,  flexible  as  that  o'  a  serpent's,  turnin'  her  red-crested  head  hither 
and  thither  in  a'  directions,  mair  in  pride  than  in  fear,  tsoo  that  she 
hears  Ralpho  croakin  at  a  distance,  and  the  wee  panters  b^ginnm' 
again  to  twitter  amang  the  feathers,  lookin'  out  noos  and  thens  wi' 
their  bit  heads  frae  that  cosy  bield  

North.  Here  is  a  little  bit  bookie,  which  pray  put  into  your  pocket 
for  wee  Jamie — James.  "The  Library  of  Entertaining  Knowledge," 
vol.  i.  part  i.  entitled  "The  Menageries.'"  "Quadrupeds  described 
and  drawn  from  Jiving  subjects." 

Shepherd.  Thank  ye,  sir.  He's  just  perfectly  mad  about  a' 
mainner  o'  birds  and  beasts — and  weel  1  like  to  look  at  him  lookin' 
at  a  new  picture  !  Methinks  I  see  the  verra  sowle  growin'  within 
him  as  he  glowers  !  The  study  o'  Natural  History,  maist  assuredly, 
should  be  begun  when  you're  a  bairn,  and  when  you're  a  man,  you'll 
be  hand  and  glove  wi'  a'  the  beasts  o'  the  field,  and  birds  o'  the  air 
— their  various  naines  familiar  to  you  as  household  words — their 
habits  as  weel  kent,  or  aiblins  better,  than  your  ain — sae  that  you 
hae  acquaintances,  and  companions,  and  friens  in  the  maist  solitary 
places —and  need  never  weary  for  want  o'  thochts  and  feelings  even 
in  a  desert,  if  but  ae  feathery  or  filmy  wing  cross  between  you  and 
the  horizon. 

North.  There  is  in  London,  as  perhaps  you  know,  a  Society  for 
the  Diffusion  of  Usi-fiil  Knowledge,*  which  has  published,  very 
widely,  many  admiral.lv  treatises — chiefly  on  Physical,  though  their 
plan  comprehends  Moral — subjects.  For  all  the  enlightened  labors 
of  that  Society  have  I  always  prayed  tor  success;  for  1  desire  that 
all  men  may  live  in  the  light  of  liberty  and  truth. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  ledeemin'  tr;iit  in  your  character,  sir.  O, 
but  you're  a  gloiious  anld  lory,  Mr.  North.  Your  love  for  the  past 
neither  deadens  your  joy  in  the  present,  nor  inspires  you  wi'  fear 
for  the  future.  You  venerate  the  weather  stains  on  the  trunk  o'  the 
tree  o'  knowledge,  yet  you  rejoice  to  see  its  branches  every  year 
Singing  a  wider  shadow. 

Nor  111.  Why,  my  dear  James,  the  Magazine,  with  all  its  faults, 
which  have  been  neither  few  nor  small  — 

Shepherd.  And  wha  ever  saw  either  a  book  or  a  man  worth 
praisin'  that  was  na  as  weel  worth  abusiu'  1  In  a'  great  gifts  there's 
i  mixtur  o'  gude  and  evil  — 

North.  Has  spread  knowledge  among  the  people  of  Britain.  In 
Theology,  Philosophy,  Politics,  Literature,  Life  and  Manners,  Maga- 
las,  on  the  \vhole,Jjeen  sound,  and  she  has  been  consistent.  She 

*  Lord  Brougha...  was  President  of  this  Society,  and  most;  of  its  Committee  also  -vrere  Li'>e- 
raU.— M.  . 
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may  be  said  to  be  in  herself  a  Library  of  Useful  and  Entertaining 
Knowledge. 

Shepherd.  But  what  for  ca'  they  this  bookie  the  Menagerie,  sir' 

North.  A  well-chosen  name,  James.  There,  as  in  ;i  Menagerie, 
you  In  hold  — 

Shepherd.  \  see,  I  see.  The  wood-cuts  are  capital — but  hoo's  the 
letter-press,  sir  ? 

North.  Why,  there  you  have  upwards  of  two  hundred  closely 
printed  pages,  tine  paper  and  type,  with  nearly  a  score  of  admirable 
representations  of  animals,  for  a  couple  of  shillings!  The  cheapest 
thing  1  ever  saw — and  so  far  from  being  a  catch-penny — it  is  got  up, 
in  all  its  departments,  by  men  of  real  talent,  and  knowledge  of  tho 
subject. 

Shepherd.  It's  incredibly  cheap  ;  and  I  fear  rnaun  be  a  losing 
concern. 

North.  No,  James,  it  will  be  a  gaining  concern.  The  conductors 
of  the  Library  of  Entertaining  Knowledge  have  resolved  that  it 
shall  be  s«ld  at  tin-  lowest  possible  rate,  and  are  little  anxious  about 
profit.  But  lei  them  go  on  as  they  have  begun,  and  1  do  not  doubt 
that  the  sale  of  their  monthly  parts  may  s»oon  reach  twenty — thirty 
— why  nut  forty  thousand! 

Shej>lierd.  Na — na.  It  can  never  do  that.  Maga  does  na  sell 
that. 

North.  Doesn't  she?  That  shows  how  little  you  know  of  Maga. 
By-lhe-by,  James,  I  have  not  >t-eii  Miigu  fi>r  some  months — not 
since  Christmas.  1  thought  her  rath*-)-  dull  last  time  we  had  a  lite- 
a-tete.  1  was  absolutely  so  very  ungallant  a.s  to  full  asleep  with  her 
in  my  arms.  The  wick  of  tin-  candle  got  about  a  foot  long — tho 
tail  of  b«-r  gown  took  (in — and  Buchanan  Lodge,  was  within  an  ace 
of  being  reduced  to  u»h«-s. 

Sliepherd.  ^ou  would  hae  broken  out  o'  the  conflagration  in  the 
sjiape  o'  a  phoenix,  sir,  "the  strciilar  l>inl  o'  ag«-s."  But  w ha's  the 
veece-yeditor  ? 

North.  She  edits  herself,  James.  She  reminds  me  of  an  orange- 
tree  in  a  conservatory — blossoms  ami  (mil  heaiititnlU  blended  at 
all  times  among  the  radiant  evergreen.  The  sun  lorgets  her  not— > 
and  an  hour  now  and  then  of  open  window  bailies  her  in  morning  or 
evening  dew  ;  >•>  gaze  on  her  uhen  }ou  will,  und  she  is  blight  ai:d 
oulmv  in  immortal  youth. 

Shepherd.  You  assuredly  are,  sir,  the  idlest  au!d  sinner  in  a'  this 
warld,  yet  you  never  seem  weary  o'  life;  and  your  (ace  ave  wears 
an  expression  as  if  .some  new  thocht  were  visitin'  _\..ur  mind,  M,d 
p.i«-iii'  atf  in  smiles  or  froons,  rather  than  woid», — the  aboriginal 
and  only  universal  language,  o'  which  a  body  never  foryets  the 
grammar,  and  o'  which  the  construction,  though  simple,  is  coinpre- 
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and  capable  o:  ten  thousand  interpretations,  accirding  to 
the  spirit  in  which  it  is  read — mair  copious  either  than  the  Hebrew 
e/."  the  Greek,  though  the  roots  arc  but  few  ;  but  oh  !  the  compound 
epithets,  countless  as  the  motes  i'  the  sun  o'  a  simmer  mornin'  !  1 
weel  believe,  sir,  that  a'  your  life  lang  you  were  never  a  single  mo 
merit  idle. 

North.  Idle  !  No — James — not  even  in  sleep.  Yet,  do  you  know, 
that  my  sleeping  seems  to  have  no  kindred  with  my  waking  soul, 
Seldom,  I  may  say  never,  do  I  dream  of  this  waki-ng  world.  I  have 
every  night  a  new  set  of  friends  in  sleep  whom  I  know  and  love. 
They  pass  away  with  the  morning  light,  and  never  more  return. 
Sometimes  they  seem  as  if  they  were  phantoms  I  had  been  familiar 
•with  in  youth — in  boyhood — in  infancy — but  I  know  not  their 
names,  nor  can  recall  the  memory  of  the  times  or  places  where  we 
had  met  in  joy — only  I  feel  that  they  are  lovely,\  loving,  and  be- 
loved !  We  talk  of  strange  and  delightful  things,  and  walk  over- 
shadowed by  bliss  divine, — but 

Shepherd.  I  never  met  a  man  before  that  had  dreams  o'  that  kind 
besides  mysell 

North.  1  never,  my  dear  James,  saw  your  face  in  a  dream — yet 
my  dreams  are  often  perfectly  happy — nor  do  I  remember  to  have 
once  dreamt  of  any  book,  or 

Shepherd.  Did  you  ever  dream  of  being  married,  sir 

North.  Oh  dear!  Oh  dear !   Oh  dear! 

Shepherd.   What!     You're  nb  gann  to  greet? 

North.  What  large  dewy  orbs  divine,  angelical  eyes  in  angelical 
faces,  have  fixed  themselves  upon  mine,  overcharged  with  love,  as 
if  the  beings  beaming  there  had  been  commissioned  to  pour  immor- 
tal heaven  into  my  mortal  heart!  No  doubts,  no  fears,  no  misgiv- 
ings; such  as  haunt  and  trouble  all  our  delights  in  this  waking  world. 
But  one  pure  serene  flow  of  bliss,  deep  and  high  as  the  blue  mar- 
bled heaven  of  the  Dream  that  heard  the  very  music  of  the  spheres 
chiming,  as  the  Paradise  in  which  we  stood,  face  to  face  with  a 
seraph,  kept  floating  not  insensibly  through  the  fragrant  ether!  The 
voice  that  syllabled  such  overwhelming  woids!  E m brace m en ts  that 
blended  spirit  with  spirit !  Perishings  into  in  tenser  life  !  Swoon- 
ings  away  into  spiritual  regions!  Reawukenings  into  consciousness 
of  breath  and  blood  almost  stopt  by  rapture!  Then,  the  dying 
away  back  again — slowly  but  sadly — into  earthly  existence — till, 
with  a  beating  heart,  we  knew  again  that  we  were  the  thralls  of 
sense,  and  doomed  to  grovel  like  worms  upon  the  dust — the  melan- 
choly dust  of  this-our  prison-hou-e,  from  which,  except  in  dreams, 
there  is  no  escape,  and  from  which  at  last  we  may  be  set  free  but 
for  the  eternal  darkness  of  the  grave! — Oh!  James — James! — 
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what  if  the  soul  be  line  the  body,  mortal,  and  all   that  we  shall  ever 
know  n f  heaven,  only  such  glorious,  but  delusive  dreams! 

Shepherd.  Sic  visions  leave  just  the  veira  opposite  impression  on 
my  mind.  Something  divine,  and  theiefore  imrnoital,  needs  must 
be  the  spirit  within  us,  that,  when  a'  the  senses  are  locked  up  in 
sleep,  can  yet  glorify  the  settin'  sun  into  an  appaiition  far  mair 
inngnificer.t  than  ever  sank  into  the  sea  ahint  the  western  moun 
tains.  .Hut  whisht  !  Is  that  an  angel  singin'  ? 

Forth.  No,  James;  'tis  my  gardener's  little  daughter.  Flora  — 

Shepherd.  Happv  as  ony  bird.  Music  is  indeed  the  natural 
voice  o'  joy.  Fir>t,  the  bosom  feels  free  frae  a'  anxiety — then  a 
kind  o'  gladness,  without  ony  definite  cause  or  object,  settles  ower 
the  verra  essence  o'  life; — erelong  there  is  a  bcatui'  and  stirrin'  at 
the  heart,  as  some  suddenly  remembered  thocht  passes  ower  it  like 
a  brighter  sunbeam. — by-and-by,  the  innocent  young  cretur,  sittin' 
by  herself,  puin'  wi'  her  wee  white  hauns  the  weeds  frae  amang  the 
flowers,  and  half  loath  to  fling  them  awa\  some  o'  them  bein'  sne 
bonny,  although  without  ony  fragrant  smell,  can  nae  langer  contain 
the  happiness  flowin'  within  her  snaw-white  breist,  imt  breaks  out, 
as  DOO  you  hear  your  bomiie  Flora,  into  some  auld  Scottish  sang, 
inaist  likely  mounifn',  for  bli.N.s  is  aye  akin,  sir,  to  giit'f.  Ay,  sir, 
the  Flowers  o'  the  Forest  !  And  .-ae  truly  doth  sin-  sing,  that  1 
keiina  whether  to  ca'  her  Sweet-voice  or  Fine-ear!  Hasna  that  ca- 
dence, indeed,  a  dyin'  fa'?  Nor  should  1  wonder  if  the  unseen 
cretur  at  ihis  moment  had  her  faee  \vat  w  i'  tears  ! 

North,  Methinks,  James,  1  could  better  bear  everlasting  darkness 
than  everlasting  silence.  The  menfuiy  seems  to  have  more  command 
over  sights  than  over  sounds.  We  ran  shut  our  eyes  yet  see  all 
nature,  lint  nm>ii%  except  when  it  breathes,  h.is  no  residing  place- 
within  the  cells  of  the  ear.  So  faint,  so  dim,  the  dream,  ii  hardly  can 
be  said  to  be — till  one  single  note  awj.kcs,  .-md  then  the  whole  tune 
is  suddenly  let  loose  upon  the  soul !  Blindness,  methinks,  I  could 
endure  and  live, — but  in  deafness  my  spirit  would  die  within  me,  I 
should  pray  for  death. 

Shrjihenl.  liaith  maun  be  sail  trials,  yet  bailh  are  cheerfully  borne. 
The  truth  is.  sir.  that  a  Christian  can  bear  ony  thing — for  ae  moment*! 
thought,  during  his  repining,  tells  him  whence  tlie  allliction  comes— 
and  then  sorrow  saflens  awa'  into  resignation,  and  delight  steals  into 
the  heart  o'  the  maist  desolate. 

North.  The  creature  now  ringing  away  at  her  pleasant  work,  a  few 
weeks  ago  lost  her  mother.  Tin-re  never  was  a  more  affectionate  OF 
more  dutiful  child, — yet  as  you  said,  James,  Flora  is  now  happy  na 
ft  bird. 

Shephrrd.  Vet  perhaps,  sir,  were  we  to  come  upon  her  the  noo, 
— she  has  stopt  singin'  a'  at  ance,  in  the  vera  middle  o1  the  time — we 
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mioht  tee  hei  sittin'  idle  amang  the  flowers,  wi'  a  pale  face,  greetin1 
by  herseli,  as  she  keeps  look  in'  at  her  black  gown,  and  thinkin'  on 
that  burial-day,  or  lier  father's  countenance,  that  sin  syne  has  seldom 
brichten'd. 

North,  There  is  something  most  affecting  in  the  natural  sorrows  of 
poor  men,  my  dear  Shepherd,  as,  after  a  few  days'  wrestling  witli 
affliction,  they  appear  again  at  their  usual  work — melancholy,  but  not 
miserable. 

Shepherd.  Yon  ken  a  gnde  deal,  sir,  about  the  life  and  character  of 
the  poor  ;  but  then  it's  frae  philosophical  and  poetical  observation 
and  sympathy — no  frae  art-and-part  participation,  like  mine,  in  their 
merriment  and  their  meesery.  Folk  in  what  they  ca'  the  upper 
classes  o'  society,  a'  look  upon  life,  mair  or  less,  as  a  scene  of  enjoy- 
ment, and  amusement,  and  delieht.  They  get  a'  selfish  in  their  sen- 
sibilities, and  would  fain  make  the  very  laws  o'  natur  obedient  to  their 
wull.  Thus  they  cherish  ar.d  encourage  habits  of  thocht  and  feeling, 
that  are  maist  adverse  to  obedience  and  resignation  to  the  decrees  o' 
the  Almighty — when  these  decrees  dash  in  pieces  small  the  idols  of 
their  earthly  worship. 

North.  Too  true,  alas  !   my  dearest  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  Pity  me  !  how  they  moan,  and  groan,  and  greet,  and 
w ring  their  hauns,  and  tear  their  hair,  even  auld  folk  their  thin  gray 
hair,  when  death  comes  into  the  bed  room,  or  the  verra  drawing- 
room,  and  carries  aff  in  his  clutches  some  wee  bit  spoiled  bairn,  yanm-. 
merin'  amang  its  playthings,  or  keepin'  its  mitlier  awake  a'  nicht  by 
its  perpetual  cries  ! 

North.  Touch  tenderly,  James,  on  — 

Shepherd.  Ane  wad  think  that  nae  parents  had  ever  lost  a  child 
afore,  yet.  hoo  many  a  sma'  funeral  do  you  see  ilka  day  paein'  alang 
the  streets  unheeded  on  amang  the  carts  and  hackney-coaches! 

North.  Unheeded,  as  a  party  of  upholsterer's  men  carrying  furni- 
ture to  a  new  house. 

Shepherd.  There  is  little  or  naething  <>'  this  thochtless,  this  sense- 
less clamor  in  kintra  houses,  when  the  cloud  «'  God's  judgment 
passes  ower  them,  and  orders  are  gien  for  a  grave  to  be  dug  in  the 
kirkyard.  A'  the  house  is  hushed  and  quate— ju>t  the  same  as  if  the 
patient  were  still  sick,  and  no  gaen  awa — the  father,  and  perhaps  the 
mother,  the  brothers,  and  the  sisters,  are  a1  gangin'  about  their  ordi- 
nary business,  wi'  grave  faces,  nae  doubt,  and  some  o'  them  now  and 
thendichlin'  the  draps  frae  their  een  ;  but,  after  the  first  black  day, 
little  and  audible  greetin',  and  nae  indecent  and  impious  outcries. 

North.  The  angler  calling  in  at  the  cottage  would  never  know  that 
ft  corpse  was  the  cause  of  the  calm. 

Shepherd.  Rich  folk,  if  they  saw  sic  douce,  composed  ongoings, 
wad  doubtless  wonder  to  think  hoo  callous,  boo  insensible  were  the 
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poor  !  That  natur  had  kindly  denied  to  them  those  fine  feelings  that 
belong  to  cultivated  life!  But  if  they  heard  the  prayer  of  the  auld 
man  at  nicht,  when  the  survivin'  family  were  on  their  knees  round 
the  \v.V,  and  the  jniir  wife  neist  him  in  the  holy  circle,  they  \\ad  ken 
better,  and  confess  that  there  is  something  a*  sublime,  as  il  is  sincere 
ami  >im|ile,  in  the  resignation  and  piety  of  those  hjmlile  Christians, 
\ihoM-  doom  it  is  to  live  by  the  sweat  o'  their  brow,  and  who  are 
taught,  almost  frae  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  to  feel  every  hour  they 
breathe,  that  all  they  enjoy,  and  all  they  suffer,  is  dropt  down  from 
the  hand  o'  God,  almost  as  visibly  as  the  dew  or  the  hail, — and  hence 
their  faith  in  things  unseen  and  eternal,  is  firm  as  their  belief  in  things 
seen  and  temporal — and  that  they  a'  feel,  sir,  when  lettin'  doon  the 
coffin  into  the  grave  ! 

North.  Take  another  glass,  my  dear  friend,  of  Mrs.  Gentle's  elder- 
flower  wine. 

Shepherd.  Frontignac!  But,  hearken!  There,  again,  the  bit 
happy  motherless  cretnr  is  beguiled  into  anither  sang!  Her  ain 
voice,  sir,  brings  comfort  frae  a'  the  air  around,  even  as  if  it  were  an 
angel's  >ang,  singin'to  her  frae  the  heart  o'  heaven! 

North.  From  how  many  spiritual  sources  come  assungings  of  our 
most  mortal  griefs ! 

Shepherd.  It's  a  strathspey  !  I  cann.i  understand  the  want  o'  an 
ear.  \\  hen  I'm  alone,  I'm  aye  either  whist lin',  or  singin*.  or  hutn- 
inin1  till  I  fa'  into  thocht ;  ami  then  baith  thochts  and  feelings  are 
swayed,  if  I'm  no  sair  mista'en.  in  their  main  current  by  the  tune, 
whether  gay  or  sad,  that  your  heart  has  been  harpin' on ;  so,  if  | 
had  na  a  glide  ear,  the  loneliness  o'  tht>  hills  wad  be  unco  weari- 
some, unvisited  by  involuntary  dreams  about  indefinite  things  !  Do 
folk  aye  think  in  words? 

North.   Generally,  I  suspect. 

Shr/ihrrd.  Yet  the  thochts  maun  come  first,  surely.  I  fancy  words* 
and  thoehts  fly  intil  ane  an  it  her 'a  hanns.  A  thousan'  thochts  may 
a'  be  wrapped  up  in  ae  wee  bit  word — just  as  a  thousand  beauties 
in  ae  wee  bit  flower.  They  baith  expand  out  into  beauty — and 
there's  nae  end  to  the  creations  <>'  the  eye  and  the  ear — for  the  soul 
sits  ahint  the  pupil  o'  the  tane,  and  the  drum  o'  the  tither,  and 
takin1  a  hint  frae  tone  or  hue,  cxpawtiates  ower  the  universe. 

North.  Scottish  Music,  my  dear  James,  is  to  me  rather  monoto- 
nous. 

Shepherd.  So  is  Scottish  Poetry,  sir.  It  has  nap  great  range ; 
but  human  natur  never  wearies  o'  Us  ain  prime  elementary  feelings. 
A  man  may  sit  a  haill  nicht  by  his  ingle,  w  i'  his  wife  and  huirns, 
without  either  thinkin' or  feelin'  rnuckle  ;  and  yet  he's  perfectly 
happy  till  bed-time,  and  ways  his  prayers  wi'  fervent  gratitude  to  the 
Giver  o'  a'  mercies.  It's  only  whan  he's  beginnin'  to  tire  o'  the 
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hummin  o'  the  wheel,  or  o'  his  wife  flytin'  at  the  weans,  or  o'  the 
weans  upsettin'  the  stools,  or  ruggin'  ane  anither's  hair,  that  his 
fancy  takes  a  very  poetical  flight  into  the  regions  o' the  Imagination. 
Sae  lung's  the  heart  sleeps  amang  its  affections,  it  dwalls  upon  few 
images;  but  these  images  may  be  infinitely  varied;  and,  when 
expressed  in  words,  the  variety  will  be  felt.  Sae  that,  after  a',  it's 
scarcely  correct  to  ca'  Scottish  Poetry  monotonous,  or  Scottish 
Music  either,  ony  mair  than  you  woir'd  ca'  a  kintra  level,  in  bonnie 
gentle  ups  and  downs,  or  a  sky  dull,  though  the  clouds  were  neither 
mony  nor  multiform  ;  a'  depends  upon  the  spirit.  Twa-three  notes 
may  niak'  a  maist  beautifu'  tune  ;  twa-three  woody  knowes  a  bonny 
landscape  ;  and  there  are  some  bit  streams  amang  the  hills,  without, 
ony  striking  or  very  peculiar  scenery,  that  it's  no  possible  to  daunnei 
.along  at  gloamin'  without  feelin'  them  to  be  visionary,  as  if  they 
flowed  through  a  land  o'  glamour.  It's  the  same  thing  wi'  faces 
Little  depends  on  the  features ;  a' on  the  composition.  There  is  a 
nameless  something  that  tells,  when  the  color  o'  the  een,  and  o'  the 
hair,  and  o'  the  cheeks,  and  the  roundin'  aff  o'  the  chin  rin  until  the 
throat,  and  then  awa  aff,  like  a  wave  o'  the  sea,  until  the  breast  is  a' 
harmonious  as  music;  and  leaves  ane  lookin'  at  the  lasses  as  if  they 
•were  listenin'  "to  a  melody  that's  sweetly  play'd  in  tune!"  Sensi 
bility  feels  a'  this;  Genius  creates  it;  and  in  Poetry  it  dwells,  like 
the  charm  in  the  Amulet. 

North.  James — look  through  the  loophole.  Do  you  not  think, 
my  dear  Shepherd,  that  the  character  of  a  man  is  known  in  his 
works  ? 

Shepherd.  Gurney  !  as  I'm  a  Christian!  That's  really  too  bad, 
sir.  A  body  canna  sit  down  in  an  arbor,  to  crack  an  hour  wi'  an 
auld  frien',  but  there  is  a  shorthaun  writer  at  your  lug,  jottin'  you 
doon  for  extension  at  his  leisure — and  convertin'  you  frae  a  preevat 
character  at  the  Lodge,  intil  a  public  one  in  thae  confounded,  thae 
accursed  Noctes  Ambrosianae. 

North.  Gurney,  leave  out  that  last  epithet. 

Shepherd.  If  you  do  I'll  fell  you.  But,  Mr.  North,  many  o'  my 
freens  — 

North.  I  know  it,  my  dear  James — but  treat  them  with  contempt, 
or  shall  I  take  up  a  few  of  them  by  the  scroof  of  the  neck,  with  my 
glove  on,  as  one  would  take  up  a  small  scotched  viper,  and  fling 
him  over  the  wall,  to  crawl  a  few  inches  before  death,  un  the  dust  of 
the  road  1 

Shepherd.  Their  vulgar  venom  shall  never  poison  my  ear,  my 
dear  sir.  But  had  natur  but  gien  them  fangs,  hoo  the  reptiles  wad 
bite  !  There's  a  speeder,  sir,  on  your  chin. 

North.  I  love  spiders.  Look  at  the  lineal  descendant  of  Arachne, 
how  beautifully  she  descends  from  the  chin  of  Christopher  North  to 
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the  lower  region  of  our  earth  !     But  speaking  of  public  and  private 
characters  — 

Sht-pherd.  That's  a  puzzlin'  question,  sir.  Let's  speak  o'  1'oets. 
Ae  thing's  certain  ;  that  afore  you  can  express  ony  ae  single 
thought  or  feelin'  in  poetry,  you  maun  hae  had  it  in  your  spirit  or 
heart,  strong,  distinct,  fresh,  and  bricbt,  in  real  leevin'  experience 
and  actual  natur.  It  maun  hae  been,  whether  originatin'  entirely  in 
yoursell,  or  transfused  through  you  by  anither,  your  am  bonn/ 
feedy  possession  and  property — else  it'll  no  be  worth  a  strae  it; 
Verse.  Eh  ? 

JYo/7/t.  Granted. 

Skf/iltfrd.  Secondly,  however  a  poet  may  write  weel  by  fits  and 
starts,  in  a  sort  o'  inspiration  like,  thae  fits  and  starts  theinsells  can 
only  come  frae.  a  state  o'  the  speerit,  habitually  meditative,  and 
rejniein'  in  its  ain  free  moods.  Therefore  however  mnckle  they 
may  astonish  you  tint  does  na  ken  him.  they  are  just  as  characteris- 
tic o'  his  natur  as  the  rest  <>'  his  mair  ordinary  proceedings,  and 
maun  !».•  set  down  to  the  score  o'  his  natural  and  indigenous  consti 
tution.  Kh  ? 

N"Tlh    Granted. 

Sheplierd.  What  a  poet  maist  dearly  and  devoutly  loves,  about 
that  wull  he,  of  coorse,  write  the  feck  o'  his  poetry.  His  poetry, 
therefore,  wull  contain  mair  of  his  deeper,  inner  self,  than  ony 
thing  else  can  do  in  this  warld — that's  to  say,  if  he  be  a  real  poet, 
and  no  a  pretender.  For  I'll  defy  ony  human  cretur,  unless  he  has 
some  sinister  end  to  gain,  to  keep  writin',  or  speakin'  either,  a'  his 
life  lang  about  things  that  dinna  constitute  his  chief  happiness.  Eh? 

X'trtk.  Granted. 

Shepherd.  Fourthly,  if  his  poetry  be  glide,  and  if  the.  states  o' 
sowl  formin'  the  staple  o't  be  also  glide,  and  if  his  poems  be  sae 
numerous  and  important  as  to  hae  occupied  him  mair  or  less  a'  his 
life  lang,  then  1  shud  like  to  know  on  what  ither  principle  he  can  be 
a  bad  man,  except  that  he  be  a  hypocrite — but  if  he  be  a  hypocrite, 
that'll  be  s»een  at  ance  in  his  poetry,  for  it'll  be  bad — but  then  the 
vcrra  reverse,  by  the  supposition,  is  the  case,  for  his  poetry  isgude; 
and  therefore,  if  he  be  na  a  gude  man,  taken  on  the  whole,  a'  this 
warld  and  this  life's  delusion  ihegilher,  black's  white,  het  cauld, 
virtue  vice,  and  frae  sic  a  senseless  life  as  the  present  there  can  be 
nae  reason  to  believe  in  a  future.  And  thus  yiu  end  in  a  denial  of 
the  Deity,  and  avoo  yourself  to  be  an  atheist.  Eh  .' 

JS'orth.   Granted  almost. 

Shepherd.  Fifthly,  sir — what's  thin  I  was  gaun  to  say  ?  Ou  ay. 
A  man's  real  character,  then,  is  as  truly  shown  in  his  poetry  as  in 
bis  religion.  When  he  is  poetical  and  when  he  is  religious,  he  is  in 
his  highest  states.  lie  exists  at  his  best.  Then  and  therein  is  the 
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perfection  o'  his  natur.  But  it  disna  follow — by  no  mainner  o* 
means — but  that  the  puir  mortal  cretur  may  be  untrue  to  himsell — 
iintrue  baith  to  his  poetry  and  to  his  religion — and  ower  aften  stain 
himsell  wi'  a'  sorts  o'  vices  and  crimes.  King  David  did  sae — yet 
«ha  ever  doubted  either  his  poetry  or  his  religion — or  whare  would 
you  look  for  either,  or  for  the  man  himsell,  but  in  his  Psalms?  Eh  ? 

North.  Granted,  James — granted. 

Shepherd.  If  the  Bard  o'  virtue  and  morality,  and  religion  and 
immortal  truth,  sink  down  frae  his  elevation  amang  the  stars,  and 
soil  his  spirit  wi'  the  stain  o'  clay,  what  does  that  prove  but  that  he 
is  not  a  seraph,  inspired  though  he  be,  but  like  the  sumphs  around 
him,  a  sinner — oh!  a  greater  sinner  than  they,  because  tumblin'  frae 
a  loftier  height,  and  sinkin'  deeper  into  the  mire  that  bedabbles  his 
glorious  wings,  that  shall  require  other  waters  to  cleanse  them  than 
ever  flowed  frae  Helicon. 

North.  These  are  solemn — yea,  mournful  truths. 

Shepherd.  Show  me  ae  leevin'  mortal  man,  consistent  wi'  himsell, 
and  at  a'  times  subject  to  the  rule  o'  life  as  it  is  revealed  in  scrip- 
ture, and  then  tell  me  that  a  good,  a  great  poet  is  not  truly  shown 
in  his  warks,  and  I  will  believe  you — but  not  till  then — for  the  hum- 
blest and  the  highest  spirit,  if  tried  by  that  test,  will  baith  be  found 
wantin' ;  and  a'  that  I  ask  for  either  the  ane  or  the  ither  set  o'  sin- 
ners is — justice. 

North.  Yet  something  there  seems  to  be  unexplained  in  the 
subject. 

Shepherd.  There  maun  aye  be  left  something  unexplained  in  every 
subject,  sir.  But  hear  till  me  ae  minute  langer.  A  man  may  de- 
liver himsell  up  to  poetry  wi'  too  total  a  devotion — sae  that  he 
comes  to  dislike  common  life.  There's  much  in  common  life,  sir,  as 
you  ken,  that's  painfu',  and  a  sair  restraint  on  the  wull.  Folk  maun 
learn  not  only  to  thole,  but  absolutely  to  love,  many  things  in  ithers 
that  would  cut  but  a  poor  figure  in  poetry  ;  and  to  cherish  many 
things  in  themsells  that  hae  nae  relation  whatsomever  wi'  the  imagi- 
nation. Every  head  o'  a  house  maun  be  sensible  o'  that  wha  does 
his  duty  as  a  husband,  a  father,  a  master  and  a  friend.  Let  these 
things  be  forgotten,  or  felt  to  be  burdensome — and  the  mind  that 
loves  at  all  times  to  expatiate  freely  in  a  warld  o'  its  ain — even 
though  the  elements  o't  be  a'  human — is  under  a  strong  temptation 
to  do  sae — and  then  the  life  o'  the  man  becomes  defective  and  dis- 
ordered. In  such  cases,  the  poet  who  loves  virtue  in  her  ideal 
beauty,  and  worships  her  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  may  frae  her  au- 
thority yet  be  a  recreant — in  real  life.  That's  a  short  solution  o* 
much  that's  puzzlin-  and  perplexin'  in  the  conduct  o'  men  o'  genius; 
but  there's  anither  key  to  the  difficulty,  sir — only  1  fear  I'm  gettin' 
tedious  and  tiresome. 
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North.  No— no — my  dear  James,  go  on. 

Shepherd.  There's  danger  in  the  indulgence  o'  feelings,  let  them 
be  even  the  highest  and  the  holiot  o'  our  nature,  without  constant 
correspondin'  practice  to  prevent  their  degeneration  int"  more  aim- 
less impulses — and  these  aimless  impulses  are  found  but  a  weak  pro- 
tection against  the  temptations  that  assail  us  in  this  world.  Why, 
sir,  I  verily  believe  that  religion  itsell  may  be  indulged  in  to  excess, 
when  frequent  ca's  are  no  made  on  men  to  act,  as  well  as  to  think 
and  feel.  The  man  of  religion  is  perfectly  sincere,  though  he  be 
found  wanting  when  put  to  trial — just  like  the  man  o'  genius. 
Well-doing  is  necessary. 

North.  Then  you  have  hit  the  nail  on  the  heao,  James. 

Shepherd.  Shall  we  say  then,  in  conclusion,  that  the  true  character 
of  a  true  poet  is  always  exhibited  in  his  poetry  ?  Eh  1  It  must  be 
so— Burns,  Byron,  Cow  per,  Wordsworth,  are  all,  in  different  ways, 
proofs  of  the  truth  of  the  apophthegm. 

North.  But  what  think  you,  James,  of  the  vulgar  belief,  that  a 
bad  private  may  be  a  good  public  character  1 

Shrpherd.  That  it  is  indeed  a  most  vulgar  belief.  A  bad  pri- 
vate character  is  a  blackguard — and  how  could  a  blackguard  make  a 
gude  public  character?  Eh? 

North.  That's  a  poser. 

Shrpherd.  Only  yon  see  there's  scarcely  sic  a  thing  as  morality  in 
political  life;  or  if  there  be,  it's  an  it  her  code  and  gangs  l>y  the  name 
o'  Expediency.*  A  blackguard  may  be  a  gae  good  judge  o'  maist 
kinds  o1  expediency — but  whenever  the  question  gets  dark  and  <lilh"- 
eult,  von  maun  hae  recourse  to  the  licht  u'  conscience,  and  what  be- 
comes o'  the  blackguard  then,  sir  ?  He  gangs  blindfitulded  ower  a 
precipice,  and  is  da>hed  to  pieces.  But  l>esides  expediency,  there's 
what  they  ca'  honor — national  honor — and  though  I  scarcely  see  hoo 
it  is — yet  great  blackguards  in  private  life  hae  a  s»-n>e  «/  that,  and 
wadna,  but  under  great  temptation,  saerifiee  't.  A  bribe,  however, 
administered  to  their  bt-settiii'  sin,  whatever  that  may  be,  will  gene- 
rally do  the  business,  and  they  will  even  sell  the  freedom  of  their 
country  for  women  or  gold. 

North.  I  do  not  well  know  what  to  think  of  public  men  just  now, 
James. 

Shcpl'trd.  They  seem  to  be  a  poor  pitifu'  pack,  tho  maist  o'  them, 
especially  wi'  Home  twa  or  three  exceptions — our  am  Forty-Five.f 
Whenever  a  man  pa>t  thirty  tells  me  that  he  has  changed  his  opinion 

*  Thi«  »n*»r  »t  Kiruli'  tirr.  »•  well  a>  that  on  a  man'*  changing  Inn  opinion*  aft*r  \\\>-  age 
of  thirty,  wa»  l«»»ll»il  again*!  Wellington  and  !>•!,  who  had  arowid  that  tx|>»dn  ncjr  aluna 
(arced  th*m  to  (rant  Caihoiir  Kin*ni-i|>ati»n. —  M. 

t  I'reviuUi  to  the  Ktiform  Hill  of  \~'M.  Scotland  "nl  forty-flrr  m«mlxT»  to  tiir  Hour*  of  Com- 
ii — 31  for  to*  countitu  and  14  for  the  boTDogh*.  Bjr  th*  Kaforrn  Hill  .'Ml  membori  w«nl 
..iow*d  fnr  th«  ruuntici  and  -O  for  th»  I  orougha.  In  IfJB.  tli*  gr«al  innj  >rity  of  Scotch  m«iu- 
**ra  w -r»  ultra-Tor  jr. —.M. 
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al  out  ony  given  thing  in  ony  given  time,  glide  manners  alane  hinder 
me  frae  tellhv  him  that  he  is  a  leear.  But  let's  hae  nae  politics. 
What  the  deevil  are  you  thinkin'  about  that  you're  no  attendin'  to 
me  speakin'?  Dinna  be  absent.  For  Heaven's  sake  gie  ower  that 
fnce.  Ay,  there  the  black  thunder-cloud  has  passed  awa',  and  your 
benign  auld  beautifu'  physiognomy  ance  inair  looks  like  itsell  in 
the  licht  o'  heaven. 

North.  I  chanced  to  look  at  this  ring  — 

Shepherd.  What?  The  ane  on  your  wee  finger?  The  finest 
diamond  ever  glittered. 

North.  And  the  image  of  the  Noble  Being,  in  remembrance  of 
whom  I  have  worn  it  for  twenty  years,  rose  up  before  me — me- 
thought  in  the  very  attitude  in  which  he  used  of  old  to  address  a 
public  assembly — the  right  arm  extended — so  — 

Shepherd.  Few  things  in  this  weary  warld  sae  delichtfu'  as  Keep- 
sakes! Nor  do  they  ever,  to  my  heart  at  least,  nor  to  my  een,  ever 
lose  their  tender,  their  powerfu'  charm  ! 

North.  How  slight — how  small — how  tiny  a  memorial,  saves  a 
beloved  friend  from  oblivion — worn  on  the  miger  — 

Shepherd.  Or  close  to  the  heart!  Especially  if  he  be  dead! 
Nae  thocht  sae  unsupportable  as  that  o'  entire,  total,  blank  forget- 
fulness — when  the  cretur  that  ance  laucht,  and  sang,  and  wept  to  us, 
close  to  our  side,  or  in  our  verra  arms,  is  as  if  her  smiles,  her  voice, 
her  tears,  her  kisses,  had  never  been  !  She  and  them  a'  swallowed 
up  in  the  dark  nothingness  o'  the  dust ! 

North.  It  is  not  safe  to  say,  James,  that  any  one  single  thought 
that  ever  was  in  the  mind  is  forgotten.  It  may  be  gone,  utterly 
gone — like  a  bird  out  of  a  cage.  But  a  thought  is  not  like  a  bird, 
a  mortal  thing;  and  why  may  it  not,  after  many,  many  long  years 
have  past  by — so  many  and  so  long  that  we  look  with  a  sort  of 
quiet  longing  on  the  churchyard  heaps — why  may  it  not  return  all 
at  once  from  a  "fair  countre^,"  fresh,  and  fair,  and  bright,  as  of 
yore,  when  first  it  glided  into  being,  up  from  among  the  heaven-dew 
opened  pores  in  the  celestial  soil  of  the  soul,  and  "possessed  it 
•wholly."  as  if  there  for  ever  were  to  have  been  its  blissful  abiding- 
place,  in  t,h/7s?  surny  regions  where  sin  and  sorrow  as  yet  had  shown 
their  e\il  eyes,  but  durst  not  venture  in,  to  scare  off  from  the 
paradise  even  one  of  all  its  divinest  inmates  !  Why  may  not  the 
thought,  1  ask,  return — or  rather,  rise  up  again  on  the  spirit,  from 
•which  it  has  never  flown,  but  lain  hushed  in  that  mysterious  dormi- 
tory, where  ideas  sleep,  all  ready  to  wake  again  into  life,  even  when 
most  like  dealh-r— for  ideas  are  as  bird>  of  passage,  and  they  are  also 
akin  to  the  winter-sleepers,  so  that  no  man  comprehends  their  exits 
or  their  entrances,  or  can  know  whether  any  one  of  all  the  tribe  \» 
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at  any  one  moment  a  million  of  miles  off,  or  wheeling  round  his 
head,  and  read  \  to  perch  on  his  hand  ! 

Shepherd.  Alloo  me,  sir,  noo  to  press  YOU  10  anither  glass  o'  Mrs. 
Gentle's  cider-flower  wine. 

Nvrth.  Frontignac  !  Now,  do  you,  James,  take  up  the  ball — for 
I'm  out  of  breath. 

Shepherd.  To  please  you,  sir,  I  hae  read  lately — or  at  least  tried 
to  read — thae  books,  and  lectures,  and  what  not,  on  the  Association 
o'  Ideas — and  yon  explanations  and  theories  of  Tammas  Broon's 
and  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart's,  and  Mr.  Alison's,  and  the  lave,  seem,  at 
the  time  the  volume's  lyin'  open  afore  you,  rational  aneuch — sae 
that  you  canna  help  believin'  that  each  o'  them  has  flung  doon  a 
great  big  bunch  o'  keys,  wi'  a  clash  on  the  table,  that'll  enable  you 
to  open  a'  the  locks  o'  a'  the  doors  o'  the  Temple  o'  Natur.  But, 
dog  on't!  the  verra  first  lock  you  try,  the  key'll  no  fit!  Or  if  it 
fits,  you  cannot  get  it  to  turn  roun',  though  \ou  chirt  wi'  your  twa 
hands  till  jou're  baith  black  and  red  in  the  face,  and  desperate 
angry.  A'  the  Metapbeesicks  that  ever  were  theoreezed  into  a 
S)stem  o'  Philosophy  'II  never  clear  up  the  mystery  o'  memory  ae 
hue,  or  enable  me  nor  ony  body  else  to  understand  boo,  at  ae  time, 
ye  may  knock  on  \our  head  wi'  \our  loof  or  uieve  till  it's  sair, 
without  awakening  a  single  thocht,  t>ny  mair  than  you  would 
awauken  a  dormouse  in  the  heart  o'  the  bole  of  an  aik,  by  tuppin' 
on  the  rough  hide  ;  while  at  another  time,  you  canna  gie  your  head 
a  jie  to  the  ae  side,  without  tens  o'  thousans  o'  thochts  fiVem1  out  o' 
your  mouth,  your  nose,  and  your  een,  just  like  a  swarm  o*  l>ees 
playin'  whurr — and  bum — into  the  countless  sky,  when  by  chance 
\  on  hae  upset  a  skep,  or  the  creturs  o'  their  ain  accord,  and  in  the 
passion  o'  their  ain  instinct,  are  all  after  their  Queen,  and  bavin* 
tormented  half  the  kintra-side  for  hours,  a'  at  last  settle  down  on 
the  branch  o'  an  apple-tree  perhaps — the  maist  unlikely,  to  nil  ap- 
pearance, they  could  find — and  perplexin'  to  the  man  wi'  the  ladder, 
and  the  towel  outower  his  face, — because  the  Queen-Bee  preferred, 
for  some  inscrutable  reason,  that  at  k ward  branch  to  a'  ither  resting- 
places  on  which  she  could  hae  rested  her  dotip,  although  it  was 
physically  and  morally  impossible  that  she  could  ever  hne  seen  the 
tree  afore,  never  bavin'  been  alloo'd  to  set  her  foot  avonl  the  door 
o'  the  «kep,  (or  reasons  best  known  to  her  subjects,  or  at  least  her 
Ministers,  wha,  unlike  gome  iili.-i>  I  miehl  mention,  dinna  despise 
the  voice  o'  the  people,  even  though  it  should  lie  nae  louder  nor  a 
murmur  or  a  hum  ! 

North.  Come,  James,  no  politics — keep  to  philosophy. 

Shepherd.  The  Quecn-Thocht  '»  the  home  's  the  Queen-Bee  —  and 
when  she's  let  loose  inlil  heaven,  out  flees  the  haill  swarm  o'  winged 
fancies  at  her  tail,  wi'  a  imise  like  thunder. 
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North.  But  we  were  speaking  of  Keepsakes  — 

Shepherd.  And   sae  we  are  still.     1   see   the    road    windin'  alang 
on  the  richt  haun  yonner — but  we're  like  passengers   loupin   aff  tha 
t.ip  o'  a  cutch  at  the  fit  o'  a  hill,  and  divin'  devious  through  a  wood 
by  a  short  cut,  to  catch  her  again  afore   she   gets  through  the   turn 
pike. 

North.  The  pleasantest  way  either  of  travel  or  of  talk. 

Shepherd.  Ten  hunder  thousan'  million  thochts  and  feelings,  ar  d 
fancies,  and  ideas,  and  emotions,  and  passions,  and  what  not,  a'  .ie 
thogither,  heads  and  thraws,  in  the  great,  wide,  saft,  swellin',  fear 
po.sted,  mony-pillowed  bead  o'  the  imagination.  Joys,  sorrc  «vs, 
hopes,  fears,  raptures,  agonies,  shames,  horrors,  repentances  re- 
morses— strange  bed-fellows  indeed,  sir,  —  some  skuddy  uaked.  i  une 
clothed  in  duds,  and  some  gorgeously  apparelled,  ready  to  ris<  up 
and  sit  down  at  feasts  and  festivals  — 

North.  Stop,  James,  stop  — 

Shepherd.  'Tis  the  poet  alane,  sir,  that  can  speak  to  fny  purj  »se 
about  sic  an  association  o'  ideas  as  that,  sir  ;  he  kens  at  every  hi-tch 
amang  them,  whilk  is  about  to  start  up  like  a  sheeted  cadaver  shiv- 
erin'  cauld-rife  as  the  grave,  or  a  stoled  queen,  a  rosy,  balmy, 
fragrant-bosomed  queen,  wi'  lang,  white,  satin  arms,  to  twine  roun' 
your  verra  sowle  !  But  the  metaphyseecian,  what  kens  he  about  the 
matter?  Afore  he  has  pntten  the  specs  astraddle  o'  his  nose,  the 
floor  o'  the  imagination  is  a'  astir  like  the  foaming  sea — and  aiblins 
hushed  again  into  a  cawm  as  deep  as  that  o'  a  sunny  hill,  where  lichts 
and  lambs  are  dancin'  thegither  on  the  greensward,  and  to  the  music 
o'  the  lilting  linties  amang  the  golden  groves  o'  broom,  proud  to  see 
their  yellow  glories  reflected  in  the  pools,  like  blossoms  bloomin'  in 
anither  warld  belonging  to  the  Naiads  and  the  mermaids  ! 

North.  But,  James,  we  were  speaking  of  Keepsakes. 

Shepherd.  And  sae  we  are  still.  For  \\hat  is  a  keepsake  but  a 
material  memorial  o'  a  spiritual  happenin'J  Something  substantial, 
through  whose  instrumentality  the  shadowy  past  may  resettle  on  the 
present — till  a  bit  metal,  or  a  bit  jewel,  or  a  bit  lock  o'  hair,  or  a  bit 
painted  paper,  shall  suddenly  bring  the  tears  into  your  startled  and 
softened  een,  by  a  dear,  delightfu',  overwhelmin'  image  o'  Life-in- 
De:ith] 

North.  Of  all  keepsakes,  memorials,  relics,  most  tenderly,  most 
dearly,  most  devoutly,  James,  do  I  love  a  little  lock  of  hair !  and  oh  ! 
when  the  head  it  beautified  has  long  mouldered  in  the  dust,  how  spir- 
itual seems  the  undving  glossiness  of  the  sole  remaining  ringlet! 
All  else  gone  to  nothing,  save  and  except  lhat  soft,  smooth,  burnish- 
ed, golden,  and  "glorious  fragment  of  the  apparelling  that  once  hung 
in  clouds  and  sunshine  over  an  angel's  brow  ! 
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Shepherd.  Ay— as  poor  Kirke  White  says — 

"  It  must  \\t\\v  txvn  a  l->v«-ly  head 
That  luul  such  lovdv  hair.'' 

But  dinna  think  ony  niair  u|»<>n  her  the  MOO.  sir.  What  fules  we 
are  to  summon  up  shadows  and  spectres  frae  the  grave,  to  trouble— 

North.  Her  image  troubles  me  not.  Why  should  it  (  Methinkt 
I  see  her  walking  yonder,  as  if  fifty  years  of  life  were  extinguished, 
bi»d  tliat  were  the  sun  of  rny  youth  !  L<t«.k — look — James  !  —  a  lig- 
ure  all  arrayed,  like  Innocence,  in  white  garments'  G<me  ! — gone  ! 
—Yet  such  visions  are  delightful  visitants  and  the  day.  and  the  eve- 
nil  <_r.  and  the  night,  are  ail  sanctified  on  which  the  apparition  comes 
and  goes  with  a  transient  yet  immortal  smile  ! 

Shrpherd.  Ay,  sir!  a  lock  o'  hair.  I  agree  s\iih  you,  is  far  lietier 
than  ony  pietur.  It's  a  pairt  o'  the  lieloved  oliject  In  r-eli —  it  be- 
langed  to  the  tresses  that  aften,  lang,  lang  ago,  may  hue  been  sud- 
denly dishevelled,  like  a  shower  o'  sunbeams,  ower  your  heatin* 
breast  !  Hut  noo  solemn  th»chts  sadden  the  beauty  ance  sae  bricht 
— sae  refulgent — the  langer  you  gaze  oil't,  the  mairand  mair  pensive 
grows  the  expressiifn  of  the  holy  relic — it  seems  to  say,  almost  up- 
braidingly,  "  Weep'st  thou  MO  more  for  me?"  and  then,  indeed,  n 
tear,  true  to  the  imperishable  affection  in  which  all  nature  seemed  U> 
rejoice,  *'  when  life  itself  was  young,'' bears  witness  thai  the  object 
towards  which  it  yearned  is  no  more  forgotten,  now  that  she  has 
been  dead  for  so  many,  many  long  weary  years,  than  she  wa>  forgot- 
ten during  an  hour  of  absence  thai  came  like  a  passing  cloud  between 
us  and  the  sunshine  of  her  Iivin-_r,  her  loving  smiles  ! 

North.  Were  a  pieture  perfectly  like  our  deceased  friend — MO 
shade  of  expression,  however  slight,  that  was  his,  awanting — none 
there,  however  slight,  that  belonged  not  to  the  fare  that  has  faded 
utterly  away — then  mij;hl  a  picture  — 

Shephrrd.  Hut  then  that's  never  the  case,  sir.  There's  aye  some- 
thing wrang,  either  about  the  month,  or  the  een,  or  the  nose— «»r 
what  s  \\arst  o'  a",  you  eanna  I'm'  fawtc  \vi'  onv  o'  the  features  for  no 
being  like,  and  yet  the  painter,  frae  MO  keimin'  the  dclightfu'  charac- 
ter o'  her  or  him  that  was  sittin'  till  him.  leaves  out  o'  the  face  the 
entire  apecrit — or  aiblins,  that  the  portrait  max  na  be  deficient  !M  ex- 
pression, he  pits  in  a  sharp  clever  look,  like  that  o'  a  blue  stocking, 
into  a  nafi,  dewy,  divine  een,  swimmin'  wi'  sowle!  opojlsthc  mouth 
alhegither  by  puckerin'  't  up  at  the  corners,  sue  that  a'  the  innocent 
Mniles,  matitlin'  there  like  kisses,  tak  flight  frae  sic  prim  Itfs,  cherry- 
ripe  though  they  be  ;  and  blin'  to  the  delicate,  slraught,  liue-eilg<>d 
hecht  o'  her  Grecian — ay,  her  Grecian  nose — what  does*  the  lule  do, 
bat  raises  up  the  mill- lie  o'  the  brig,  or — mav  Heaven  ne'er  forgie 
him — cocks  it  up  at  the  pint  sue  that  you  can  see  up  the  nostrils — a 
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thing  I  dinna  like  at  a' — and  for  this,  which  he  ca's  a  portrait,  and 
proposes  send  in'  to  the  Exhibition,  he  has  the  conscience  to  charge 
you — wif.houten  the  frame — the  reasonable  sum  o'  ae  hundred  pounds 
sterling  ' 

North.  Next  to  a  lock  o'  hair,  James,  is  a  brooch,  or  a  ring,  that 
has  been  worn  by  a  beloved  friend. 

Shepher.i  7  ?-t  sae ;  and  then  you  can  put  the  hair  intil  the 
brooch  or  the  ring — or  baith — and  wear  them  on  your  finger  and  on 
your  breast  a'  nicht  lang,  dream,  dream,  dreamin'  awa'  back  into  the 
vanished  world  o'  unendurable,  and  incomprehensible,  and  inuttera- 
ble  things ! 

North.  Or  what  think  you  o'  a  book,  my  dear  James 

Shepherd.  Ay,  a  bit  bookie  o'  ane's  ain  writin',  a  poem  perhaps, 
or  a  garland  o'  ballants  and  sangs,  with  twa  three  Jovin'  verses  on 
the  fly-leaf,  by  way  o'  inscription — for  there's  something  unco  affec- 
tionate in  manuscripp — bound  on  purpose  for  her  in  delicate  white 
silver-edged  cawf,  wi'  flowers  alang  the  border,  or  the  figure  of  a 
heart,  perhaps,  in  the  middle,  pierced  vvi'  a  dart,  or  breathin'  out 
flames  like  a  volcawno. 

North.  A  device,  James,  as  natural  as  it  is  new. 

Shepherd.  Nane  o'  your  sneers,  you  auld  satirist.  Whether  nat- 
ural or  unnatural,  new  or  auld,  the  device,  frae  being  sae  common, 
carma  be  far  wrang — for  a'  the  warld  has  been  in  love,  at  ae  time  or 
ither  o'  its  life,  and  kens  best  hoo  to  express  its  ain  passion.  What 
see  you  ever  in  love-sangs  that's  at  a'  new  ?  Never  ae  single  word. 
It's  just  the  same  thing  ower  again,  like  a  vernal  shower,  patterin' 
amang  the  buddin'  woods.  But  let  the  lines  come  sweetly  and  saft- 
ly,  and  a  wee  wiidly  too,  fra  the  lips  o'  Genius,  and  they  shall  delight 
a'  mankind,  and  womankind  too,  without  ever  wear\  in'  them,  whether 
they  be  said  or  sung.  But  try  to  be  original — to  keepaffa'  that  has 
ever  been  said  afore,  for  fear  o'  plagiarism,  or  in  ambition  o'  origin- 
ality, and  your  poem  'II  be  like  a  bit  o'  ice  that  you  hae  taken  into 
your  mouth  unawaures  for  a  lump  o'  white  sugar. 

Nortli.  Now,  my  dear  James,  the  hour  is  elapsed,  and  we  must 
to  our  toilet.  The  Gentles  will  be  here  in  a  jiffy,  and  I  know  not 
how  it  is,  but  intimate  as  we  are,  and  attached  by  the  kindest  ties, 
I  never  feel  at  rny  ease  in  their  company,  in  the  afternoon,  unless  my 
hair  be  powdered,  my  ruffles  on,  and  my  silver  buckles. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  mean  the  buckles  on  your  shoon,  T 'he buckles 
on  your  breeks? 

North.  My  shoon,  to  be  sure.     James — James  ! 

Shepherd.  I'll  tell  you  a  secret,  sir — and  yet  it's  nae  great  secret 
either ;  for  I'm  cf-  opinion  that  we  a'  ken  our  ain  hearts,  only  we 
dinna  ken  what's  best  for  them, — you're  in  love  wi'  Mrs.  Gentle. 
Na,  na — dinna  hang  down  your  head,  and  blush  in  that  gatej  there's 
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nae  harrn  in't — nae  sin — only  you  should  marry  her,  sir;  for  I  never 
sa\»  a  woman  sae  in  love  wi'  a  man,  in  a'  my  born  days. 

N»rth.   1  cannot  bring  myself  to  think  so,  my  dear  James. 

Shepherd.  Tuts.  You  canna  attempt  to  walk  across  the  room, 
that  her  twa  een  are  no  follow  in'  you  mi  your  crutch,  wi'  a  mixed 
expression  o'  love,  nnd  fear  lest  you  should  fa'  and  dislocate  your 
knee-pan,  or 

North.  Crutch  !  Why,  you  know,  James,  well  enough,  that  for 
the  last  twelvemonth  I  have  worn  it,  not  for  use,  but  ornament.  I 
am  thinking  of  laying  it  aside  entirely. 

Shepherd.  "And  capering  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber?"  Be 
persuaded  by  me,  sir.  and  attempt  nae,  sic  thing.  Naebody  supposes 
that  vour  constitution's  broken  in  upon,  sir,  or  that  you're  subject 
to  a  general  frailty  o'  natur.  The  gout's  a  local  complaint  wi'  you 
— and  what  the  waur  is  a  man  f<>r  haein'  an  occasional  pain  in  his 
tae  ?  Besides,  sir,  there's  a  great  deal  in  habit — and  Mrs.  (iei:tlo 
has  been  sae  lang  accustomed  to  look  at  you  on  the  crutch,  that 
there  s  nae  say  in'  hoo  it  micht  be,  were,  you  to  gie.  owre  that  cap- 
tivatin'  hobble,  and  figure  on  the  floor  like  a  dancin'  master.  At, 
your  time  o'  life,  you  could  never  howp  to  be  an  extremely — an 
uncommonly  active  man  on  your  legs — and  therefore  it's  better,  it's 
wiser,  and  it's  safer  to  continue  a  sort  o'  lameter,  and  keep  to  the 
crutch. 

North.   But  does  she  absolutely  follow  me  with  her  eyes? 

Shepherd.  She  just  reminds  me,  sir,  when  you  are  in  the  room 
wi'  her,  o'  a  bit  image  o'  a  duck  soomin'  about  in  a  bowl  o'  water 
at  the  command  o'  a  loadstane.  She's  really  a  bonny  lx>dy — and 
no  sae  auld  either.  Nacbody  Ml  luuch  at  the  marriage — and  1 
sh^uldna  l>«  surprised  if  you  had  — 

North.  "The  world's  dread  laugh."  as  it  is  called,  has  no  terrors 
to  me,  my  dear  James  — 

Shepherd.  Nane  whatever — 1  wed  ken  that;  and  I  think  I  see 
you  -ittin'  w i'  vour  pooihered  head.  a>ide  her  in  a  ehay  drawn  by 
four  blood  horses,  cavin  their  heads  till  the  foam  Hies  ower  tho 
hedges,  A'  adomed  wi' white  ribbons,  and  the.  postilions  wi'  great 
braid  favors  in  their  breasts  like  roses  or  stars,  smackiu'  their  whups, 
while  the  crood  huz/uws  you  at)' to  \our  honeymoon  aiming  thu 
mountain*  — 

North.   \  will  pop  the  question,  this  very  evening. 

Shepherd.  Just  tak  it  lor  granted  that  the  marriage  is  to  be  as 
Kline  an  the  settlement  can  be  drawn  up — look  to  her.  and  speak  to 
her,  and  prcHM  her  haun,  whenever  she  puts  her  arm  imil  \  ours,  as 
if  it  was  a'  fixed — and  she'll  sune  return  a  bit  wee  *all  uncertain 
squeeze — and  then  by-und-by  — 

North.  I'll  begin  this  very  evening  — 
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Shepherd.  Saftly — saftly — moderate  youi  transports.  You  maun 
begin  by  degrees,  and  no  be  owre  tender  upon  her  a'  at  ance,  or 
she'll  wunner  what's  the  matter  wi'  you — suspeck  that  you're  mad, 
or  hae  been  takin  a  drap  drink — and  are  only  makin'  a  fule  o' 
Ijer  — 

North.  Ha !  yonder  she  is,  James.  Gentle  by  name,  and  gentle 
by  nature  !  To  her  delicate  touch  the  door  seems  to  open  as  of 
itself,  and  to  turn  on  its  hinges — 

Shepherd.  As  if  they  were  iled.  Wait  a  wee,  and  maybe  you'll 
hear  tier  bang't  after  her  like  a  clap  o'  thunder. 

North.  Hush !  impious  man.  How  meekly  the  most  lovable 
matron  rings  the  door-bell  !  What  can  that  lazy  fellow,  John,  be 
about,  that  he  does  not  fly  to  let  the  angel  in  1 

Shepherd.  Perhaps  cleanin'  the  shoon,  or  the  knives  and  forks. 
Noo  mind  you,  behave  yoursell.  Come  awa'. 

(The   SHEPHKRD  tak\  $    the   crutch,    and  MR.    NORTH    walks 
towards  the  L^dge,  afresh  as  a  five-year-old.} 
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No.  XLIV.— JUNE,  1829. 

SCENE—  The  Blue  Roam.— Time,  Eight  o'clock,  P.  Af. 
TICKLER,  NORTH,  SHEPHERD,  ODOHERTY,  and  RABBI  MOSES  EDREHI. 

North.  You  nre  considerably  changed,  Odoherty.  Your  hair  is 
decidedly  graying — nay,  don't  trouble  the  curls,  they  are  very  pretty 
still  ;  and,  in  tact,  become  your  present  complexion  better  than 
black  and  all  black  would  do. 

Odoherty.  Ah !  Christopher,  I  may  say  as  Lord  Byron  did  to 
Lady  Blessington, 

"  The  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead. 
Ami  my  heart  is  us  gray  as  my  heao. 

N'>n  sum  qnalis  eram,  North  ;  1  have  turned  the  post  fairly,  and  must 
henceforth  have  the  stand  in  view.  I  feel  very,  very  old — oh  !  d— d 
old! 

North.  Hoy  !  I  feel  as  young  at  this  hour  as  I  did  at  eight-and 
twenty.  Fill  your  glass,  you  stripling.  Your  third  wedding  has 
improved  you  every  way.  You  are  fatter — your  f«kin  is  clearer — 
you  show  symptoms  of  incipient  paunch — your  dress  is  more  grave, 
true,  but  it  is  richer — I  admire  the  chain — upon  the  whole  you  look 
respectable.  I  daresay  you  are  placing  the  devil  among  the  Dow- 
agers. Women  are  tender  in  the  evening  of  life. 

Odoherty.  Such  Eves  need  no  tempter.  Hut  my  wife  is  con- 
foundedly *harp,  Christopher.  Hang  it,  you  old  bachelors  have  no 
notion  of  things  as  they  nre. 

North.  Hachelors,  indeed  !  Why,  then,  you  don't  know  thaA  I 
H'jis  ever  married  ? 

Od-ihe.'-ty.  If  you  ever  were,  you  have  kept  your  thumb  on  tho 
circumstance.  Are  you  serious,  old  boy  ? 

North.  About  three  in  the  afternoon  of  a  bonny  summer  day, 
June  the  tenth,  in  the  year  of  grace  seventy-and-two,  I  being  then 
exactly  twenty-one,  was  married  upon  as  sweet  a  lassie  as  ever  left 
an  honest  father's  house,  raining  tears  of  fi-ar,  hope,  sorrow,  and  joy, 
on  the  threshold-stone !  Oh!  Odoherty — I  am  never  weary  of 
living  those  days  over  again — those  long  bright  days,  full  of  mirth— 
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those  beiene  evenings  —the  glorious  sunsets  on  Lochawe  —  the  wild 
Highland  ballad  —  the  utter  confidence  —  the  unspeakable  smiles  —  and 
then  —  but  no  more,  my  dear.  F'll  agaiu,  and  pass  the  Cockburn. 
Alas  !  alas  !  Fuit  Ilium. 

Shepherd.  Ochon  !  Ochon  ! 

Rabin  Mosey  Edrehi,  (aside.) 


Odoherty.  Were  you  in  the  cliurch  at  this  period  ? 

North.  Confound  you,  I  never  was  in  the  church.  I  was  then 
owner  and  occupier  of  a  small,  but  sufficient  lairdship  :  sat  under  my 
own  thatch  —  killed  my  own  mutton  —  brewed  my  own  beer  —  smug- 
gled my  own  brandy  —  kissed  my  own  wife,  and  feared  no  man. 
The  land  was  good,  improvable  and  improving  —  the  arable  and  the 
pasture  —  and  i  was  an  active  hand  at  most  things,  and  sported  the 
kilt. 

Odokerty.  Which  as  Castlereagh  told  the  dames  des  halles,  when 
they  were  sniggling  to  see  the  42d  pass,  Js  un  habit  bien  commode,  as 
well  as  graceful.  But  what  came  of  Mrs.  North  ? 

North.  She  went  to  the  devil  in  the  winter  of  1773  —  don't  allude 
to  the  subject  again. 

Moses  J£drehi.  M"P"ixb  23T  "nn 

Shepherd.  W  hat's  that  ? 

North.  'Tis  an  old  saying  of  the  Talnmdists,  "  When  an  ass 
climbeth  a  ladder,  look  for  wisdom  among  women." 

Shepherd.  A  saying  worthy  of  a  gowk.  Women  have  far  mair 
heart  nor  men;  and  as  far  as  1  have  seen  the  warld.  they  have  far 
mair  sense,  and  discretion,  too.  As  for  Mrs.  North  — 

Odoherty.  Hush,  (hums)   u  Oh.  no  !   we  never  mention  her." 

Tickler.   What  think  you  of  the  English  women,  Rabbi  ? 

Mof.es  Edrehi.  —  iap  i^ri 

North.  \  know  what  you  are  going  to  say  —  Your  proverb  being 
interpreted,  signifies,  that  "  in  two  bushels  of  dates  there  is  one 
bushel  of  stones  —  and  more." 

Shepherd.  Aye,  aye  —  I  perceive  what  he's  at.  Weel,  after  a', 
they  are  wise  folk  thae  Hebrews  —  and  yet  I  think  the  Jang  beard  has 
its  share. 

Tickler.  A  barbarous  practice  —  and  a  filthy.  I  arn  ashamed  to 
see  moustaches,  and  whiskers,  and  Charlies,  as  the  puppies  call  them, 
coming  so  much  into  vogue  among  ourselves.  The  beard  cannot  be 
suffered  to  grow,  either  in  whole  or  in  part,  without  pro  tanto  ob- 
scuring the  most  expressive  part  of  the  human  face  divine.  lUbbi 
Moyes  has  a  mouth,  no  doubt,  and  makes  good  use  of  it,  both  as  to 
the  putting  in  and  the  putting  out;  but  hang  me  if  any  one  of  you 
can  say  what  is  the  form  of  his  lips. 
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OJoherty,  (aside).  Timothy  always  piqued  himself  on  the  cut  of 
his  i-hops. 

Shepherd.  And  what  for  dinna  you  shave  your  beard,  Rabbi  ? 

Musts  Edrehi.  Car  cest  ecrit  —  'Scase  me.  sare  —  for  'tis  said  by 
Moshe  bartik  linhoino  —  u  Dow  s;ilt  Dot  mar  de  corner  of  dy  beard." 
It  i>  in  the  book  Elek  Huddcbarim,  dat  you  call  Levititpae. 

Shepherd.  But  then  I  hae  kent  mony  a  ane  o'  your  folk  wha 
shave.  Hoo  do  they  get  ower  the  command  ? 

Moses  Edrehi.  Senor  Hogg,  kennst  du  night  —  1  mean,  do  you  not 
know  many  shentlemen,  what  are  Cristens,  dat  drink,  par  exempio, 
and  get  vat  you  call  in  Inglis  —  Vass  is  de  daber,  the  Inglis  voce  fur 
ivrogne  ? 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  ye  speak  sic  a  jabber  that  there's  nae  making 
kirk  or  mill  o'  what  ye  say. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Fou  ?  C'est  Fra$ois,  mon  ami,  et  pas  Anglois— 
das  est  mad. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doot.  I  hne  seen  mony  a  cliield  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare  after  a  glass.  Ye  mean  to  say,  then,  the  Jews  wha 
shave  their  chins  hae  nae  mair  religion  than  sae  mony  drucken  auld 
tinckier  bodies,  who  like  ane  that  sail  be  nameless,  are  gi'en  to  get- 
tin'  themselves  foil  as  tiddlers. 

Mosrs  Edrehi.  Senor,  si. 

Shepherd.  It  is  a  comical  thing,  after  a',  to  think  that  a  goat  has 
mair  sound  Jewish  doctrine  on  his  chin  than  a  rabbi  after  a  rawzor. 
And  yet  I'll  uphaud  it  against,  ye,  Timothy,  it's  no  bad  custom  yon 
of  no  shavin<7.  For  \  e  ken,  Mr.  Moses  —  Is  na  yer  Christian  name 


Musen  Edrehi.  I  havn't  got  no  Cristin  name,  sare  ;  for  Ich  bin 
liicht  a  Cristin  —  God  a'  might  keep  us! 

Shepherd.   Lord  sauf  us,  I  forgot!  But  yer  first  name's  Moses? 

Moses  Edrehi.  Yay,  mynheer. 

Shepherd.  Ye  see,  I  hae  muny  and  mony  a  tirno  thocht  that  he 
wha  first  introduced  shaving  aiming  us  was  ane  of  the  greatest  foes 
o'  the  human  race.  Just  think,  man,  o'  the  awfu'  wark  it's  on  a 
i-auld  Sal>l»ath  morning,  when  the  week's  bristles  are  as  sturdy  as 
tht-  tei-th  of  u  horse  kame,  and  the  burn  water  winna  boil,  and  the 
kirk-bell's  ringing,  and  the  wife  a'  riggit  out,  and  the  gig  at  the  door, 
and  the  rawzor  haggit  like  a  saw  —  Trumbull  o'  Selkirk  makes  good 
rawzors,  but  the  weans  are  unco  fond  of  playing  wi'  mine,  puir 
things.  <)d  keep  us!  it  gars  me  grew  but  to  think  o'  the  first  rasp 
—  and  after  a'  the  sark-neck's  blacken'd  wi'  your  blind,  and  your 
fare  is  a  bonny  sicht  to  put  b»-fore  H  congregation,  battered  ower 
wi'  brown  paper,  or  tufts  o'  beaver  alF  yir  hat.  Oh  !  I'm  clean  fur 
the  lang  beard. 

TicJiltr.  Well,  you  have  a  good  opportunity  now;  for   1   unde.i- 
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stfind  many  of  the  leading  Protestants  have  resolved  never  to  shave 
until  the  late  bill  be  repealed.  You  are  aware  that  thousands  of 
the  Cavaliers  followed  the  same  reverend  fashion  on  the  murder  (if 
the  King,  and  never  smoothed  their  chins  till  the  day  of  the  Resto- 
ration. Indeed,  not  a  few  of  our  own  old  Jacobites  took  to  the  flow- 
ing mane  again,  upon  the  sinful  expulsion  of  King  James  II.  1  my- 
self remember  several  patriarchal  figures  in  the  Highlands. 

Shepherd.  If  1  were  sure  that  Lord  Eldon,  and  Mr.  Sadler,  and 
Lord  Cbandos,  would  keep  me  in  countenance,  I  would  swear  a 
muckle  aith  this  very  minute,  it  I  would,  and  wag  a  bonny  beard  in 
Yarrow  kirk  or  the  winter  Sacrament.  But  I'm  jalousin  you're  at 
your  jokes,  Mr.  Tickler.  Wull  ye  say  as  sure's  death? 

Odoherty.  I  can  answer  for  him  this  time.  I  with  these  eyes  saw 
several  men  of  the  highest  eminence  sporting  beards  Aaronic  in 
Bond-street  only  a  week  ago.  There  was,  for  example,  Lord  Har- 
borough.* 

Shepherd.  Blessings  on  him  !  Wcel,  I'm  really  glad,  just  glad, 
to  hear  there's  sae  muckle  o'  sincere  principle  left  in  the  land.  San- 
ders Trumbull,  ye've  seen  the  last  of  my  aughteen  pennies!  But, 
pity  me,  surely  the  hair  has  been  gleg  at  the  growing. 

Odoherty.  O!  they  left  off  shaving  the  moment  the  King's  speech 
came  out  ;f  and  tears,  you  know,  are  very  nutritive  to  the  whisker 
principle. 

Moses  EdreJii.  Ctirrnjo!  I  glaube  dare  has  bin  mehr  weiii  d'Opor 
to  dan  waiters  off  de  Tribulation. 

Odoherty.  Ay,  Mosey  (which,  by  the  way.  is  a  mighty  neat  name 
for  a  bull,)  sorrow  is  dry.  "  was  obliged  to  drink  double  tides  to 
keep  myself  in  anything  like  common  temper  at  the  sight  of  so 
much  vermin  as  infested  us  on  all  sides,  Rat — rat — rat — nothing 
but  rat. 

Shepherd.  After  a',  the  most  awfu'  ration  is  the  Deuk.  I'll  never 
say  we  were  yearsbairns  ageu. 

Moses  Edrehi.  bna  ^fcK 

North.  Yes,  Rabbi  ;  it  is  a  fool  who  hath  spoken.  The  Duke  is 
no  rat.  If  1  could  have  opposed  the  carrying  of  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic bill  by  bearing  my  bosom  to  the  blow,  I  would  have  done  it; 
but  I  cannot  impute  low  motives  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  He 
— alter  his  opinions  for  the  ordinary  and  dirty  temptations  which 
sway  the  Dawsons  and  Peels,  the  Bat  hursts  and  the  Westmoreland*, 
and  the  other  very  small  and  miserable  deer  who  are  so  well  desig- 
nated by  the  name  of  vermin,  base  and  not  to  beHrusted — he,  the 
hero  of  all  the  fields  of  Spain,  the  hero  of  Waterloo,  the  topmost 

*  The  Earl  of  Harbofbugh,  who  was  only  32  iu  the  year  1829,  used  to  walk  about  "  beardoi 
.ike  a  pard." — M. 

t  The  Speech  from  the  Throne,  at  the  open'njr  of  the  Parliamentary  session  of  1829.  in 
*hich  the  intention  to  bring  in  the  Catholic  Kelef  Bill  was  announced — M 
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spirit  of  the  world — he  RAT!  James,  James,  I  should  have  blushed 
to  hear  the  word  from  YOU,  if  in  these  old  vellum  cheeks  there  was 
blood  enough  for  a  blu>h. 

Tickler.  But,  Christopher 

North.  Your  pardon,  dearly  beloved  friend — I  wish  the  Duke  had 
not  voted  and  legislated  as  he  has  done;  bur  he  has  a  right  to  give 
his  opinion  on  a  great  stale  question,  and  to  alter  his  opinion,  Mr. 
Tickler.  He  has  matter  of  high,  perhaps  of  culpable  ambition,  to 
sway  him — for  aught  I  know  the  Standard  may  be  right  there — but 
never  of  low.  He  may  be  capable  of  being  an  USURPER — never  of 
being  a  RAT.  Who  ever  confounded  Fouche  withNapoleon  ?  What 
infant  will  ever  mix  up  the  motives  of  a  Peel  with  those  of  Wel- 
lington ?  Fill  your  glass,  Mr.  Edrehi.  I  do  not  think  you  have 
any  Glenlivet  in  Jerusalem? 

Moses  Edrehi.  Nein,  mien  herr.     Sta  bueno.     Tish  gutes  drink. 

North.  Some  Idiots  have  been  babbling  about  Scott's  ratting.*  I 
know  that  Scott,  ten  years  ago,  said  the  Irish  Papists  should  get 
what  they  clamored  for.  Nor  is  it  wonderful  that  a  man  whose 
imagination  lives,- if  I  may  say  so,  among  the  feelings  of  those  who 
call  themselves  the  oppressed — among  the  Saxons,  the  Cavaliers,  the 
Gael,  the  Jacobites,  &c.,  &c.,  should  take  &  poetical  interest  in  the 
case  of  the  Irish  Papists.  It  is  his  natural  bias  as  a  novelist.  Hut 
whether  it  was,  or  was  not,  I  shall  always  contend  I  hut  Scott  is  in 
that  class  of  minds  that  may  — nay  must  choose  for  themselves  in 
the  politics  of  this  world  ;  in  fact,  he  is  one  of  us,  one  of  the  great 
men  of  the  earth — who,  though  not  exempted  from  the  ordinary 
feelings  of  humanity,  may  perhaps  upon  questions  great  or  small. 
err  as  grossly  as  the  most  ignorant,  nay,  often  more  grossly. 

Sltc/iherd.  Ay,  true's  the  auld  savin' — The  greatest  clerks  are  no 
the  widest  folk. 

North.  I  say,  these  men — the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  Sir  Wal- 
ter Scott,  for  instance,  are  not  to  be  judged  b\  rules  which  are  in- 
fallible upon  Peel,  or  Pattmore,  or  Hob  Wilson,  or  Hob  Waithmau 
— or  any  of  the  xa£apfjw*rou£  offscourings  of  politics  or  pus. 

Tickler.  The  Times  people  published  a  passage  of  sxune  Life  of 
old  Cumberland,  Home  time  since,  as  a  proof  that  Sir  Walter  had 
long  entertained  the  opinions  \shi.h  have  been  thrust  into  his  mouth 
of  late.  Nothing  could  be  more  stupidly  fallacious  than  the  citation 
made  by  these  dull  dogs.  In  that  passage,  Sir  Walter  regretted 

•  Karty  in  1MO.  Hjr  Walter  8<-ott  felt  it  hi*  duty  to  »eparat*  from  hit  frien«J«,  th»  ultm- 
Toriea,  »nJ  aupport  th«  [luk«  of  Wellington'*  experiment  of  emieaYorini*  to  pacify  Ireland 
by  gramme  Catholic  (Emancipation,  lie  wrote  aeveral  art;r,r»  in  IU  favor  in  ibc  f'.ili*lmrfk 
H'trtlf  ./•••mn/  ;  j  r  [  .<••!  ,  fir  of  the  revolution*  at  the  principal  meeting  helj  at  Edinburgh 
in  «tij  |  rt  of  the  meunre  .  and.  of  cour»e,  »ign«d  the  petition  in  IU  faror.  When  that  petition 
»>•  rea*l  in  the  Home  <•'  Common*,  Srott'n  name  among  the  •ubccriben  wai  rm-eived  with  ao 
much  rnlbuiiaam.  *ay*  Ixvkhart.  ••  that  Sir  Robert  feel  thought  At  to  addreai  to  him  a  tnecial 
•n<i  rer)  cordial  Utter  of  thank*  on  thai  ccaaion  "  Twenty  y«ar«  pnvioualy  .Scott  bad  boio 
to  Catholic  Emancipation.  — M 
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that  military  employment  had  not  been  granted  to  the  Paddy  Pa- 
pists, at  the  time  Dicky  Cumberland,  an  old  crony  of  mine,  by  the 
•way,  but  a  poor  body  after  all — wrote  his  very  fade,  though  genteel 
comedy  of  the  West  Indian.  When  Scott  wrote  that  sentence,  all 
that  restriction  was  gone  by, — and  he  might,  without  disturbing 
any  dream  of  our  then  Protestant  ascendancy,  have  breathed  a  sigh 
over  the  waste  of  Irish  energy  and  Irish  life,  in  the  service  of 
foreign  countries, — he  might  have  eulogized  the  bravery  of  the  Irish 
Popish  soldier  in  foreign  armies,  without  serving  or  thinking  of 
serving  the  cause  of  the  Irish  Popish  lawyer  in  the  Four  Courts  of 
Dublin. 

Odoherty.  Well !  as  to  the  Irish  Brigade,  I've  my  own  theory. 
You'll  cite  me,  if  you  please,  fine  things  here  and  there  about  them  ; 
but  on  the  whole,  where  was  the  general  they  revered — where  even 
the  staff-officer  ?  Such  a  set — but  I  check  myself — by-and-by  my 
book  will  appear.  Colburn  and  I  are  in  treaty  about  it.  We  split 
only  upon  £500,  so  the  bargain  is  near  being  completed. 

North.  Revcnons.  What  1  was  saying  amounts  to  this  :<  we  allow 
to  great  men  that  for  which  we  most  judiciously  whip  and  even  hang 
little  ones.  War  is  a  universal  murder,  in  which  the  proficient  is  a 
hero,  and  honored  by  a  statue,  opposite,  perhaps,  to  the  very  spot 
where  the  retail  practitioner  in  man-killing  is  hanged.  I  say  this  is 
right.  I  can,  if  I  pleased,  give  the  reasons,  but  there  is  no  need  now, 
— Edrehi,  the  bottle  is  with  .you — But,  whether  I  think  it  right  or 
not,  the  world  thinks  it  right — and  it  is  enough.  Compare,  therefore, 
by  these  ordinary  and  every  day  rules,  the  great  Duke  and  Mr. 
Robert  Peel  What  had  the  conqueror  of  Napoleon  to  gain  by  any 
political  stroke  for  the  good  or  bad  ?  Morgan,  by-the-by,  you  can 
answer  for  me. 

Odoherty.  Ay,  ay,  sir  — 

North.  You  and  I  were  together  when  the  first  of  these,  celebrated 
Noctes  began — no  one  else — I  have  read  the  report  of  our  conversa- 
tion, and  inaccurate  as  these  reports  generally  are,  they  yet  txmvey 
somewhat  the  substance  of  what  we  say.  In  my  reported  talk  of 
that  night,  sir,  I  remarked  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  would  not 
obtain  any  additional  honor  for  being  the  author  of  the  very  best  of 
all  possible  corn  bills.  I  daresay  I  said  the  words,  at  all  event?  I 
thought  the  thought,  and  now  stick  to  it. 

Odoherty.  The  phrase  I  remember  well.     Pass  the  jug,  James. 

Shepherd.  Let  me  fill  first.     This  is  rather  weak. 

Tickler.  A  fault  easily  mended  ;  put  another  half-pint  of  Glenlivet 
into  the  jug. 

Shepherd.  Ha,  ha — Timotheus,  the  meal  wad  then  be  abune  the 
maut.  It's  no  easy  to  mend  a  jug.  I  hae  mony  a  time  thocht  it 
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took  as  muokle  nntunil  genius  to  make  a  jug  of  punch,  as  an  epic 
poem,  sic  as  Paradise  Lost,  or  oven  Qiuen  Hynde  hersell. 

Odoherty.  More,  my  friend,  more.  I  think  an  ingenious  compari- 
son between  these  works  of' intellect,  could  be  easily  made  by  a  man 
of  A  metaphysical  turn  of  mind. 

North.  A  more  interesting  consideration  would  be,  the  effect  pro- 
duced upon  the  national  character,  by  the  mere  circumstance  of  the 
modes  of  preparing  the  different  beverages  of  different  countries. 
Much  of  the  acknowledged  inferiority  of  the  inhabitants  of  wine 
countries,  arises  from  the  circumstance  of  having  their  liquor  prepa- 
red to  their  hand.  There  is  no  stretch  of  imagination'  in  pouring 
wine  ready  made  from  carafe,  or  barochio,  or  flask,  into  a  glass — (ho 
operation  is  merely  mechanical  ;  whereas,  among  us  punch  drinkers, 
the  necessity  of  a  nightly  manufacture  of  a  most  intricate  kind,  calls 
forth  habits  of  industry  and  forethought — induces  a  taste  for  chemi- 
cal experiment — improves  us  in  hygrometry,  find  inanv  other  sci- 
ences,— to  say  nothing  of  the  geoginphicnl  reflections  drawn  forth  by 
the  pressure  of  the  lemon,  or  the  Colonial  questions,  which  press  upon 
every  meditative  mind  on  the  appearance  of  white  sugar. 

Tickler.  Confound  the  Colonial  question,  for  this  evening  at  any 
rate.  We  are  to  have  M'Queen  here  one  of  these  nights,  and  if  any 
man  alive  can  enlighten  us  as  to  these  matters,  he  is  the  man.*  lie 
appears  to  know  Africa  as  well  as  the  Trongate  of  Glasgow,  and 
would  be  as  miu:h  at  home  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Joliba  as  on 
those  of  the  Molendinar. 

North.   When  I  was  at  Timbuctoo • 

Shepherd,  (aside.)  A  lang  yarn  is  beginning  the  noo 

Moses  Edrehi.  Sind  sie  geweson,  sare,  dans  TAfrique? 

North.  Many  years;  1  was  Sultan  of  Hello  for  a  long  period, 
pntil  dethroned  by  an  act  of  the  grossest  injustice;  but  1  intend  to 
expose  the  traitorous  conspirators  to  the  indignation  of  an  outraged 
world. 

Tickler,   (aside  to  SHEPHERD.)  He's  raving. 

tfhfpherd,  (to  TICKLKK.)   Dementit. 

Odoherty,  (to  both.)   Mad  as  a  hatter.      Hand  me  a  segar. 

Moses  jKdrchi.  Yo  suis  of  Maroc. 

North,  (aside.)  /oundx  !   (to  KDKKIII.)   I  tie vqr  chanced  to  pass  t ha 
way — the  emperor  and  I  were  not  on  good  terms. 

Moses  Ednhi.  Then,  hare,  you  was  good  luck  to  no  pass,  for  the 
emperor  wash  u  man  ver  disagieeable  ven  no  gut  humors.  Gott  keep 
ush  !  Me  hat  lions  in  cage — and  him  gab  peoples  zu  de  lions — dey 

•  Jfttnn  McQm-on.  who  wrote  v«ry  long  »rticle§  in  ttlarkvand  i-  J«fnnc«  ol  "  Th«  Wnrt 
laJn  InUrwt,"  anJ  arain*t  all  anit-SUvcry  mbtion>.  wu  Kdilor  of  the  iitaigow  Courier  in 
IttM-M 
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roarsh — oh.  mucho,  mucho  ! — and  eats  de  poor  peoples — God  keep 
ush  ! — a  ver  disagreeable  man  dat  emperor. 

Shepherd.  Nae  doot — it  canna  be  a  pleasant  thing  to  be  gobbled 
by  a  lion.  Did  you  ever  see  a  lion  eat  a  man;  sir? 

Moses  Edrchi.  Yes,  sare.  in  Ma  roc.  I  was  not  always  a  zeken,  a 
viejo,  a  what  you  call  old  fellow,  with  blancho  beard — but  ven  I  was 
twent  I  vent  for  valk  to  a  mountaigne  not  weit  from  Maroc  mit  two 
young  men — ve  joked  and  laughed,  and  God  help  ush,  zwei  lowen 
cam  down  the  hill,  and  in  six  bain-minute,  one  gobble  up  mein  ami- 
go  to  the  rechts,  and  dem  oder  gobble  mi  freend  to  de  links — left  1 
mean,  o  Dios — how  ver  disgreeable.  I  ran  avay.  1  say  mit  der 
Melek  David,  Ashri  haish  asher  lo  halak  bahetzath  ushairn,  ubederck 
hattairn  to  hhhamad.  So — vous  me  comprenez — ich  stand  not  in  the 
way  of  den  sinnersh  de  lionsh — but  run.sh — vite — vite — oh  sehr 
schnell  I  runnsh. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sirs,  imagine  yoursell  daundering  out  to  Canaan, 
to  take  your  kail  wi'  our  frien'  James,  and  as  ye're  passing  the 
Links,  out  jumps  a  lion,  and  at  you  ! 

Odoherty.  The  Links — oh  !  James,  you  are  no  polyglot. 

Tickler.  I  don't  wish  to  insinuate  that  I  should  like  tube  eaten,  by 
lion  or  shepherd,  but  I  confess  that  I  consider  that  the  new  drop 
would  be  a  worse  fate  than  either. 

North.  Quite  mistaken — the  drop's  a  trifle. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Ja  wohl,  Milord. 

Shepherd.  As  to  being  hnngit,  why  that's  a  matter  that  happens  to 
mony  a  dt-acent  man,  and  it's  but  a  spurl  or  tway,  and  a  gaspin  gur- 
ble,  an'  ae  stour  heave,  and  a's  ower;  ye're  dead  ere  a  body's  weel 
certified  that  the  board's  awa'  from  behind  you — and  the  nightcap's 
a  great  blessing,  baith  to  yon  and  the  company.  The  gilliteen.  again, 
I'm  tauld  it's  just  perfect!  v  ridiculous  how  soon  that  does  it's  turn. 
Up  ye  come,  and  tway  chiels  ram  your  head  into  a  shottle  in  a  door 
like,  and  your  hands  are  clasped  ahint  ye,  and  swee  gangs  the  door, 
and  you  upset  head  foremost,  and  in  below  the  axe,  and  hangie  just 
taps  you  on  the  neck  to  see  that  it's  in  the  richt  nick,  and  whirr, 
whirr,  whirr,  touch  the  spring,  and  down  comes  the  thundering  edge, 
loaded  wi'  at  least  a  hunder  weight  <>'  lead — your  head's  aff  like  a 
sybo — Tuts,  that's  naelhing — ony  body  might  mak  up  their  mind  to 
be  justified  on  the  gilliteen. 

Odoherty.  The  old  Dutch  way — the  broadsword — is,  after  all,  the 
best;  by  much  the  easiest  and  the  genteelest.  You  are  seated  in  u 
most  comfortable  arm-chair  with  a  silk  handkerchief  over  your  eyes 
they  read  a  prayer  if  you  are  so  inclined — you  call  for  a  glass  of 
wine,  or  a  cup  of  ~coftee — an  iced  cream — a  dram — any  thing  you 
please,  in  fact — and  your  desires  are  instantly  complied  with — you 
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nut  the  cup  to  the  lip,  and  just  at  that  moment  swap  comes  th« 
whirling  sabre. 

Shef>her<l.   Preserve  us!  keep  your  hand  to  yoursell,  Captain. 

Oduht-rly.  Sweep  he  comes  —  the  basket  is  ready  —  they  put  a  clean 
towel  over  it  —  pack  oH'  the  cold  meat  to  the  hospital  —  scrub  '.he 
scaffold  —  take  it  to  pieces  —  all  within  five  minutes. 

Shepherd.  That's  capital.  In  fact  a'  these  are  civilized  exits  —  but 
oh  !  man,  man,  to  think  o'  a  lion  on  the  Bumt&field  Links  —  what 
would  your  gowfers  say  to  that,  Mr.  Tickler  ? 

Tickler.   A  rum  customer,  certainly. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  the  ecu,  the  red,  fiery  fixit,  unwinkiu'  een,  I  thlim 
I  see  them  —  and  the  laigh,  deep,  dour  growl,  like  the  purring  o'  ten 
hundred  cats  —  and  the  mueklu  white  sharp  teeth  girnin'  and  grnndin' 
—  and  the  lang  rough  tongue,  and  the  \irnest  slaver  running  outour 
the  chaps  o'  the  brute  —  and  the  cauld  shiver  —  minutes  maybe  —  and 
than  the  loup  like  lightning,  and  your  backbane  broken  wi'  a  thud, 
like  a  rotten  rash  —  and  then  the  creature  begins  to  lick  your  face 
wi'  his  tongue,  and  sniffle  and  snort  o\vre  \"U,  and  now  a  snap  at 
your  nose,  and  than  a  rive  out  «•'  your  breast,  and  than  a  crunch  at 
your  knee  —  and  you're  a  the  time  quite  sensible,  particularly  sen- 
Bible. 

Odoherty  Give  him  a  dig  in  the  muzzle,  and  he'll  tip  you  the 
coup-de-graee. 

North.  What  a  vivid  imagination  the  Shepherd  has  —  well,  cow- 
ardice is  an  inspiring  principle. 

Tickler.  I'll  defy  Peel  to  l«*»k  more  \\oe-bcgone  when  the  Duke 
knils  his  brow,  and  begins  to  mump  with  his  grinders. 


Nurtlt.  That's  enough.  The  llalibi  says  we  must  worship  the  fox 
in  season;  but  I  am  sure  llic  Duke  is  an\  thing  but  a  fox. 

Tickler.   Don't  know.  rc.ilh. 

M<>*es  Kdrvhi.  Tin  nbs"1  C» 

Xorth.  V  faith,  Ualibi,  \ou're  coming  strong  on  us  with  your 
yvwfx«i  to-night.  He  MIVS,  ei  HUM-  r.tiiei  to  lie  the  tail  of  the  lions 
than  the  head  of  the  foxes.  Do  \ou  agree.  Tickler  ? 

Tickler.  I  care  nothing  tilmiit  politics  IH.W.  The  C'onstiiution  is 
Undermined;  but  perhaps  the  old  walls  may  hang  together  long 
enough  to  shelter  wha>  remains  of  mv  brief  'allotted  span  —  I  daresay 
the  Tories*  will  get  frightened  ere  another  Session,  and  muster  about 
the  Duke  again.  1  >hall  be  surprised  at  nothing. 

3/o.fc*  Jlitre/ii.  8tb"m  —  Scuse  me,  baie,  dal  ist  von  sheep  ffoetb 
binder  anoder  sheep. 

Tickler.   Yea,  even  though  the  wolf  be  at  the  gate. 

Oduherty.  The  Duke,  1  think,  might  yet  get  bu?k  the  Tories  ;  but 
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one  preliminary  is  indispensable — he  must  play  the  devil — I  mean 
the  Husky,  with  Mr.  Peel. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Make  Herr  Peel  de—  de — Azazel,  Bchkapegoat — 
vat  you  call,  and  send  him  into  de  dibr — into  de  grand  desert. 
(fills  his  pipe,  and  smokes  vigorously — stroking  his  beard.) 

Odoherty.  His  desert,  certainly.  Well,  1  think  1  ?hall  try  a  cherry- 
stalk  too.  Hand  me  that  bushel  of  pipes  in  the  corner,  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  Deil  a  bit  sail  ye  smoke  till  ye  gie  us  a  sang  first. 
Come,  Captain,  clear  your  ain  pipes. 

North.  Odoherty,  1  am  told  yon  sometimes  improvise  now-a-days. 
Is  it  so  1  Where  have  you  picked  it  up?  Can  you  actually  do  the 
trick  1 

Shepherd.  Improveeze?  Can  the  Captain  improveeze?  What 
next? 

Odoherty.  Improvise?  To  be  sure  I  do.  Hang  it,  Lord  Byron 
was  never  more  mistaken  than  when  he  said  we  English 

Tickler.  We  English  ! — I  like  that — three  Scotchmen,  a  Munstei 
bogtrotter,  and  a  Morocco  Jew. 

Odoherty.  Time,  my  honest  old  gaffer;  the  schoolmaster  has  not 
been  long  enough  abroad  yet  to  tie  our  tongues,  at  least  mine — to 
the  full  pernickitiness  of  prim  propriety.  I  say  Byron  was  never 
more  mistaken  than  when  he  denied  to  us  the  power  of  improvising. 

North.  His  lordship,  Sir  Morgan,  allowed,  1  think,  that  Mr.  Hook 
Was  an  improvisatore. 

O'doherty.  "  Ay,"  said  Theodore,  when  he  heard  it — (some  of  the 
shabby  rascals  about  a  shabby  administration  were  persecuting  him 
at  the  time,  out  of  spite  for  his  political  writings)  —  "however  that 
may  be,  I  am  a  damned  unlucky — Tory."  Beyond  question,  Hook, 
one  of  the  best  and  pleasantest  companions,  the  very  king  of  table 
wits,  does  shine  astonishingly  in  this  feat — the  rhymes  appear  to 
tumble  into  their  places  by  magic.  You  know  his  rhymes  on  David 
Ximenes? 

Tickler.  No 

Odoherty.  «  Here  lieth  the  body  of  David  Ximenes— 

A  naturalized  Jew." 

Moses  Edrehi,  (dropping  his  pipe.}  Sare? 

Odoherty.   I  was  not  speaking  tojou,  my  old  flower  of  Aldgate,— 

"  Here  lieth  the" 


I'll  be  hanged  if  that  unbelieving  son  of  Satan  has  not  put  the  rhyme 
out  of  my  head.  N'importe.  Here,  then,  I  call  bumpers,  bumpers 
— let  us  all  improvise.  1  lay  a  wager  of  six  to  four  in  any  coin,  not 
exceeding  a  shilling,  that  not  one  of  you  breaks  down.  As  for  me, 
I  can  jingle  like  a  butter-cart. 
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.     Shepherd.  And  what  wull  it  be  aboot  ? 

Odoherty.  Are  you  filled] 

North.  All  filled.  Now  don't  come  Twiss  over  us — let  it  be  a  real 
off-hand  — 

Odoherty.  Here,  then,  is  at  once  the  toast,  and  the  subject  of  our 
verse. 

*  May  due  contempt  await  on  PeeL" 

(Drinks — NORTH,  SHEPHERD,  Tier;  KR,  and  EDREHI.  follow  the 

example.     Shout  from  nutsitle  proves  I  hat  the  company  in 

other  parts   of  the   tai'crn   fiave  cuuyht  the  sonorous  voice  o) 

ODOHBBTT,  and  hare  hastened  vociferously  to  honor  his  toast.) 

Odoherty.   Vox  populi  !      Yet   in    the    House   of  Common*   ha  is 

still  cheered.      What  a  set  of  spoons! 

Tickler.  The  rising  talent  of  the  country  ! 

North.  What  my  rijiht  honorable  friend,  Mr.  Croker,  says,  is  un 
deniably  true.  That  upon  no  other  principle  could  six  hundred  and 
fifty-fight  such  average  idiots  be  gathered  in  any  country  of  Chris- 
tendom. 

Shepherd.  But  Maister  Crocker  himscll's  no  an  idiot — but  ane  o* 
the  cleverest  fallows  in  the  land.  It's  pity  that  — 

Odoherty.  Come,  1  begin,  long  measure.  Follow  ye  all  as  Ph'.B- 
bus  inspires. 

A    DL'COLICAL. 

TQcrc  follotos  a  contention  in  honor  of  fHv.  liobrvt  $rrl. 

Odoherty.  (chants.) 

Air — A  Pot  nf  ijcxtd  Ale. 

O  Tories,  dear  Tories,  who  Mill  nre  a»  true — 

In  spite  of  defeat — nn<l  as  trust  v  H«  steel, 
An  a|x-t:iti-.  a  trimmer,  n  rut  i-  in  view. 

So,  after  him,  l».\-. — mid  come  rpit  ii|xin  I'KEL. 

Now,  Mr,  North— the  chant  is  with  )our  worship. 

North.  Wo  »ne*  were  deceived — thoii^li  Inn  Uilent  wns  small, 

\\  ii-liv  w:i»liN  Ins  mutter,  oonovited  liis  tMjueal, 
F«>r  Torvli<NKl  luyal  we  imrdonM  it  nil, 

Uut  this  having  vaiiisud — good  day,  Ma.  I'l  n.. 

(AW*  to  TlCKLKR.) 

Tickler.  \  don't  douU  ye  will  nay  ho  wn«  trnin'il  to  n  twist. 

That  a  •puming-bred.  »lntfstn:in  \van  iiKvd  t<>  a  wheel, 
lint    punning  ripurt,  did  there  ever  exiiit 
So  barefaced  a  turncoat  as  Westlwry's  PKKL  I 

(AWf  to  SllKIMIERD.) 
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Shepherd.      Comin'  by  Prestonpans,  I  foregathered  wi'  Nanse  ; 

And  it's  "  Luckie,"  quo"  I,  "  something  stinks  in  your  creel." 
And  it's  "hoots,  sir,"  quo'  she.  "  let  the  haddies  abe, 
They're  gauu  up  TO  THE  ADVOCATE*  and  MR.  PEEL, 

Moses  JEdrehi.  (Nods  ("  tke  &VBBI.) 

I  nose  him  a  shoe,  but  his  tribe  ish  not  good, 

The  schentlemau'sh  shlimy  and  shlippy  as  huile, 
For  he  try  do  Shir  Masseh — dat  ish  if  him  could, 
But  ha  !  ha  !  vat  a  Tartar  to  turn  upon  BEEL. 

Odoherty.      I  was  by  in  the  Commons  when  Wetherell  rose. 

And  trampled  this  traitor  with  merciless  heel — 
And  believe  me  the  fiercest  of  felony's  foes 

Would  have  theu  thought  it  pity  to  crow  over  PEEL 

North.  In  the  Lords,  quoth  the  Duke,  with  his  cast-iron  smile, 

Such  as  Santon  Barsisa  received  from  the  deil, 
"  My  friend  biis  been  sacrificed,"  pleasant  the  while,  ' 
Was  the  simper  that  welcomed  this  mention  of  PEEL. 

Tickler.          Both  in  Lords  and  in  Commons  the  gentleman's  done. 
To  his  Master  the  lost  one  may  truckle  aud  kneel, 
But  from  those  whom  he  cheated  his  hopes  they  are  none- 
Many  slaves  hath  the  Duke — the  most  abject  is  PEEL. 

Shepherd.      Now  the  men  of  this  land,  at  the  word  o'  command 

Maun  content  them,  like  sogers,  to  think  and  to  feel ; 
And  we  dinna  forget  that  a'  this  is  a  debt 

Which  we  owe  to  the  upright  inflexible  PEF.L. 

Moses  Edrehi. 

He  knows  what  him  means — if  him  gets  a  fair  price  ; 

The  Gonab  are  sure,  sare.  as  yom'x  not  laeel,\ 
Vould  to  synagogue  go  aud  be  there  shircummse, 

Half-a-quarter  per  sheat  would  convert  MR   PEEL, 

Odoherty.     On  what  rests  his  glory  ?     Thus  answers  The  Globe, 

"Old  laws  aud  old  wri  s  he's  the  boy  to  repeal ; 
We  ean  get  tipsy  an  hour  with  a  gipsy. 

Without  fear  of  the  hemp,  such  a  Solon  is  PEEL." 

North  My  most  excellent  friend,  Mr.  Potter  Macqueen, 

Who  made  Lord  Johnny  Russell  for  Bedford  t<"  reel — 
Drew  a  plan  for  the  Swan,  fine  as  ever  was  seen 
But  he  had  not  consulted  his  host,  Ma.  PEEL 

(Stick  to  this,  TIMOTHY.) 

Tickler.          No  sooner  the  matter  was  mentioned  to  Bob, 

"  Here  I'll  find,"  cries  the  cad.  "some  dear  kinsman  a  meal 
By  the  oath  of  mine  office  I'll  make  a  neat  job ;" 

And  he  kept  his  word  'hat  time,  for  Tommy's  a  PEEL. 

*  Sir  William  Rea.— M.    f  Ag  day  is  not  night.— C.  N. 
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Shfp/icrd.      I'm  tauld  Sir  John  Copley,  wha  noo  is  a  judge,* 

Though  he  ne'er  wu*  a  lawyer,  hung  back  wi'  his  seal, 
Till  the  Promising  Youth  gied  his  elbow  a  nudge  —  f 
For  "  bluid's  thicker  nor  water,"  is  a  maxim  wi'  PEEL. 

Edrehi. 

Said  Roschild.  (the  Premier  Baron  Juif,) 

Of  this  world's  shabby  doingsh  I've  vitnesht  a  deal, 
But  it  givesh  to  my  bosuom  exsheeding  relief, 
Tliat  ash  yet  I've  encountered  but  von  MKSHT 


OJ'therty.  Satis.     Ohe,  jam  satis. 

Tickler.  And  pretty  fellows  we  are,  to  have  been  tricked  in  this 
style  l>y  such  brains  as  these.  I  confess  it  aggravates  my  distress 
for  the  downfall  of  the  Constitution,  that  it  should  have  gone  to  pot 
so  much  a  la  Varna.  We  too  have  had  our  Jus&uff  Pacha, 

Nttrth.  Turks  and  Tories  !  Well  there  nre  some  points  of  re- 
semblance, I  must  confess.  But  our  Czar  is  already  within  our 
Stamboul,  and  that  is  more  than  is  like  to  be  the  case  wilh  the 
Muscovite  for  another  season  or  so.  I  venture  t<>  hint.  The  Turks 
arc  bad  enough,  I  admit,  but  not  quite  so  incorrigible  in  their  sim 
plicity  as  our  High  Churchmen. 

OtloJierty.  Phillipolto,  for  instance,  — 

"  In  his  living  of  Stanhope,  ta  gay  as  you  pleasc."| 
Shepherd.  There  is  an  auld  Scotch  rhyme,  Kabbi,  that  says  — 

44  The  Devil  and  the  Denn  begin  with  ne  letter, 

When  the  Dcil  gits  the  Dean,  the  Kirk  will  be  the  better." 

Odoherty.  No  idiots  are  like  the  Tories,  depend  upon  it.  Only 
7,ook  at  Stinknmalce^  and  King's  College  !  Activity,  union,  craft, 
indomitable  perseverance  on  the  one  side  —  indolence,  indecision,  in- 
ternal distrust  and  jealousies,  calMikc  simplicity,  and  cowardice 
intolerable  on  the  other,  to  say  nothing  of  jobbing  without  end.  'Tis 
enough  t<>  make  n  horse  sick  to  compare  Brougham,  Homer,  and 
these  indefatigable  Professors  —  all  at  one,  all  alive,  all  moving,  and 
already  succeding  in  every  thing  —  with  Blomficld  b.ill\ing  Coppla- 
stone,  Copplestone  fawningly  undermining  Blomfield,  little  Cole- 
ridge spinning  letters  —  Quintin  Dick  —  Proh  Jupiter!  —  the  hi'.'glings 
about  Somerset  House  —  the  sycophantish  intrigues  witli  the  Stinko- 

•  Now  Ix«nJ  I.TnJhar»t.—  M. 

t  *l'hom*»  IV*  I  h&'l  :«irly  rn-oired  that  l»rj«  icrmnt  of  l»nd  in  Auntnlia,  wh-Tr  h*  ttnltt 
th»  Hwm  Rir»r  Hi-tllpm»nt  —  M. 

I  Tim  rh»  i,  wlurh  embodied  tb«  Tory  fe«hnf»  u  mp«cU  I'nl  in  I8-J9,  wu  wntKD  by 
Marina.—  M. 

|f  Dr.  rhillpotu,  B«rior  of  Stanhope,  wu  on*  of  the  rler^ymfn  who  rattid,  in  I-'JH.  nn  th* 
Catholic  Duration.  The  foUowiag  year  h*  waa  made  Buhop  of  Kxeier.  C»u»«  and  effect  t 

\  Tkeodofe  Hook'*  nickname  for  London  L'niT»Miljr.—  M. 
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malee  folks  themselves — the  unfilled  purse — the  drooping  hope — • 
the  beggarly  nonsense  about  degrees,  and  gowns,  and  hours  for 
chapel !  Oh.  Rabbi,  Rabbi,  whether  shall  the  Sadducees  or  the 
Pharisees  have  our  heartiest  curse  ! 

Rabbi.  Sichem  marries  de  vife,  and  Mifgseus  is  shircumshized. 

Shepherd.  The  Family  Library,  puttin'  out  at  John  Murray's,  is 
hooever  ae  Tory  speculation  that  lucks  weel.  I  think  they'll  hae 
the  heels  of  ihe  Leeberals  there. 

Odoherty.  Yes,  if  they  go  on  as  they've  begun  ;  but  that's  a  ques- 
tion. If  old  Constable  had  lived,  his  Miscellany  would  have  done 
splendidly — for  now  he's  gone,  Archie  was  certainly  a  very  extraor- 
dinary man.  He  had  pluck  enough  for  any  thing  in  his  trade — his 
hand  was  open,  his  eye  was  keen — and  he  evidently  had  seen 
through  the  shallowness  of  most  of  his  old  associates,  and  was  re- 
solved to  put  at  least  a  strong  leaven  of  Tory  talent  into  their 
Whig  dough.  But  he  went  the  way  of  all  flesh,  and  little  has  been 
done  since,  that  I  think  he  would  have  patronized. 

Tickler.  Except  John  Lockhart's  Biography  of  Burns,  and  little 
Chambers's  histories  of  the  Rebellions,  no  original  works  of  much 
note  have  been  published  in  the  Miscellany — unless  very  lately  — 
for  I  confess  I  have  not  seen  the  concern  these  six  months  or  so. 

North.  Why,  there  are  other  things  decent  enough  ;  but,  on  the 
whole,  'tis  not  a  very  thriving  affair — it  wants  a  head — and  1  believe 
the  circulation  is  no  great  matter. 

Odoherty.  Considerable.  I  am  told  ;  but  nothing  to  the  Useful 
Knowledge  concern. 

2'ickkr.  Brougham's  Committee  have  been  so  lucky  as  to  put 
forth  a  few  admirable  tracts — most  admirable  ones — Charles  Bell's, 
for  example.  But  of  all  the  infernal,  pompous,  unmeaning,  unintel- 
ligible trash  that  ever  mortal  eyelid  darkened  over,  commend  me  to 
the  histories  and  biographies  of  the  Library  of  Useful  Knowledge. 
Where  Brougham  has  picked  up  such  a  squad  of  boobies,  heaven 
only  can  tell.  I  think  you  said,  last  time  we  met,  that  the  Library 
of  Entertaining  Knowledge  promised  better. 

North.  Yes;  but  even  there  the  second  number  is  a  sad  falling  off 
from  the  first;  and  the  first,  after  all,  was  more  attractive  for  the 
wood-cuts  than  the  writing.  But  Charles  Knight's  an  able  and 
worthy  fellow,  and  I  hope  he'll  bestir  himself  and  prosper. 

Odoherty.  You  Tories  seem  to  me  to  be  giving  uj>  hope  about 
every  thing.  That's  horrid  stuff,  Christopher.  You  ought  not  to 
wish  success  to  these  folks.  For  disguise  their  plans  as  they  may, 
can  there  be  any  doubt  what  the  real  ultimate  object  of  Brougham's 
Schoolmasters  are?"  And  can  you,  even  now,  neglect  any  opportu 
nity  of  at  least  putting  a  remora  in  their  way  ? 

Moses  Edrehi.  Senor  North,  kenn'st  du  de  saying  of  Ben  Syra] 
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North.  Yea,  truly  ;  and  a  wise  one  that  is — "  lie  that  gives  honoi 
to  his  enemy  is  like  to  an  ass."  What  say  you  to  that,  James? 

Shepherd.  Ditto — ditto — ditto.  Claw  me  and  I'll  claw  thee 
AVhm  will  the  tinklers  speak  a  gude  word  o'  ony  o'  our  folk  \ 

Nvrtfi.  Why,  that  sort  of  thing  appears  to  be  much  on  the  decline 
just  at  present.  1  see  almost  all  the  Whig  papers  puffing  Murray's 
concern  very  potently. 

Oduherty.  Nothing  like    liberality.     I  wonder  what  Crokei   novt 
thinks  of  the  style  Bonaparte   is  talked   of  in   the  Family  Library 
Heavens!  if  he  has  not  clean  forgotten  his  papers   in  the  Quarterly 
some  five  or  six  years  back,  what  must  be  his  wrath  in   seeing  such 
productions  coming  out  of  A I  be  marie-street  ! 

Tickler.  I  expect  to  find  Johnson's  Toryism,  and  so  forth,  treated 
as  contemptible  weaknesses  in  the  Secretary's  own  edition  of  Bos- 
Well.  Nothing  like  the  march  of  intellect — it  is  taking  all  in. 

North.  As  to  Bonaparte — whether  Croker  himself  wrote  this  Life 
of  him  or  no,  J  can't  say  ;  but  my  opinion  is,  that  if  it  were  so, 
there  would  be  nothing  to  wonder  at.  When  he  used  to  vituperate 
Napoleon,  remember  he  was  potent  for  evil.  Yes,  even  at  St. 
Helena  his  name  and  words  were  playing  the  devil  continually  all 
over  Europe.  He  was  then  an  enemy,  and  to  have  honored  him 
would,  as  the  son  of  Sirach  has  laid  down,  have  been  the  part  of  an 
idiot.  But  now,  God  pity  us,  he  sleeps  sound  beneath  a  thousand 
weight  of  granite,  and  shame  on  the  mortal  who  dares  deny  that  he 
was  the  greatest  man  of  the  hist  thousand  yars. 

Slujiherd.  Greater  than  Shakspeare!  or  Newton,  or  — 

North.  I  mean  the  greatest  Warrior  and  the  greatest  Prince — and 
whatever  Dr.  Channing  may  think,  it  is  my  opinion  that  these  are 
characters  not  to  be  maintained  on  a  slender  stock  of  brain.  That 
worthy  scribe  says,  Bonaparte  has  added  "no  new  thought  to  the 
old  store  of  human  intellect."  It  must  be  admitted,  that  he  neither 
printed  reviews  nor  preached  sermons — but  still  I  have  a  sort  of 
notion  that  Bonaparte  wus  a  more  powerful-minded  Unitarian  than 
Dr.  Channing.  In  fact,  laying  his  battles  and  victories,  and  even 
bis  laws  and  diplomacy  out  of  view,  1  am  willing  to  stake  his  mere 
table-talk  at  St.  Helena  against  all  the  existing  written  wisdom  of 
the  United  States. 

Oduherty.  You  may  safely  do  so,  North.  Just  turn  to  that  one 
page,  in  which  Bonaparte  demolishes  Spurzheim.  Those  three  or 
four  sentences  are  worth  all  that  has  )el  been  written  on  the  sub- 
ject. Let  Mr.  Combe  answer  them,  if  he  can. 

'  North.  There  are  some  things  in  Murray's  little  book  which  puzzle 
me.  It  is  said  that  the  expedition  that  went  from  Cork  to  Portugal 
in  1808,  under  Lord  Wellington,  had  beer,  originally  meant  for  an 
•Attack  on  Mexico.  Can  thia  be  so  ? 
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Tickler.  If  it  be,  the  secret  has  been  well  kept. 

Odoherty.  None  of  us  had  the  least  notion  where  we  were  bound 
for.  I  myself,  Rabbi,  thought  of  the  coast  of  Barbary — others  said 
Sicily.  We  were  all  quite  confounded  when  the  news  from  Spain 
arrived,  and  after  that  there  were  few  doubts  amongst  us. 

Moses  Edrehi.  Ich  bin   den  in  Algezira.     No  gazettes  dere,  sare. 

Tickler.  Hand  me  that  little  volume,  Odoherty.  What  a  clever 
fellow  George  Cruickshank  is.  They  said  he  was  a  mere  caricatu- 
rist. Sir,  he  is  a  painter,  a  great  painter.  Look  at  some  of  these 
things.  What  fire,  what  life,  in  this  of  the  bridge  of  Arcola  !  or 
here  in  the  Battle  of  the  Pyramids  !  What  utter  dismay  and  terror 
in  this  flight  from  Waterloo !  Look  at  Bony  here  sledging  it  away 
from  the  Muscovites — Oh,  what  a  dreary  waste  ! — or  at  these  Cos- 
sacks charging  over  the  snow.  I  protest  I  thought  wood-cutting  had 
died  with  Bewick ;  but  these  things  are  even  far  beyond  his  mark. 

Shepherd.  To  me  the  tomb  of  Napoleon  is  the  maist  touching  o' 
them  all.  Oh,  thae  willows!  and  the  bare  hillside  beyond,  and  the 
solitary  eagle  ! 

North.  Murray  does  things  in  style,  certainly.  But  I  should  think 
he  was  overdoing  in  the  decorations.  What  sale  can  cover  such  ex- 
penses as  these  ?  Sixteen  engravings — half-a-dozen  on  steel — in  two 
little  volumes,  selling  for  ten  shillings.  Jt  can't  do. 

Odoherty.  It's  very  well  for  a  splash  at  starting.*  But  I  must 
say,  a  few  good  portraits  would  have  been  quite  sufficient.  The 
heads  of  the  Emperor  and  his  son  are  capital.  Those  of  Josephine 
and  Maria  Louisa  I  think  very  poor  and  stiff. 

North.  That's  probably  the  fault  of  the  confounded  French  lim- 
ners. Even  they  could  not  degrade  the  divine  outline  of  Napoleon's 
features.  But  any  ordinary  head  must  suffer  in  such  hands;  and  yet 
I'm  told  they  turned  up  their  ugly  snouts  at  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence, 

Odoherty.  The  Romans  had  more  sense — they  all  but  worshipped 
both  Lawrence  and  Wilkie.  At  the  present  time,  no  one  can  either 
write  a  book  or  paint  a  picture  worth  three  halfpence  but  in  this 
country.  The  fact  is  undeniable.f 

Tickler.  And  how  many  can  either  write  or  paint  well  here  ? 

North.  The  present  company  excepted,  of  course — I  consider  there 
are  about  five  or  six  good  hands  going  in  either  line — not  more. 

Tickler.  So  many  ? 

North.  Let  me  see,  painters — Wilkie,  one;  Lawrence,  two  ;  Tur- 
ner, three;  Calcott,  four;  Constable,  five;  Willie  Allan,  six.  Come, 
there's  more  than  1  thought — Prout,  seven;  Leslie,  eight ;  Stewart 

*  It  was  little  more  than" ''  a  plash  at  starting."  A  very  few  good  books  were  published  in 
Murray's  Family  Library.  The  Life  of  Napoleon,  (by  Locknart,  I  have  rlways  understood, 
vas  full  of  interest,  more  impartially  written  than  might  have  been  expected,  and  beside, 
tome  portraits  on  steel,  had  several  woodcuts  after  George  Cruikshank's  designs. — M. 

\  And  the  assertion  very  modest ! — M. 

VOL.  III.— 22 


822  NOCTES   AMBROSIAN^E. 

Newton,  nine;  Thompson  of  Duddingston,  ten  ;  Landseer,  eleven  , 
and,  to  ruake  up  a  dozen,  we  may  >lump  Picket  sgill,  and  Elty,  uud 
Jackson,  and  Phillips,  and  Mulready.* 

Tickler.  Greek  Williams,  I  suggest,  ought  not  to  be  left  out. 

North.  Peccavi !  Place  him  about  the  middle  of  Wie  list,  and 
then  the  dozen  will  be  a  baker's  one. 

Odoherty.  Then,  as  to  sculptors. 

North.  Why,  Chan  trey  and  Westmacott  are  the  only  persons 
worth  much  \ — and  they  appear  to  me  to  be  equals,  notwithstanding 
all  that  Allan  Cunningham  may  lay  down  thereanent. 

Odoherty.  Westmacott's  Waterloo  vase  is  the  greatest  work  of 
art  ever  yet  produced  in  England.  It  will  be  the  noblest  ornament  of 
the  noblest  palace  in  the  world,  Windsor  Castle,  and  1  hope  the  King 
thinks  so. 

Tickler.  The  King  thinks — poor  gentleman,  I  am  happy  to  loam 
that  he  is  permitted  to  have  an  opinion  even  upon  a  potsherd  or  a 
pipkin. 

Odoherty.  He  is  indeed,  as  Lord  Kenyon  says,  a  most  oppressed 
man. 

North.  If  we  may  indulge  in  the  belief,  and  I  do  not  see  anything 
wrong  in  the  thought,  that  departed  spirits  are  permitted  to  look 
upon  the  affairs  of  the  world  which  they  have  left,  with  an  interest 
ill  some  degree  analogous  to  that  which  they  felt  when  in  thu  tle>h, 
how  sorrowing  must  now  be  the  spirit  of  King  George  111.,  of  him, 
who  declared  that  he  would  sooner  lay  his  head  upon  the  block  than 
consent  to  the  fatal  measure  which  has  now  been  forced  upon  his 
reluctant  and  deceived  son. 

Shepherd.  Wasna  that  say  in'  denied  to  be  the  auld  King's? 

Tickler.  Yes,  by  old  Lord  Grenville,  who  has  lost  all  his  faculties, 
as  appears  by  his  last  pamphlet. 

Shepherd.  Ay,  but  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  too  — 

Tickler.  Who  never  had  any  faculties  to  lose.  Who  would  value 
the  testimony  of  such  a  wiseacre,  even  though  we  throw  in  as  a 
makeweight  the  carcass  of  The  Buckinghamshire  Dragoon  ?J 

Odoherty.  I  should  he  the  last  person  fur  intermeddling  in  a  family 
dispute,  but  I  must  say,  that  the  JJuke  of  Buckingham's  letter  from 
Home  to  the  A\  lesbury  people  was  most  disgusting.  There  was 
one  man  in  Knglaml  whom  he  dared  to  insult  wiih  impunity,  and 
that  was  his  son  ;  he  therefore  did  what  no  olher  man  ever  \entured 
to  do— abused  the  Marquis  of  Chandus.|j 

•  Of  IDit  doz«n  of  artut*.  on  tin  roll-rail  of  celebrity  ID  18'£>,  only  I.rtlie,  I,»n.l««r,  I'irk 
•ragill,  and  Mulrctily  are  nlive  in  ic.'il  — M. 

t  Hlf  Kranci*  Cnantrcy  <:;•••!  in  1*11.     t-ir  Kirliarii  W«.tmac«>tt  mrviren,  in  IM4.— -M. 

il/ord  Nugent, — who  •  M.iinnl  tho  »u/iriyurf  IP  ;n  Cunning. —  M. 
Now  Duke  of  Duck  in  chain,  who  hancontnvrd  looxbauat  a  j.rinc.ily  fortune,  and  have  avoo 
Ui«  be Uioonu  of  bi*  tauuljr  told  Ij  jiublio  auction  ! — M. 
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'Tickler.  By  all  accounts  one  of  the  finest  and  most  spirited  young 
fellows  in  England,  and  one  whose  conduct  in  this  business  has  been 
highly  honorable.  But  why  do  we  waste  our  time  about  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham,  or  his  opinions?  George  III.,  you  were  saying,  is 
the  last  Protestant  King  of  England. 

North.  No,  Mr.  Tickler,  I  said  no  such  thing :  I  said  that  our 
King  George  IV.,  as  true  a  Protestant  as  his  father,  has  been  cheated 
and  bullied  into  a  measure  which  he  hated,  hates,  and  will  continue 
to  hate.* 

Odoherty.  I  wish  you  had  seen  how  he  took  Wetherell,  with  both 
his  arms,  at  the  levee.  I  was  close  behind  him,  thanks  to  our  friend, 
the  Thane. 

Shepherd.  What  for,  then,  did  he  gie  his  consent?  Could  he  no 
have  faulded  his  hands  ahint  his  back  ? 

North.  In  his  circumstances,  he  could  scarcely  have  acted  other 
wise  than  he  did.  He  was  told  that  he  was  giving  his  consent  to  a 
measure,  which,  if  delayed  another  year,  would  have  been  carried 
without  his  consent,  and  carried  with  all  the  horrors  and  bloodshed 
of  a  civil  war. 

Tickler.  Civil  war?     Where? 

North.  In  Ireland. 

Tickler.  Pish! 
'    Odoherty.  Stuff! 

North.  Aye,  gentlemen,  pish  !  and  stuff!  are  very  fine  arguments 
with  us  when  over  our  toddy,  (by-the  by,  the  old  Rabbi  is  asleep,) 
but  they  would  not  sound  well  at  the  council-board  of  a  great  nation. 
The  King  was  told  of  various  armies  being  in  the  field  in  Ireland — 
of  whole  districts  rising  en  masse  — 

Odoherty.  And  after  mass. 

North.  Let  me  go  on,  sir,  1  request.  He  was  told  that  the 
Association  wielded  the  force,  moral  and  physical,  of  their  country 
— he  heard  of  crusades  against  the  Protestants  of  Ulster,  and  threats 
of  massacre  of  the  Protestants  in  all  other  quarters  of  the  island 
— he  saw  that  his  Lord  Lieutenants,  and  his  law-officers,  did  not 
try  to  repress  these  things;  and  he  was  told  that  their  inactivity 
arose  from  their  perfect  knowledge  that  their  interference  would  be 
useless.  Such  wtfs  the  picture  of  Ireland,  presented  to  him  on  the 
first  authority. 

Tickler.  But  England  — 

North.  I  was  coming  to  it.  The  feeling  of  England  is,  I  know, 
firmly  Protestant,  but  we  must  all  take  the  coloring  of  our  ideas 

•  North  was  correct  ih~this  statement.  George  IV.  most  reluctantly  yielded  his  consent  to 
the  introduction  of  the  Catholic  Ile.ief  Bill  in  Is29.  Not  ui.tii  Wellington  and  J'eel  had  re- 
signed office,  telling  him  that,  if  a  civil  war  ensued  in  Ireland,  the  responsibility  would  attach 
to  Aim  and  not  to  them,  did  he  submit  to  what  he  co  .sidered  a  fatal  necessity.  Horace  Twiss's 
Lift  of  Lord  Eldon  throws  much  light  on  the  events  of  this  crisis. — M. 
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from  the  circles  with  which  we  mix.  Here,  then,  he  saw  the  seven 
men  who  were  selected  t>y  himself  as  the  very  heads  of  the  Pro- 
testant  party,  firmly  united  iu  declaring,  that  the-  time  for  passing 
this  atrocious  measure  had  come — he  saw  that  all  his  own  domestic 
court  were  of  the  same  opinion — the  House  of  Commons — faithful 
representatives  of  the  people!  were  favorable  by  an  immense 
majority — the  House  of  Lords  went  the  same  way — the  Stunners, 
Copplestones,  Ryders,  Knoxes,  Parkers,  and  other  disgraces  of  the 
church,  openly  supported  the  Popish  claims — many  others,  Blom- 
field,*  for  example,  doing  the  same  indirectly.  Is  it  quite  fair  to 
expect,  that  the  King  was  to  oppose  all  this  weight  alone  '  Sir,  you 
are  hard  upon  a  man  at  his  years,  fust  approaching  the  term  allot- 
ted by  the  Psalmist  for  human  life. 

Tickler.  North — North — I  shall  not  say  a  word  against  the  King 
— what  I  feel  shall  die  here,  in  this  heart,  but  it  is  evident  that  you 
are  ratting — yes,  you,  Christopher. 

North.  Nay,  do  not  bend  those  swarthy  brows  on  me.  I  protest 
to  heaven  you  are  as  bad  as  the  Quarterly. 

Shepherd.  Ila!  ha!  ha!  Mr.  North  a  rotton  ! ! !  Who'd  believe 
that? 

North.  Shepherd,  though  I  am  happy  to  see  you  at  my  table,  1 
shall  never  think  of  regulating  my  politics  by  the  standard  of  Mount 
Benger.  No,  Tickler,  1  am  not  a  rat. 

Odoherty.  It  must  be  confessed  that  you  are*  somewhat  like, 
Christopher.  Here — you  have  already  to-night  defended  the  Duke 
of  Wellington's  conduct,  and  are  now  most  uproarious  in  pane- 
gyrizing the  King,  for  consenting  to  a  measure  which  you  say  that 
both  you  and  he  disapproved. 

North.  Morgan,  I  bear  with  many  things  from  you.  I  say  again  and 
again,  that  1  was  all  along  against  the  measure,  that  1  would  have 
voted  against  it,  and  spoken  against  it,  as  vehemently  as  1  wrote 
against  it,  and  as  I  shall  continue  to  write  against  it.  I  was  only  ac- 
counting for  the  conduct  of  persons,  one  of  whom  1  idolized,  and  for 
the  other  of  whom  I  fee)  the  true  constitutional  aHection  and  respect. 
I  own  that  I  cannot  divine  the  motives  which  induced  the  Duke  to 
change. 

Odoherty.  As  for  the  rubbish  about  Irish  insurrections — that's  all 
my  eye.  Jack  Law  less's  march  upon  Dal  IN  bog,  vshere  my  friend 
Sam  Gray,  with  forty  honest  fellows,  made  him  run  for  his  life  at 
the  head  of  his  ragamuffins — a  cabin  burnt  in  Tipperary — a  proctor 
»hot  in  Killbullymurrahoomore — tell  these  stories  to  the.  marine*. 
Zounds,  man,  that's  the  every  day  pastime  of  Ireland, —  I'd  not  know 
the  country  if  it  was  not  going  on — it  w»  uld  look  quite  cold  and 
comfortless. 

Tickler.  And  the  Association  !     A  file  of  grenadiers  would  have 
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dispersed  that  beggarly  knot — a  line  of  an  act  of  parliament  would 
have  extinguished  them.  Do  not  tell  me,  who  remember  the  sup- 
pression of  the  Corresponding  Societies,  and  other  Jacobin  Clubs, 
consisting  as  they  did  of  men  of  high  aspirations  and  great  talents, 
backed  by  the  living  and  tremendous  force  of  the  whole  Jacobin 
power,  the  victorious  Jacobin  power,  of  Europe.  And  they  were 
put  down  in  the  middle  of  the  most  desperate  struggle  Old  England 
ever  was  engaged  in.  And  do  you  tell  me  about  these  beggarlv 
Irish  loons — headed  by  boobies — backed  by  boors  with  no  intellect 
at  all — nothing  but  a  few  noisy  tropes — and  no  rank  or  wealth  but 
what  had  been  frightened  among  them — do  you  tell-  me  that  these 
fellows — whose  Foxes  and  Greys  were  but  the  O'Connells  and  the 
Shells — whose  Mackintoshes  and  Geralds  were  but  the  Lawlesses 
and  the  O'Gorman  Mahons — whose  foreign  strength!  was  not  tri- 
umphant France,  and  trembling  monarchy  all  over  the  world,  but 
some  handfuls  of  beaten,  trampled,  crouching,  slavish  carbonari  ? 
Do  you  tell  me  of  this,  sir?  No,  sir;  at  all  events,  the  Man  of 
Waterloo  could  not  have  believed  this. 

North.  Probably  not — I  have  admitted  that  his  conduct  is  a 
mystery  to  me  up  to  this  hour.  But  if  I  were  to  make  a  guess,  I  con- 
fess 1  should  rather  incline  to  the  theory  of  those,  who  are  not  few 
nor  unweighty  neither,  though  they  don't  put  out  their  views  in  the 
newspapers, — who  believe  that  Prince  Lievin  could  give  a  more 
satisfactory  solution  of  this  knot  than  any  other  man  now  in  Eng- 
land, the  Duke  alone  excepted.  For  really,  except  the  Duke,  and 
probably  Sir  George  Murray,  I  don't  suppose  the  members  of  the 
rat-cabiuet  ever  knew  why  they  were  ratting — 1  mean  the  causa 
causans.  They  ratted — [  mean  Peel,  Bathurst,  and  so  forth — merely 
to  keep  their  places — I  suppose  that  you  will  excuse  any  details  as 
to  the  Chancellor's  case. 

Odoherty.  My  friends  in  the  Standard  suggest  that  the  Duke  has 
the  design  of  making  himself  Dictator,  and  that  this  measure  was 
carried  with  that  view.* 

North.  I  think  he  would  have  had  a  better  chance  of  obtaining 
such  an  end  by  putting  himself  at  the  head  of  the  Protestant 
interest. 

Tickler.  No — the  Protestants  were  Tory,  and  therefore  loyal — 
no  tools  for  a  Cromwell.  1  have  seen  a  little  pamphlet  addressed 
to  the  King,  in  which  a  very  plausible  case  was  made  out. 

*  The  Tory  papers  affected  to  believe  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  really  had  such  inten- 
tions. One  of  them  (the  .Murninir  ,/uurnal.)  which  said  that  he  was  going  to  marry  his  son, 
the  Marquis  of  Douro— the  present  Duke — to  the  Princess  Victoria,  who  was  then  only  ten 
years  ojd,  -was  prosecuted" for  libel  and  convicted,  with  fi,:e  and  imprisonment  for  Mr.  Alexan- 
der, the  editor.  One  need  not  go  for  for  a  reason  why  Emancipation  was  conceded  :  — if  lefusej 
any  longer,  espec'ally  after  O'Connell  had  been  elected  for  Clare,  the  chance  was  that  Ireland 
would  have  risen  in  open  rebellion.  The  Duke  avowed  that  he  had  seen  so  much  of  war  as  to 
make  him  averse  to  the  horrors  a 'domestic  conflicts. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Is  there  no  an  auld  prophecy  nboot  it? 
North.  Yes,  on  the  tomb  of  Arthur  at  Tintagel — 

"Hie  JACKT  ARTHCRUS,  REX  QUONDAM  REXQUK  FCTUI  us  ;" 

but  we  are  not  come  to  that  yet.  But  it  is  evident,  at  all  events, 
that  he  is  King  of  the  Ministry. 

Odoherty.  The  Ministry! — the  slaves! — I'd  like  to  see  them 
budge  without  his  orders.  (Sings.) 

When  the  heart  of  a  rat  is  oppressed  with  care*, 
The  mist  is  dispell'd  when  the  Duke  appeals — 
With  the  fist  <>f  a  master  he  neaily,  neatly 
Pulls  all  their  nos»-s  and  rl»uts  their  ears. 
Places  anil  wa^es  hi*  handa'disclose, 
But  his  rough  toe  is  more  harsh  than  those — 
Sneaking 
And  quaking, 
Go  MH. lilr 
And  shuffle, 
Or  else  siuk,  like  Husky,*  to  black  repose. 

And  is  it  not  as  it  ought  to  be?  By  Jupiter  and  all. the  gods, 
nothing  would  give  me  more  delight  than  to  see  the  whole  of  the 
servutn  pec  us — the  ragabash  rascals,  who  sham  being  ministers — 
tied  up,  some  fine  morning,  in  front  of  the  Ilurse  Guards  and 
\vhipt. 

Tickler.  I  never  asked  for  a  place  under  Government  yet — and  I 
have  no  love  for  the  present  Government,  that  I  should  break  my 
rule;  but  if  I  thought  there  was  any  chance  of  that  consummation, 
I  should  send  in  a  most  humble  petition  for  the  post  of  Provost- 
Marshal. 

North.  There  is  no  doubt  we  have  now  a  United  Government. 
I  should  like  to  see  them  disunite  !  Imagine  Peel  taking  a  view  of 
the  subject,  unfortunately,  but  most  conscientiously,  different  from 
that  of  his  nulde  friend  — his  illustrious  friend  at  the  head  -f  his 
Majesty's  Government.  Imagine  the  Higlit  lion.  John  Singleton 
Baron  Lyndhurst  having  the  ill-luck  to  differ  in  opinion  from  the 
Most  Noble  Arthur  by  royal  permission. 

Odoherty,  (xinyt.)         In  Kn-rhuid  nil.-*  Kinij  Arthur, 
In  Ireland  ruli-a  Kimr  Dan  ; 
Kin^  (Jcor^e  of  Windsor  (Jiutlle, 
Dethrone  them  if  you  can. 

Come,  gentlemen,  there's  \our  chorus,  sing  on. 

*   Muikiixin.  who  h»H   b»»n  diniiiiuwJ  from  tb«    Mioiitry  in  !»*>.  on  the  Duk*'t  '.•king  (or 
pr»Uudinj  U>  Uk<)  M  a  ruJ  wh»i  «u  ine»ot  for  ouljr  a  matk  r«»ign»tioa  of  otlit*.— M 
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Tickler,  (sings.) 
Slicpherd,  (sings.} 
North,  (sings.) 
Tickler,  (sings.) 
Odoherty,  (sings.) 

North,  (sings.) 
Omnes,  (chorus.) 


King  George  of  Windsor  Castle, 

And  eke  of  Pimlico, 
Attend  unto  thy  Tickler, 

And  he  the  truth  will  show. 

Chorus:  In  England,  <fec. 

The  crown,  sir,  and  the  sceptre, 
They  make  a  bonny  show ; 

But  the  helmet  and  the  claymore 
Can  stand  and  give  the  blow. 

Chorus  :  In  England,  <tc. 

Up,  royal  heart  of  Brunswick, 
Glow,  blood  of  lions,  glow  ; 

To  see  the  Jackal  hunted 

Fills  many  a  heart  wilh  woe. 

Chorus :  In  England,  <fec 

Though  age  my  back  be  bending, 
Though  my  hair  be  like  the  snow, 

Mount,  mount  thy  father's  charger — 
And  with  thee  I  still  will  go. 

Chorus  :  In  England,  Ac. 

Though  a  wife  I've  lately  wedded. 

And  got  a  child  or  so ; 
I'm  yours  for  active  service, 

John  Anderson,  my  joe. 

Chorus :  In  England,  &«. 

If  King  and  Kirk  were  striving, 

I'd  have  you  for  to  know, 
As  deTl  as  Dutchman's  herring 
This  crutch  should  strike  the  foe. 

In  England  rules  King  Arthur, 
In  Ireland  rules  Kiug  Dan  ; 

King  George  of  Windsor  Castle, 
Dethrone  them,  if  you  can. 


Shepherd.  Wake,  Mr.  Edrehi — od,  the  auld  beardie  is  sail  asleep. 
I'll  e'en  set  fire  to  his  beard. 

(Takes  the  candle.     The  Rabbi  wakes  on  the  eve  of  a  conflagra- 
tion.) 

Moses  Edrehi.  Oh!  Abraham,  Izaak,  and  Gacoub ! — scuse  me, 
sate,  I  dreamd  I  vas  goin  to  be  burnt  init  Mendez  Dacosta  in  a 
painted  tub.  God  keep  us  ! 

Shepherd.  On,  ye  auld  Philistine,  and  ye  wad  be  sma'  loss.  Here, 
lean  on  my  arm,  and  tak  care  no  to  break  yer  auld  nose. 

(Curtain  falls.) 
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Tickler.  Gentlemen,  atten'd  to  the  carte.  There's  hotch-potch 
here,  and  turtle  by  the  Shepherd.  In  the  centre  of  the  table,  ptncli 
d  la  Trongate.  Sherry  and  Madeira  are  Hoop's  whe«-l»-rs — Vin  de 
Grave  and  JohannMM'rg,  both  thoroughly  coolt-d,  are  mine — ihe 
whisky  on  the  sideboard — and  now  to  dinner  with  what  appetite* 
ye  may ! 

Odoherty.  Mullion.  a  glass  of  something  ? — pnn.-h? 

Tickler.  Mr.  Theodore,  may  1  have  the  pluahiiru  of  taking  a  glaat 
cf  punch  with  you? 
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Thfodore.  Voloutiers — ha!  and  this  is  the  right  Glasgow  '{* 

Macrabin.  Hogg? 

Shepherd.  Please  yoursel',  I'll  stick  to  the  Madeira.  Yon'a 
ower  cauld  for  my  stamach  at  this  time  o'  day.  Now  the  turtle's 
done,  is  there  ony  law  against  a  soup  of  the  hotch-potch,  Mr.  Theo- 
dore 1 

Theodore.  Hotch-potch  and  turtle  are  exceptions  to  all  rules.  I'll 
trouble  Mr.  Tickler  for  another  specimen  of  his  excellent  article; 
and  then,  my  dear  Mr.  Hogg,  you  shall  command  my  attention. 
Waiter!  a  tumbler — punch! — higher,  if  you  please,  sir — there! 

Tickler.  Ambrose,  remove.  (Enter  second  course.) — Gentlemen, 
here's  a  salmon  frae  aboon  Peebles — and  there's  a  turbot  from  off 
Fastcastle,  alias  Wolf's  Crag. 

Odoherty.  Mr.  Hogg,  may  I  trouble  you  for  a  small  parallelo- 
gram ? — some  of  the  fin,  if  you  please.  Theodore,  a  glass  of  hock  ? 

Theodore.  WTaiter,  punch,  there  ! — Hoc  erat  in  votis.  Your  health, 
Sir  Morgan. 

Shepherd.  Haund  round  the  jug.  Od  !,it's  pleasant  now,  aboon 
the  tway  soops  an'  the  cut  o1  sawmon.  There,  callant,  up  to  my 
thumb  again.  I  think  ye  may  be  remoovin',  Mr.  Awmbrose. 

(Enter  third  course.) 

Tickler.  What  now  1 — aye,  there's  a  sheep's  head  frae  Yarrow, 
thanks  to  our  Shepherd;  and  here,  as  I  am  a  Christian  Tory,  here's 
a  boar's  head, — gift  of  old  Goethe  to  our  fiiend  North,  whose  ab- 
sence we  all  regret  on  this  occasion.  Mr.  Theodore,  shall  I  helx) 
you? 

Theodore.  If  you  please.  O!  my  dear  sir — Forgive  me — from 
the  centre  of  the  ear  to  the  centre  of  the  lip — there  now,  exactly-  — 
a  thousand  pardons — delicious — it's  mighty  nice  ! 

Macrabin.  The  ear  and  the  eye,  and  as  much  of  the  cheek  as  you 
please,  Hogg.  Boar's  head  indeed !  Nothing  like  the  tup.f 

*  It  may  appear  strange  to  take  punch  at  dinner,  but  Glasgow  punch  is.  always  cold,  and 
may  be  drank  vis  a  vis  with  wine.  In  the  East  Indies,  it  is  ordinary  table-practice  to  take  a 
glass  of  Bass  or  Alsop  (pale  ale,)  when  wine  would  be  the  liquor  in  England.  As  Linkum 
Fidelis  says,  ''Circumstances  alter  cases." — M. 

\  Tup, — a  rain.  Sheep's  head  makes  one  of  the  best  and  favorite  broths,  or  soups,  of  the 
Scotch.  When  I  lived  in  Scotland,  one  of  my  servants  came  in  forlitwa  bawbies  for  the 
blacksmith."  On  inquiry,  she  said  "  I  am  ganging  to  the  smith  with  my  head  to  be  singed." 
It  turned  out  that  the  head  of  the  sheep  or  tup  must  have  the  hair  or  wool  burnt  off  with  a  red- 
hot  iron,  and  this  is  done  by  a  blacksmith.  The  outer  skin,  so  burnt,  has  a  very  dark  appear- 
ance after  it  is  boiled  (an  operation  which  is  continued  until  the  integument  becomes  almost 
gelatinous.)  but  the  disn  is  one  which  even  an  epicure  might  delight  in.  The  best  printed 
receipt  for  dressing  it  is  in  Meg  Dod's  Cookery,  —I  say,  the  best  receipt  printe.il.  as  I  have  a  better, 
•which  I  reserve  for  a  Cookery  Book  1  intend  to  write,  with  anecdotes,  memoirs,  and  recollections 
of  eminent  dinner-givers,  and  dinner-eaters,  and  dinner-dressers.  It  ntiflit  to  be  an  amusing 
volume.  Scottish  cookery,  by  the  way,  is  quite  of  the  French  school,  which  it  owes  to  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots  bringing  over  several  French  cuisiiiitr*  when  she  returned  to  Scotland.  It 
includes  a  variety  of  sou  ps-^al  ways  called  brnths  North  of  the  Tweed.  When  we  were  engaging 
the  above  mentioned  heroine  of  the  sheep's  head,  we  referred  to  her  last  employer  as  to  her 
qualifications  as  a  cook,  and  were  answered,  "  Deed,  I  canna  say  muckle  anent  Barbara,  as  a 
Cook,  puir  thing  !  but  she'll  mak'  you  a  pretty  broth." — Like  all  Scotch  servants  whom  I  have 
met  she  was  trusty,  faithful,  good-tempered,  but  would  have  her  own  way. — M. 
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Shepherd.  \Vill  you  hae  a  Trotter? 

Jfacrabin.   D the  Trotters — Vin  de  Grave,  Timotheils? 

Tickler.  Imo.  Very  fair  indeed.  Ambrose.  But,  gentlemen,  1 
believe  we  are  omitting  a  customan  libation.  Now,  remove  the 
boar's  head,  and  carry  round  the  champagne.  Goethe's  health  ! 

-(Three  times  three.) 

Theodore.  Do  you  drink  people's  healths  at  this  hour  of  the  day 
in  the  North  ? 

Macrabin.  Yes — yes.  I  drink  whenever  I  can  get  it — and  what- 
ever and  wherever.  This  green  goose  looks  charmingly  ; — cut  right 
down,  Hogg;  smash  through  everything. 

Theodore.  I'll  trouble  you  for  a  pea,  waiter.  0  Jupiter !  O 
Jupiter ! 

Mullion.  What's  the  matter?  What's  the  matter?  For  hea- 
ven's sake,  waiter,  a  bottle  of  cold  water — quick  ! 

Theodore,  (aqide  to  MuLLION.)  Never  mind — poh — poh — 'tis 
past,  I  breathe  again.  It  was  only  a  qualm  that  came  o\er  me — Mr. 
Hogg  eating  peas  with  his,  knife!* 

MuUion.  My  dear  >ir,  as  Mephistophiles  says  to  Faust,  \\hen  the 
red  niuuse  leaps  into  the  lad\'s  mouth  at  the  Brock  en  ball,  "Do  not 
let  such  trifles  disturb  the  tranquillity  of  \<>\n  future  hour." 

Shepherd.   A  glass  o'  something,  Macrabin  ? 

Mocrabln.  A  gallon  of  anything.  Come,  Ambrose,  another  bottle 
of  Charley  W  right,  f 

Siiepherd.  Never  mind  him,  Awmrose ;  the  Advocate  maun  hae 
hi*  joke. 

Tickler.  Now  for  the  Stilton.  (Enter  fourth  course.)  Gmtle- 
nien,  I  can  recommend  my  host's  ale.J  as  second  to  nothing  in  Leith, 
alias,  in  the  world. 

Macrabin.  1  piefVr  a  glass  of  port,!  after  the  manner  of  the  an- 
cients. No  oHenre.  Mr.  Theodore  ? 

Theodore.  Walter,  I'll  trouble  \  ou  for  a  tumbler.  The  Via  de 
Grave — there  now,  hold  Now  the  Seltzer  water!  In  point  of  fact, 
if  you  ask  m#,  1  say.  decidedly^  water  after  red  cheese.  Still  cham- 
pagne after  white — that  is,  if  you  commit  the  atrocity  of  eating  any 
cheese  at  all — which  I  have  not  been  guilty  of. 

•  Thi-"dore  Hook,  who  wni  founder  of  the  Silrer-fbrl(  School  of  Society  (in  norcli,)  rr»!!r  did 
not  indulge  in  anjr  affectation  when  »t  tnl>i«,  where  ho  w  a»  Denial,  l.«-ariv,  and  at  hi*  «•»•«. 
Th«  idea  of  a»kinjr  fur  a  j*»  vraa  tugnrttfti,  no  doubt,  l>y  an  anrrdote  <if  \vhirh  th«  colcbraled 
B»«u  Brumm*ll  wa«  lli«  h«ro.  Some  •  nr  ankcd  wlirihrr  he  wai  fond  of  v<-j;rt«ble«.  Rrummcll 
pauccd,  u  if  ktraflect.  and  th«n  drawled  out,  "  1— a-tlunk— tliat  — l-a-oiu»— *t-a-p«a  — M. 

t  In  th<w«  d»y«.  Charle*  \\'nglit'«  chkinpagn*  wuc*lrbrat«d  for— incrruing  the  eoniumptioa 
Ci  gonf»hf{ri»» '.—  M. 

J  Wt.cn  that  fnp|a>h  rr|>im*nt.  th*  Trnth  iluiuara.  wa»  qnartrrrd  in  Dublin,  (in  1(f  i-4,1 
there  wa*  a  di»cuaion  at  the  mrx-table.  whether  one  of  th«  otlirrr*  miflii  irarrv  a  beautiful 
/ovnz  wmnan,  of  hiph  fannlT  and  large  lorlnnc.  Tb*  rrlo  «a»  unarm. opt  when  a  Cornet, 
kboul  nxte»n  yrar-  old.  I  .«j  •  i  out  "She  tnall*  "—She  km!  Iik'n  a  K!«M  of  «!•  !—  M 

H  Ururnmdl  wa»  ukrd  whether  he  liked  Port.— "  I'e.rt  •"  aaid  he.  "  1'ort  .'— Aye,  I  raoollcct 
uc»  .  K.  bl«ck  latoxjcatinK  fluid  drank  by  Ui«  low«t  ord.r*."— M. 
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Shepheid.  That's  the  real  thing.  Now,  hand  round  the  crewets, 
Awinrose.  I  maun  hae  a  thimblefu'  of  the  Glenlivet,  just  to  put 
the  neb  on  your  yill. 

Tickler.  The  whisky — clear  the  decks. 

Ambrose,  (aside  to  TICKLER.)   What  wines  shall  we  put  on,  sir? 

Tickler,  (aside  to  AMBROSE.)  Let  me  see.  Some  of  that  Sherry 
of  Cockburn's — the  48,  I  mean — some  of  Brougham's  Madeira  * — 
the  green  seal — port — let  us  have  Cay's  twelve — and  as  for  Claret, 
why,  you  had  as  well  send  in  two  or  three  bottles  of  different  or- 
ders, before  we  fix  for  the  evening. 

Odoheriy,  (aside  to  AMBROSE.)  Begin  with  Sam's  nineteen.^ 

(Air — No-n  Nobis.) 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  fill  your  glasses  ? 
— the  King,  God  bless  him  ! 

Omnes.  The  King — (three  times  three.) 

(Air — God  save  the  King.") 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  charge  your  glasses.  A  bumper.  The 
Kirk. 

Omnes.     The  Kirk — (four  times  four.) 

(Air — Bonnie  lassie,  Highland  lassie.) 

Tickler.  Gentlemen,  we  have  drank  his  Majesty  the  King,  with 
the  usual  honors,  marking  our  higli  estimation  of  his  personal  resist- 
ance during  the  late  awful  and  fatal  struggle — our  respect  for  the 
lank  which  he  still  holds  in  our  native  country,  and  which,  in  the 
hands  of  a  virtuous  man,  may  still  afford  the  means  of  considerable 
good — and  finally,  our  hope  that  George  the  Fourth  may  be  allowed 
to  descend  into  the  tomb  of  George  the  Third,  without  witnessing 
with  his  own  eyes  the  full  completion  of  the  overthrow  which  he 
has  been  compelled — we  all  know  how  cruelly — to  lend  his  hand 
to.J  Gentlemen,  we  have  also  drank  the  Kirk,  (by  which,  in  this 
room,  the  two  established  Protestant  Churches  of  these  kingdoms 
have  always  been  meant,)  marking  our  undiminished  reverence  for 
Institutions,  which,  in  spite  of  external  hostility  and  internal  treason, 
must  and  shall  continue  to  possess  great  and  beneficial  influence. 
They  have  destroyed  the  union  of  Church  and  State,  gentlemen ; 
but,  in  my  humble  opinion,  and  I  rather  think  in  yours,  the  State 
has  lost  more  by  this  atrocious  separation  than  the  Church.  She, 
gentlemen,  flourishes  still — or,  if  a  Winter  has  cropt  the  leaves, 
there  is  a  bonny  Spring  in  reserve  for  her.  But  ihe  State ! — alas  I 

*  John  Brougham,  brother  to  the  Chancellor,  had  been  a  partner  in  the  vine  business  in 
Edinburgh. — M. 

f  Sam  win  Samuel  Anderson,  a  wine  merchant  in  Edinburgh,  and  afterwards,  by  Lord 
Brougham's  kindness,  appointed  to  the  lucrative  Registrarship  of  the  English  Court  of  Chan- 
csry.  "Registrar  Sam:>  appears,  as  an  interlocutor,  at  one  of  the  JNioctes  in  vol  v.  of  this 
edit-on. — M. 

J  The  enactment  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Relief  Bill.  wh:ch  recoiTed  ihe  Royal  assent  on 
April  13,  1&29.— M. 
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alas !  I  fear  the  Spring  that  brings  back  her  Summer  v  ill  be  a — 
bloody  one.  Gentlemen,  every  hour  brings  new  confirmation  to  the 
view  which  I  took,  fiorn  the  beginning,  of  the  inevitable  conse- 
quences. Let  me  now  propose  a  bumper,  and  therewith  a  toast,  to 
be  drunk  standing,  and  in  silence.  Gentlemen,  1  beg  leave  to  drink 
the  Immortal  memory  of  the  British  Constitution. 

Omnts.  The  immortal  memory  of  the  British  G>nstitution  ! 

(Air — Auld  Lang  syne.) 

Shepherd.  The  bizziness  has  certainly  marie  on  awfu'  sensation  a' 
through  the  South  country.  Even  Manor  Water,  I  hear,  was  in  a 
perfect  lowe. 

Odoherty,  (aside.)   A  bull,  by-the-hy. 

Shepherd.  As  to  the  Selkirk  folk,  they're  neither  to  haud  nor  to 
bin'!  The  hail  of  Yarrow  wad  rise  at  a  whistle  the  morn,  1  believe. 

Theodore.  You  astonish  me.  Upon  my  soul,  the  London  folks 
take  things  much  more  coolly.  Notwithstanding  all  the  pother  in 
the  Sunday  papers,  and  all  that  raff,  depend  upon  it,  the  Popery  bill 
passed  without  exciting  half  the  sensation  with  any  one  of  a  dozen 
bits  of  mere  scandal,  recently,  which  I  could  mention.  Take  Wei- 
lesley  Pole's  case,  for  example — or  even  my  Lady  Ellenborough's — 
or  even  that  puppy,  Tom  Peel's.  I  assure  you,  s'ir,  the  downfall  of 
the  Constitution  was  nothing  to  the  downfall  of  How  land  Stephen- 
son,*  sir, — as  Lord  Alvanley  said  to  me 

'  Macrabin.  The  Constitution,  indeed  !  what  should  that  be  to  the 
London  people?  Don't  we  all  know  that  the  capital  has  long  since 
ceased  to  have  almost  any  sympathy  with  the  body  of  the  nation? 

Theodore,  (aside.)  That's  a  rum  one.      Hear  the  villagers! 

Tickler.  To  confess  the  truth,  our  great  Babylon  seems  to  me  to 
be  striding  fast  into  another  Paris.  The  thing  has  been  going  on 
for  a  long  time — even  for  centuries — but  1  apprehend  never  at  so 

*  WelleaUy  Pole,  nejhew  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  ii  now  Karl  of  Morninpton.  Th«t 
CM*  alluded  to  wa»  on*  of  Crim.  Con.  with  Mr..  Blijrh  ;  he  afterward,  married  her.  and  M 
much  neglected  her  that  .he  ha.  frequently  been  compelled  to  apply  to  the  parmh  and  ih« 
police  magistrate  for  m«an>  ol  common  .ub.jitence  —  The  present  Karl  of  Kllenborough  (the 
Lonjf  Ned  Peeper  of  '•  Paul  Clifford,1')  had  a  daughter  of  Admiral  Disby  for  bu  second  w;fe, 
Md,  baring  obtained  a  T«rdict,  with  heavy  damage.,  sRain.t  Prince  SchwartzenU-re,  (late  Trim* 
Minuter  of  Austria  )  for  having  seduced  thi.  lady,  applied  to  Parliament  for  a  divorce.  The 
public  were  edified,  during  several  week».  hy  the  publication  in  the  London  papen  of  all  tn« 
evidence,— caricaturist*  drew  picture,  of  the  IVincr  lacing  the  lady",  .lavs,  which  wa»  one  of 
tie  proof.,— the  Lord,  parted  the  Bill,— I*>rd  Kllenborou^b  was  iinpot.uiar,  and  the  Common* 
refund  tbeir  unction  to  the  dirorce.— Tom  Peel  •  ••  scandal"  «  a.  a  ditferent  one.  He  wai  4 
relation  of  Sir  Robert  Peel'i.  and  wi.hed  to  em. (rale.  A  Rnnt  of  land  in  Au*tra!ia  wa*  RI»«« 
biro,  with  which  ha  founded  the  Swan  R..rr  !<«ttlrmrnt,  where  be  expended  a  large  for. 
t»»«.  Th«r»  were  no  £roond.  for  blarninf  fir  Robert  IVel  for  the  (trant  to  hii  cou.in.  as  it 
really  wa.  an  object,  at  that  time,  to  induce  wealthy  |-er*»n>  t"  KO  to  Aiutraiia.  No  man  *o 
little  indulfd  in  ncpott.m  a«  Peel  —Rowland  Ktepbeniuit'.  wu  a  cunoii.  caM.  He  waa  • 
London  banker.  Hi.  managine  m»n  rrniuaded  him  that  he  wat  ruined,  nnd  induced  him  to 
•Kapc,  with  iugt  fund*,  to  the  UniUd  DtatM.  When  they  arrived  here,  the  clerk  ran  otf  With 
"the  plunder,"  and  left  Stephen»on  nearly  pennyl*.*.  The  end  of  the  atiair  wu  rernarkahl*. 
When  ftephencon'i  bu.ineu  wi.  wound  up.  in  London,  it  appeared  that  every  creditor  -*c  :  d 
be  paid  in  tmll.  with  a  ..irpiu.  to  Si^pbeBM>n  !— The  fii.t  Hailw»y  Conipsny  in  Hntiih  I  ,*i* 
WM  organized  by  hi.  «)n.  R  Mardonald  Stcfhenaon,  a  man  of  ability,  enterprise  anc  ,.;• 
Uttt.  — M. 
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rapid  a  rate,  by  fifty  per  cent,  as  during  the  last  twenty  or  thirty 
years.  The  nobility  of  Great  Britain,  and  the  upper  gentry,  at  least 
«he  gentry  composing  commonly  the  Lower  House  of  Parliament, 
— appear  latterly,  to  be  doing  everything  in  their  power,  to  cut  oiT 
the  old  strings,  that  used  in  better  days,  to  connect  them  \\ith  the 
people  at  large.  Only  consider  the  life  these  fine  folks  lead. 

Theodore.  Why,  I  don't  know  how  you  could  prevent  people 
from  living  half  the  year  in  town. 

Tickler.  I  have  no  objections  to  their  living  half  the  year  in  town, 
as  you  call  it,  if  they  can  live  in  such  a  hell  upon  earth,  of  dust, 
noise,  and  misery.  Only  think  of  the  Dolphin  water  in  the  solar 
microscope ! 

Theodore.  I  know  nothing  of  the  water  of  London  personally. 

Odoherty.  Nor  I ;  but  I  take  it,  we  both  have  a  notion  of  its 
brandy  and  water. 

Tickler.  'Tis,  in  fact,  their  duty  to  be  a  good  deal  in  London. 
But  I'll  tell  you  what  I  do  object  to,  a'nd  what  I  rather  think  are 
evils  of  modern  date,  or  at  any  rate  of  very  rapid  recent  growth. 
First,  I  object  to  their  living  those  months  of  the  year  in  which  it  is 
contra  bonos  mores  to  be  in  London,  not  in  their  paternal  mansions, 
but  at  those  little  bastardly  abortionists,  \\hich  they  call  watering- 
places — their  Leamingtons,  their  Cheltenhams,  their  Brighthelm- 
stones. 

Theodore.  Brighton,  my  dear  rustic,  Brighton! 

Odoherty.  Syncopice. 

Shepherd.  What's  your  wull,  Sir  Morgan  ?  It  does  no  staun  wi' 
me. 

TJieodore.  A  horrid  spot,  certainly — but  possessing  large  conve 
niencies,  sir,  for  particular  purposes.  For  example,  sir,  the  balcony 
on  the  drawing-room  floor  commonly  runs  on  the  same  level  all 
round  the  square — which  in  the  Brighthelmstonic  dialect,  sir,  means 
a  three-sided  figure.  The  advantage  is  obvious. 

Shepherd.  Och,  sirs  !  och,  sirs!  what  wull  this  world  come  to  ! 

Theodore.  The  truth  is,  sir,  that  people  comrne  il  faut  cannot  well 
submit  to  the  total  change  of  society  and  manners  implied  in  a  re- 
moval from  Whitehall  or  May  fair  to  some  absurd  old  antediluvian 
chateau,  sir,  boxed  up  among  beeches  and  rooks.  Sir,  only  think  of 
the  small  Squires  with  the  red  faces,  sir,  and  the  grand  white  waist- 
coats down  to  their  hips — and  the  Dames,  sir,  with  their  wigs,  and 
their  simpers,  and  their  visible  pockets — and  the  Damsels,  blushing 
things  in  white  muslin,  with  sky-blue  sashes  and  ribbons,  and  muf- 
flers and  things — and  the  Sons,  sir,  the  promising  young  gentlemen, 
sir — and  the  Doctor,  and  the  Lawyer — and  last,  not  least  in  horrifi. 
Cation,  the  Parson. 

Tickler.  The  Parson  was  not  counted  a  bore  in  the  better  days  of 
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Jolm  Bull,  when  that  honest  old  fellow  wore  a  blue  coat  and  leather 
breeches,  and  fumbled  with  the  head  of  his  stick  whenever  he  saw 
two  of  his  neighbors  quarreling. 

Macrabin.   Fuimus  Troes. 

Theodore.  Fuimus  Tories,  indeed  !  Ah!  my  dear  fellow,  we  had 
no  Philipottos  in  those  days.*  This  claret  is  mighty  nice. 

Tickler.  Confound  the  Cockneys.  If  any  one  remained  uncon- 
verted, surely  the  late  puffing  and  Mowing  in  the  Times  about  the 
projected  enclosure  of  a  corner  of  Hainpstead  Heath  must  have  done 
his  business.  O  Jupiter!  what  a  r«»w  about  the  plaster-fiend  making 
a  lodgment  in  the  half-mountain  region. 

Shtpherd.  I  WOIIIKT  what's  a  hail   mountain  wi'  them. 

Odoherty.  Harrow,  I  suppose — or  rather  the  Devil's  Dyke  at 
Brighton — an  Alpine  precipice,  Hogg,  such  as  you  would  make 
nothing  of  going  down  at  the  hand  gallop,  with  Wallace  and  Clavers 
before  you. 

Tickler.  This  Times  Cockney  talks  of  all  England  rising  in  rebel- 
lion at  the  invasion  of  Hampstead  Heath. f  I  suppose  we  shall  then 
have  tile  Cockney  Melodies,  Hunt,  of  course,  being  the  Tyrtieiis. 

Shepherd.  O,  dinna  blaspheme  the.  dead  !  That  puir  man's  cauld 
in  his  grave  lang  or  now. 

OJoherly.  Leigh  Hunt  in  his  grave!  Then  he's  the  most  comfort 
able  gho>t  I  ever  heard  of;  for  Theodore  and  I  saw  him  not  a  week 
ago  taking  a  shove  in  the  monlh  at  old  Mother  Murly's  n>  St.  Mar- 
tin's Lane,  with  two  or  three  underlings  of  the  gall»-r\  J  about  him — all 
in  his  glory  ;  and  pretty  well  he  looked,  didn't  he  ? 

Theodore.  You  have  made  some  mistake,  Sir  Me.rgan  ;  I  was  not 
present,  sir — not  I,  indeed.  So  you  disapprove  cf  Brighton,  Mr 
Tickler? 

Tickler.  Bright helmstone,  when  I  knew  it,  was  a  pleasant  fishing 
village)} — what  like  it  is  now  1  know  not  ;  but  what  I  detest  in  the 

*  Dr.  Henry  I'hillpott*.  then  Hector  of  Stanhope.  was  ap|oint**<l  Bishop  ••(  Kxeter  in  1-ItO. — 
The  annual  income  <•(  thi»  bishopric  is  comparatively  small  —  .llfilNI  a   year,  wlnie  most  of 
the  others  amount  to  4.4<KKi  a  y:ir.     It  i»  u>ual  to  allow    it     liiMiup  to  houl  anolhT  prrfmnvnt 
n  ctmmrxdnm  with  hi»  we.     When  I'hillpott*  was  appointed,  l.y  tlie    Dune   of  \V.  ;  inyton,  it 
wu  agreed  that  he  should  continue  to  hold  the   rectory  of  Stanhope,  worth   £.40  XI   3.  year,  in 
lammrndtim  with  the  »ee  of  Kxetrr.      I'hillpolU.  as  a   Tory   l>»mphleteer.   h.id    written    many 
•bar;'  thine*  about  and    against  the  Whi£».    The  I»uke   of  We  imi>tun  unrx[>ecte.hy  quttu'l 
office,  (November  1(1,  1~3",)  before  the  n«tc«»>ary  documrnU  w»r«  compl'tcd      The  \\"hi^«  cam« 
in  and   refused   to  sanction   the   arrangement,  (a   dcirmnrtrnimn  of  pelt y  personal   splron    for 
which  even  most  of  hit  own  p-irly  much  condrmnrj  Knrl  <in-v,<  ami    I'r    VlnllpolU.  deprived 
of  hi»  £4l''.xi  a  rear  K*-ctory,  had  nnly  X'.TUi  |.rr  xnnuin.  a*   lln-i.nj  .  and  with  va»l!y  increased 
exp»n»*i!     Kventually  h<-  n<.t  a  I'rrbend  10  Durham  i:\ih--iral.  whirh  .i.liln.l  jC9MM  to  his  an- 
nul' -neome.     No  winder  ti.-.i  h<-  h.\s  be*n  no  very  grrat  friend  to  tlie  Whigs,  ever  since  tbejr 
tnor  »uch  |>aio>  U>  provoke  hi>  enmity. —  VI. 

*  t  rnry  impudent  atten>[>t,  which  has  «lnce  been  rep»at>-d   nearlv  every  »ucce«sive  year,  le 
obtain  I'arhamen'ary  sanction  to  a  srheme  of  Sir  Thornu  Mxryon  \\'i  ••  n.  to  inelos*  a  part  of 
Hampslead  il<  ath.  in  the  luliurhs  of  IxinUon,  for  ruiidme  purpo^s  —  the  profits  to  BO  -m  •  ihe 
j.     ^    ••  •      the  said  It   -..i  •  •  '     (In  l-.'l   thi<  attempt  wns  again  made,  /in  i  defeated.)— M. 

J  Th*  Parllaneatarv  reporter*  for  the  London  daily  juurnal*  cuBstiluM  (hat  t'»urlb  KpfaU 
of  tn*  K*alm,  nailed  — THK  'i  \I.I.K«Y.  —  M»ny  eminent  turn  I..IVP  l»-rn  uirmbtr*  ol  it,  me  .idinf 
ffh*il.  ml  lx>rd  C:impl<'ll.  th«  prrsent  Chief  Justice  of  Knclaod.— M. 

i   Bn|UUi«.iast«ae,  tallei  knuwn  b/  its  mudtrn  name  Urighton,  waa  a  tmail  ti>hing-naiuiet 
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great  folks  of  your  time,  is,  that  insane  selfishness  which  makes 
them  prefer  any  place,  however  abominable,  where  they  can  herd 
together  in  their  little  exquisite  coteries,  to  the  noblest  mansion 
surrounded  with  the  noblest  domains,  where  they  cannot  exist 
without  being  more  or  less  exposed  to  the  company  of  people  not 
exactly  belonging  to  their  own  particular  sect.  How  can  society 
hang  together  long  in  a  country  where  the  Corinthian  capital  takes 
so  much  pains  to  unrift  itself  from  the  pillar?  Now-a-days,  sir, 
your  great  lord,  commonly  speaking,  spends  but  a  month  or  six 
weeks  in  his  ancestral  abode;  and  even  when  he  is  there,  he  sur- 
rounds himself  studiously  with  a  cursed  town-crew,  a  pack  of  St. 
James's-street  fops,  and  May  fair  chatters  and  intriguers,  who  give 
themselves  airs  enough  to  turn  the  stomachs  of  the  plain  squirearchy 
and  their  womankind,  and  render  a  visit  to  the  Castle  a  perfect 
nuisance. 

Theodore,  (aside  to  MULLION.)     A  prejudiced  old  prig  ! 

Tickler. 'They  seem  to  spare  no  pains  to  show  that  they  consider 
the  country  as  valuable  merely  for  rent  and  game — the  duties  of  the 
magistracy  are  a  bore — County  Meetings  are.  a  bore — a  farce,  I  be- 
lieve was  the  word — the  assizes  are  a  cursed  bore — fox-hunting  itself 
is  a  bore,  unless  in  Leicestershire,  where  the  noble  sportsmen,  from 
all  the  winds  of  heaven,  cluster  together,  and  think  with  ineffable 
contempt  of  the  old-fashioned  chase,  in  which  the  great  man  mingled 
with  gentle,  and  simple,  and  all  comers — sporting  is  a  bore,  unless  in 
regular  battue,  when  fi  dozen  lordlings  murder  pheasants  by  the 
thousand,  without  hearing  the  cock  of  one  impatrician  fowling-piece 
— except  indeed  some  dandy  poet,  or  philosopher,  or  punster,  has 
been  admitted  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistines.  In  short,  every 
thing  is  a  bore  that  brings  the  dons  into  personal  collision  of  any 
kind  with  people  that  don't  belong  to  the  world. 

Odoherty.  The  world  is  getting  pretty  distinct  from  the  nation,  I 
admit,  and  I  doubt  if  much  love  is  lost  between  them. 

Tickler.  That  was  the  main  evil  I  foresaw  in  this  Popery  bill  ; 
that  measure,  sir,  has  alienated  the  hearts  of  the  Clergy — the  hearts 
of  the  real  provincial  squires  and  lairds — it  has  thoroughly  disgusted 
the  mass  of  the  people. 

Macrabin.  Thou  hast  said  it.  The  harm  would  have  been  com- 
paratively trifling  had  the  thing  been  the  work  of  any  one  party  in 
the  State.  The  Protestant  strength  of  the  nation  would  have  gath- 

on  the  coast  of  Sussex,  some  52  miles  from  London,  when  the  Prince  of  Wales,  (afterwards 
George  IV.)  made  it  his  summer  residence,  and  built  there,  at  vast  expense,  the  magnificent 
and  grotesque  building,  in  the  Chinese  style,  called  the  Pavilion  : — it  was  lately  puicbased 
from  the  Crown,  and  is -now  a  Museum,  and  place  for  lecturing.  Royalty  made  the  TKJice 
known,  and  a  city  sprang"  up,  which  has  now  a  large  population.  With  the  exception  of  the 


sea  air  Brighton  is  actually  London  gone  out  of  town— you  meet  your  London  friends  there, 
as  usual,  and  endeavor  to  think  that  you  are  happy.  This  U  the  general  fault  of  fashionable 
•watuiiug-places  all  over  the  world. — M. 
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ered  the  more  visibly  round  '.he  banners  of  the  opposite  party;  and 
although  the  measure,  once  carried,  perhaps  n..b<.dv  would  eref 
have  attempted,  or  wished  to  undo  it — we  should  have  hud  a  solid 
might  arrayed  through  all  classes  of  society,  by  way  of  safeguard 
against  farther  tricks  of  the  same  kidney,  liut  now,  where  are  \ve  f 
The  Whigs,  and  the  Tories,  and  the  Radicals,  all  laid  their  heads 
together;  and  the  remnant  that  stood  aloof,  have  neither  numbers 
nor  talent  to  command  a  hearty  following. 

Theodore.  I  concur  in  all  you  have  said— yet  it  must  be  allowed 
that  Sadler,  Chandos,  Vivyan,  and  Blandfurd,  have  done  all  that 
could  have  been  desired.* 

Tickler.  I  revere  Mr.  Sadler, 

Si  Pergaraa  dextrS 

D«?fVmii  ptttsent  et  hue  defensa  fuissent 

But.  what  are  these  among  so  many  ? 

Shepherd.  That  lang  paper  in  the  last  Quarterly  was  a  sair  sign. 
Od,  it  maun  hue  garr'd  some  folks  cock  their  lugs  to  hear  sic  things 
frae  them.  Is  it  ken't  \vh:i  wrote  it  ? 

Theodore.  They  spoke  of  Lord  Doodle— but  that,  I  take  it  for 
granted,  was  gammon.  The  Emperor  sported  quite  diplomatic— 
didn't  know — hud  not  an  idea.f 

Odoherty.  I  believe  that  paper  was  nobody  but  Croker's— I  don't 
know  any  other  of  their  people  who  possess  at  once  such  a  variety 
of  knowledge,  the  talent  to  express  it,  the  courage  to  wish  to  express 
such  views  there,  and  influence  enough  in  certain  places  to  be 
allowed  to  express  them. 

Thewlore.  lie  denies  it. 

Odoherly.  Of  course.  The  common  report,  however,  is,  that  he 
is  going  out  of  office  forthwith,  and  into  Opposition. 

Tickler.  Very  like.  In  the  meantime,  lie  has  done  a  great  MT- 
vice,  for  the  Quarterly  can't  eat  all  ifuit,  and  so  there's  one  grand 
organ  for  trumpeting  forth  the  doctrine  divine,  "nhaiever  is  is 
right,"  shut  up. 

Mttllion.  Entirely  lant  micux.  Well,  what  next?  Something 
must  come. 

Odolterty.  \VercI  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  I  would  not  halt  at 
trifles  now.  Every  human  being  s'-es  dearly  that  reform  in  1'ar 
liameiit  must  come  soon.  If  I  \vt-re  he,  it  should  come  very  soon 

•  Amon*  the  itMnerat  ;>irliun*nUrr  oppon.nU  of  tl,.  C»lhol.c  lUlinf  H.!!  wrr«  Mirhuil 
Thorn..  J*»J.r  tb. -\lar-ju..  of  «  hande.  (now  l>ulc,  of  Htlck.oKh»m),  Sir  Kicbard  V.Tyan,  and 
tft*  l.f«»«3«.  I'lA.uf  M»nlx.ruucb,  tl  »n  Mar^ui.  of  UlanJIord.  — M. 

t  Lord  Dudl«]r  w  n.  ocra,,,,n»lljr  for  ih«  Quarter,*  Km,*.  ftnJ,  thouch  ho  had  »  VWIT 
l.ccm.  or  XIOO  0.-..  G.tfo-j.  ,.d  •/wrwwd.  L,<ktlart.  rd.i.n.1:,  .n^.trd  .»  h..  "«,",IT2 
u»a^l  tw«,.tjr  ^ui  .»«».hrrt  which  «;,.  th.  c,rdi  ary  |  ,>„.„•.  fur  contnbution.  Th.-r.rt 
Wi»  mHMnblr  Kreat-r  in  w  in«  raw..  Kor  x.ii.r  >in||le  Kind**  ^kolt  Trr,  ir.d  on*  l.ur.ir-J 
VTliiMu  *ach.-John  Murrajr.  the  (aihionabl*  publuhrr  in  A'b>in.iri».«tra«t,  wa«  known  i> 
tb«  Beolt  and  Black  wood  coUnta  a*  "  Th.  Kio|«rur  of  to*  W«rt."— M. 
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indeed.  Every  body  sees  that  the  Church  of  Ireland  must  go 
Were  I  he,  it  should  go  to-morrow -morning. 

Theodore.  What1?  throw  up  all  at  once,  pardi  ? 

Odoherty.  Throw  up  a  fiddlestick !  You  have  proclaimed  the 
Popish  religion  to  be  no  worse,  as  regards  politics,  than  any  other. 
Upon  what  pretence,  then,  shall  the  immense  majority  of  the  Irish 
people  be  denied  their  natural  right  to  have  their  religion  the  estab- 
lished religion  of  their  island  ?  As  sure  as  two  and  two  make  four, 
the  Duke  of  Wellington's  law,  and  the  Protestant  establishment, 
cannot  live  together. 

Macrubin.  I  never  met  with  any  body  who  thought  otherwise. 

Shepherd.  O  weary  me!  and  to  hear  hoo  the  ne'er-do-weels 
spooled  about  their  sincere  conviction  that  they  were  doin'  the  only 
thing  for  the  gude  of  the  Protestant  establishment  in  Ireland  !  Hoo 
could  they  hae  the  face  ? 

Tickler.  The  face  1 — poh — poh  !  My  dear  Shepherd,  these  gen- 
try have  face  enough  for  any  thing.  Only  hear  Peel  bragging  about 
his  purity  and  piety,  and  all  the  house  hear-hearing  him — the  spin- 
ning spoon  !* 

Odoherty.  How  grand  was  his  defence  of  the  Swan  job !  He 
merely  gave  Tom  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Sir  George  Murray, 
recommending  him  to  the  receipt  of  "  any  facilities"  in  Sir  George's 
power, — and  attesting  him  to  be  a  young  man  of  most  "  respectable 
character,"  and  "  ample  means,"  and  his  "  relation."  This,  from 
one  Minister  to  another,  was  a  mere  trifle,  you  observe  ; — and  as  to 
the  Home  Secretary  himself  having  any  share  in  the  spoil,  why  the 
House  surely  could  not  think  it  necessary  for  him  to  offer  any 
answer  to  such  a  contemptible  libel  1 — No,  no  ! — Hear,  hear — im- 
mense applause. 

Tickler.  Meanwhile  the  real  points,  the  only  points,  are  passed 
wholly  sub  silentio.  In  point  of  fact,  no  human  being  ever  dreamt 
that  Mr.  Robert  Peel  was  to  draw  money  for  his  own  personal 
purse  from  this  grant  to  his  relation.  Every  body  that  knew  any 
thing  of  the  matter — certainly  every  one  man  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— knew  perfectly  well  that  Peel  had  acted  merely  on  the  Vicar 
of  WaUefield's  principle,  who,  if  you  remember,  always  took  caie  to 
tend  a  five-pound  note,  or  an  old  pony,  or  a  new  great-coat,  to  a 
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troublesome  kinsman,  in  the  sure  hope  of  never  seeing  his  agreeable 
countenance  again.  And  who  blamed  either  the  Vicar  or  the  cad? 
The  real  charge  was,  that  the  grant  to  the  respectable  and  wealthy 
second  cous-iu  of  the  political  Bayard  was  a  grant  enormous  in  itself 
— (>f>0  square  miles  of  (he  BKST  land  in  the  new  colony — and  that 
these  050  square  miles  were  so  situated  as  to  interfere  between  the 
other  settlers  and  the  streams — the  Swan  river  and  the  Canning — 
those  two  noble  rivers,  which  unite  their  waters,  as  per  map  in  the 
Quarterly,  in  the  noble  bay,  over  against  the  which  lies,  thanks  to 
old  Barrow's  honest  confession,  the  noble  and  well-named  island  of 
Ilotten  Nest — that  is  Rat  Nest.  On  these  points  the  kinsman  of 
Thomas  has  as  yet  said  nothing. 

Odoherty.  That  was  a  poker  in  the  last  New  Monthly.  By  jingo! 
he's  getting  it  right  and  left,  now,  however. 

Macraljin.  The  press  will  soon  put  an  end  to  this  impostor.  Ufa 
has  great  conceit,  but  he  has  also  great  cowardice,  and  he  will  either 
die  or  go  out. 

Tickler.  Just  think  of  what  his  existence  must  have  been  all 
through  last  session — lying  at  the»mere  mercy  of  every  man  and 
mother's  son?  1  own,  1  can't  conceive  how  Sadler  allowed  the 
Swauney  to  escape. 

Odoherty.  Sadler's  a  Christian — and  charitable.  But  what  think 
ye  of  Brougham? 

Theodore.  The  IJolls  in  his  eye.*     Some  sop,  however,  sir. 

Tiikler.  And  what  for  no?  as  Meg  Dod  says.  I  think  Brougham 
the  worst  used  of  men  ;  if  he  doesn't  get  some  good  thing,  some  very, 
very  good  thing  soon,  very,  very  soon 

Odoherty.  It  is  clear  that  CYpley  is  on  the  move;  whether  the 
story  of  his  going  to  India  lie  true  or  not,  I  can't  tell. 

Tickler.  To  India!  as  what? 

Odoherty.  As  Governor-General,  to  be  sure.  You  know,  if  ho 
wanted  any  law,  he  would  have  Lord  Dalhousie  at  his  elbow.  But 
the  story  was  not  generally  credited  when  I  left  town.f 

Theodore.  No,  no.  But  there  is  some  move  on  the  lapis — that  all 
agree  about. 

Tickler.   More  \Vhigs,  I  suppose — well,  well  — 

Odoherty.  The  common    belief  is,   that  whenever  Copley  moves, 

•  In  1KJO,  fir  John  I.cnrh  waj  Ma«t«rof  tli«  Roll*.  A*  an  equity  j»de«  he  waa  noted  for 
fmrely  auicnmi;  rr.\»nn>  l«r  ln«  dention*  II*  would  liiton,  with  markr.l  |>nlienr«.  and  even 
•Mention, to  a  vr.f  of  «f*crh»«  throughout  a  whole  day  and  then  »:i  v  "  Tni»  injunction  if 
diMuivrd  '*- Brougham  aypir*. I  t<>  a  hif-hrr  »taii'>»  than  .Ma»lor»hip  of  th«  Kol!i.  In  ItCU,  h« 
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which  must  be  before  winter,  either  Leach  or  Wetherell  is  to  have 
the  seals.* 

Tickler.  Wetherell! — what!  along  with  Peel? 

Odoherty.  And  what  for  no  ?  as  Meg  Dod  says. 

Tickler.   I  have  no  objection. 

Odoherty.  Wetherell  is  the  King's  candidate,  and  I  should  not 
wonder  though  the  Duke  were  to  gratify  his  Majesty  about  such  a 
trivial  matter  as  this.  But  the  Whigs  are  strenuous  for  Leach  ; 
and  there  can  be  no  doubt  he  is  the  man  the  Chancery  Bar  would  be 
most  pleased  with.  In  fact,  no  other  man  in  England  has  much 
pretension  to  fill  that  place  now — and,  alas !  what  will  even  he  be 
after  Old  Bags  1 

Macrabin.  That  opens  the  Rolls  to  Brougham — very  well  indeed, 
Mr.  Patriot. 

Theodore.  The  Schoolmaster  would  then  be  at  home. 

Shepherd.  Weel  done,  Dominie  Hairy  !  Ye  did  wisely  to  keep 
your  taws  aff Peel  yon  time! 

Odoherty.  Speaking  of  the  tawsj  as  you  call  them,  have  you  seen 
Bernno-er's  song  on  Monsieur  Judas,  Tickler"? 

Tickler.  Not  I — I've  seen  nothing  of  his  these  two  years.  Can 
you  repeat  it? 

Odoherty.  I  can  chant  it,  which  is  better.  Here,  Macrabin.  take 
the  poker  and  tongs,  and  tip  me  an  accompaniment. 

Macrabin.  Sing  on — I  am  ready. 

ODOHERTY  sings,  (accompanied  by  MACRABIN.) 


Mousieur  Judas  est  un  drole 
Qui  soutient  avec  chaleur 
Qu'il  n'a  joue  qu'uu  seul  role 
Et  n'a  pris  qu'une  couleur. 
Nous  qui  detestous  les  geus 
Tantot  rouges,  tantot  blancs, 

Parlous  bas, 

Parlous  bas, 

Ici  pres  j'ai  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judas. 

Curieux  et  nouvelliste, 
Cet  obeervateur  moral 
Parfois  se  dit  journalist^ 
Et  tranche  du  liberal ; 
Mais  voulous-uous  reclame? 
Le  droit  de  tout  imprinter, 

Parlous  bas, 

Parlous  bas, 

Ici  prt'-s  j'ai  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Jud-as. 


Sans  respect  du  caractere, 
Souvent  ce  lache  effronte 
Porte  1'habit  niilitaire 
Avec  la  croix  an  cote. 
Nous  qui  fiiisons  voloutiera 
L'eloge  ds  nos  gueniers, 

Parlous  bas, 

Parlous  bas, 

Tci  pros  j'a  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judas. 

Etifin,  sa  bouche  fletrie 
O»e  prendre  uu  uoble  accent, 
Et  des  maux  de  la  patrie 
Ne  parle  qu'en  gemissaut. 
Nous  qui  laisoiis  le  proces 
A  tous  les  mauvais  Fraucais, 

Parlous  bas, 

Parlous  bas, 

Ici  pres  j'ai  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judas. 


•  Neither  Leach  nor  Wetherell  iliJ  obtain  the  appointment  of  Lord  Chancellor. — M. 
I   Ta.'fse, — the  leather  strap  used  for  chastisement  of  children  in  ScolJftnd. — M. 
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Monsieur  Judas,  sans  malice. 
Tout  haul  vous  dit ;  "  Mcs  amis, 
Lee  limi.  rs  de  la  police 
Sout  a  oniodre  en  ce  pays." 
Mais  uous,  qui  de  mains  brocards 


Poursuivons  jusqu'aux  mouchards, 

Parl<  us  bns, 

I'm  1. .us  has, 

Ici  pivs  i'ai  vu  Judas, 

J'ai  vu  Judas,  j'ai  vu  Judas. 


Theodore.  Very  good,  indeed  ;  upon  my  word,  Mr.  Macrabin,  you 
are  a  performer  of  very  considerable  gusto. 

Macrabin.  We've  all  heard  a  deal  of  your  improvising.  Pray, 
overset  this  off-hand,  as  the  Deutcherfl  say — do  now,  that's  a  good 
fellow. 

Theodore.  Let  us  sky  a  dragon,  Sir  Morgan,  and  be  the  chant  with 
the  loser. 

Odoherly.  Done — (Skys  a  sovereign.) — Unfortunate  Signifer  Do- 
hertiades.  Well, — here  goes — Macrabin,  resume  the  instrument. 

ODOHKKTY  sings — (accomjxutied  as  before.) 

Here  Judas,  with  a  face  where  shame     Soon  may  he  reach  his  final  home. 

Or  honor  ne'er  was  known  to  be,          "  A  member  of  the  Church  of  Rome."f 
Maintaining  he  is  still  the  same,  But  hush.  Ac. 

That  he  ne'er  ratted — no — not  he.* 
But  we  must  spun)  the  grovelling  hack, 
To-day  all  white — to-morrow  black, 
But  hush  !  he'll  hear, 
He'll  hear,  he'll  hear; 
Iscariot's  near — Iscai lot's  near! 

The  moral  Surface  swears  to-diy 

Defiance  to  the  priest  and  Pope; 
Tomorrow,  ready  to  betray 

His  brother  churchmen  to  the  rope. 
But  let  us  trust  the  hangman's  string 
Is  spun  for  him — the  recreant  thing! 
But  hush!  <v.-. 

All  character  that  knave  has  lost ; — 

S<Kin  will  the  Neophyte  appear, 
By  prlectly  hands  Ix-dipp'd,  be-cross'd, 

Begrcased,    bechrism'd,    with     holy 
smear, 

Tickler.  Your  imitation,  Baronet,  is  much  fiercer  than  the  origi- 
nal warrants. 

•  Thi«  parody,  by  Pr.  Mapinn,  (which  wa»  n-put>li»h»d  bv  e»»nr  ultra-I'mlMlant  journal  in 
th«  1'i.it"!  KingJ..in.i  wa»  kvellrd  at  .^ir  Hubert  IV.  !,  wh<>  had  brought  in  and  rnrrird  Catholic 
Knit,  jcr  ation,  to  wliirh  the  whole  of  hn  |>re<-«>dinc  twrntr  vnr-  of  public  lif>  liad  br«n  roil* 

but  th«  mm*  .-ir..T  whin  he  had  to  rhoOM  l.rt»i->  n  ({mancipation  sinl  Civil  War.  and  h«  f  re- 
ferral th«  fornn-r. — M. 

t  Th«  orJinarv  conc'.uunn  of  a  (allowi  i|«rrh  :u  IP  '.  ind,— ••  I  die  an  unworthy  member  of 
lh«  Ch.irrh  of  Romr  "-M.  O'D. 

t  When  In.h  S«rrft»rv,  I'e«l  p>tabli«h*d  the  eonitab  llft/T  (arrr.  br  whirh  Irrlnnd  il  cor- 
crned,— the  m«<inb»r»  of  n  are  familiarly  callrd  "  1'rrUri  "  In  ls-.V-3ti,  when  Home  Secreiary, 
he  orfaniied  'be  prwent  ncelicnt  j.ulice  of  London.— X . 


Now  from  hi?  month   polluted 
Snuffled  in  Joseph  Surface  tone — 

Lament e  o'er  hapless  Ireland's  woes. 
O'er  Knglaud's  dangerous  state  a  groau 

Ere  lout;  beneath  the  hands  of  Ketch, 

Sigh  for  thyself,  degraded  wretch  I 
but  hush,  cic, 

Judas  !  till  then  the  public  fleece, 

For  kin  and  cousins  scheme  and  job, 
Kail  against  watchmen  and  jxilice.f 
Inferior  swindlers  scourge  or  rob. 
At  last,  another  crowd  before, 
Thou    shidt   speak   once — and  speak   DO 
more  ! 

Hut  hush  !  he'll  hear, 
11.11  luar,  he'll  hear; 
Iscariot's  near — Iseariut's  near. 
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Odoherty.  It  is  not  the  worse  for  that.  We  are  of  a  sterner  cast. 
Though,  indeed,  Beranger  is  not  a  bad  hand  at  polishing  a  fellow  off, 
when  he  pleases. 

Theodore.  For  my  part,  I  like  his  gay  and  sprightly  songs  better 
than  his  political  ones — for  instance,  Roger  Bontemps,  Le  petit  homme 
gris,  and  others  of  that  kind.  I  do  not  know  where  we  should  look 
in  English  for  songs  of  that  particular  species.  There  is  a  quiet 
humor  about  them,  rather  insinuated  than  expressed,  which  is  quite 
charming. 

Shepherd.  Verra  like  my  ain  style.  Ye  a'  mind  my  "  It  is  a 
fac" 

Odoherty.  One  of  these  very  songs  is,  however,  political — I  mean 
the  "  Roi  d'Yvetot." 

Theodore.  Which  made  Bonaparte  very  angry  ; — the  picture  of 
the  quiet  king,  who,  "  Se,  levait  tard,  se  couchait  tot,"  was  a  con- 
trast with  himself  that  was  not  commendable. 

Tickler.  Where  is  Beranger  now  ? 

Theodore.  In  jail.* 

Tickler.  A  common  case  with  wits. 

Theodore.  I  wish  some  of  you,  gentlemen,  would  write  an  Essay, 
full  of  translations,  on  French  songs — they  are  of  much  more  im- 
portance in  that  country  than  here. 

Tickler.  And  yet  here,  too,  we  have  known  songs   to  produce  no 

Email  effect  ;f  we  do  not  forget  the  "  Hunting  the  hare" 

"  Maidens  of  Marybone,  tricked  out  in  articles,"  <fec.  <fec. 

Odoherty.  An  excellent  song  !  What  a  capital  verse  that,  begin- 
ning with, 

"  Next  came  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Tankerville" 

Or  better  still— 

"  Then  the  procession,  I  fear,  it  will  never  end, 

Came  with  the  others  his  homage  to  pay, 

Honor' J  by  birth,  by  profession  the  reverend, 

Neither  by  nature,  the  hypocrite  Grey." 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  oh  !  that's  capital.  That  Grey  has,  I'm  told  noc, 
some  graun  fat  kirk  in  Lunnan.j 

Tickler.  Ay !  To  have  been  the  personal  enemy  of  the  king,  is 
Dow  a  passport  to  preferment.  He  has  succeeded  Charles  Bloom- 
field  in  ihe  rich  living  of  Bishop«gate. 

TJno  avulso  non  ueficit  alter. 

Et  siiuili  froudescit  Virga  Metallo. 

*  This  was  in  the  last  year  of  the  reign  of  Charles  X. — M 

t  The  songs  here  referred "to,  were  written  by  Theodore  Hook,  and  published  in  the  Joha 
Bull  newspaper,  which  he  edited.  They  were  satires  on  the  persona  who  publicly  took  part 
with  Queen  Caroline,  in  lH'20-1 .— M. 

t  Dr.  E.  Grey,  brother  of  Earl  Grey,  was  made  Bishop  of  Hereford  in  l->32.— When  Lord 
Grey  was  Premier,  even  to  bear  his  name  was  to  be  pretty  sure  of  obtaining  some  government 
appointment !— M, 
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Without  pretending  to  know  who  wrote  that  verse  about  Grey,  I 
guess,  by  its  odium  thtvlogicum,  it  was  a  brother  parson,  Macrabin — 
the  Dean,  probably.  13ut  to  return.  The  old  French  government, 
il  used  to  be  said,  was  a  despotism,  mode  ree  pur  chansons,  and  there 
is  no  style  in  which  our  neighbors  have  not  succeeded. 

Macrubin.  Even  in  slang  I  Could  a  Frenchman,  think  you,  ever 
write — 

Go  back  to  Brummagem,  go  back  to  Brummagem,* 

Youth  of  that  ancient  aud  halfpenny  town — 
Maul  manufacturers,  rattle  and  rummage  'em, 
Country  swell'd  iiobs  may  swell  your  reuown  t 

Shepherd.  Or  my  ain — 

Come  like  a  tailor,  Donald  Macgillivray, 

lu  aud  out  and  roundabout,  needle  them  cleverly! 

Otlolierty.  I  do  not  know  ;  the  French  are  not  a  boxing  people,  a 
circumstance  which  sufficiently  accounts  for  their  cruel  propensities  ; 
but  they  have  slang  songs — capital  ones,  loo — tor  instance,  look  at 
iny  friend  Vidocq's  Memoirs. 

Theodore.  You  allude,  1  suppose,  to  that  excellent  song,  begin- 
ning with — 

En  roulant  de  vergne  en  vergue  I 

Odoherty.  Yes. 

Tickler.  Here  is  the  volume  among  old  Kit's  books  here — he  has 
marked  that  very  song.  1  wish  you  would  translate  it,  Sir  Morgan. 

Odolierty.  To  hear  is  to  obey. — Fill  all  round. — Sheep-feeder,  you 
are  remiss  in  supplying. 

Shepherd.  Xa,  na,  my  laddie,  ye  shall  no  play  Sergeant  Kite  wi' 
me,  and  drink  twa  glasses  to  my  aue. 

Odohtrty  (singi.)\ 

At  from  ken(l)  to  ken  I  was  poing,  1   Kfn — shop,  house. 

Doing  a  bit  on  the  prigging  Uiv  ;(2)  2   Prigging     lay — thieving 

Whofthonld  I  iiK'i-t.  but  u  jolly  blowen,(3)  business. 

Tol  lol.  lol  1..1,  t«.l  der.il,  ny  ;  8  Ji/owen — girl,   strumpet, 

Who  «h<>ul<l  I  ini.'t.  but  H  Jolly  blowen,  •weetheart 

Who  wiu  fly(4)  **'  lue  time  o'  day  .(6)  4  I'ly — (contraction of i/(c«A) 

awake,  up  to.  practiced  in. 

Who  should  I  meet,  but  a  jolly  blowen,  5   'J'nnr    o    dn;i — knowledge 

Who  was  fly  to  the  time  o'  day  ;  of  business,  thieving.  Ac. 

I  pattered  ill  flash  (0)  like  a  covey ,(7)  knowing,  tt    J'titlrrr-J  in  jitixli — spoke 

Tol  lol,  ,V--  in  slang. 

•  Ay,  bub  or  grubby ^8)  I  say."  7    Coin/ — man. 

8    Hub,  grub— drink,  food. 

*  "Go  bark  to  Rrumm*K*m"  w»«  written  by  J.  Hamilton   KrrnoMi,  (Tom   llt>.«]'«  bmtlior 
la-lkw,)  and  firat  appvarc]  in  i.n  "  Kemaini  of  P«l«r  Cureoran. "— M. 
f   En  toulaat  d«  vrtgnt  tn  *«rgn*,  (I)  l/onfa  malura  iionJ»inr, 

I'our  ap|imnJr>  o  c».u|.inrr.  C.'|  C{ui  du  pir»i>  •••'.!•  ;iil.  (•) 

I'M  r»nr«mir*  la  inerxindi*r«,  (3)  Jxiti!»  rna.nra  dond«. 

1  r,if  u  i, ig.  3  '/><• 

9  To  a***.  4  4WJ 
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I  pattered  in  flash,  like  a  covey,  knowing, 

"  Ay,  bub  or  grubby,  'I  say." — 
"  Lots  of  gutter,"  (9)  quo  she,  "  are  flowing, 

To]  lol,  ifce. 
Lend  me  a  lift  in  the  family  way.  (10) 

"  Lots  of  gatter,"  quo  she,  "  are  flowing, 
Lend  me  a  lift  in  the  family  way. 

You  may  have  a  crib  to  stow  in, 
Tol  lol,  &Q. 

"Welcome,  my  pal,  (12)  as  the  flowers  in  May. 

"  You  may  have  a  bed  to  stow  in ; 

Welcome,  my  pal,  as  the  Flowers  in  May." 
To  her  ken  at  once"  I  go  in, 

Tol  lol,  <fec. 
Where  in  a  corner  out  of  the  way. 


9    Gatter — porter. 

10  Faintly — the  thieves  in  ge 
neral.  The  Faudly  Way — the 
thieving  line. 


11   Crib— bed. 


12  Pa/- 
paramour. 


friend,    companion, 


To  her  ken  at  once  I  go  in, 

Where  in  a  corner  out  of  the  way, 

•Witli  his  smeller,  (13)  a  trumpet  blowing, 
Tol  lol,  &c. 

A  regular  swell-cove  (14)  lushy  (15)  lay. 


With  his  smeller  a  trumpet  blowing 
A  regular  swell-cove  lushy  lay  ; 

To  his  dies  (16)  my  hooks  (17)  1  throw  in, 
Tol  lol,  Ac. 

And  collar  his  dragons  (18)  clear  away. 


13  Smeller — nose.      Trumpet 
blowing   here  is  not  slang,  but 
poetry  for  snoring. 

1 4  Swell-cove — g  e  u  1 1  e  m  a  u, 
dandy. 

15  L  ushy — d  runk. 

16  dies — pockets. 

17  Hooks — fingers  ;    in    full, 
thieving  hooks. 

J8  Collar  Ids  dragons — take 
his  sovereigns ;  on  the  obverse 
of  a  sovereign  is,  or  was,  a  figure  of  St.  George  and  the  dragon.  The  etymon  of 
collar  is  obvious  to  all  persons  who  know  the  taking-ways  of  Bow-street,  and 
elsewhere.  It  is  a  whimsical  coincidence,  that  the  motto  of  the  Marquis  of  Lon- 
donderry is,  "  Metuenda  corolla  dracon>i>"  Ask  the  city  of  London,  if  "  I  fear  I 
may  not  collar  the  dragons,"  would  not  be  a  fair  translation. 

J'a'  rencontr6  la  mercandiere.  Une  lourde,  un  tournonte 

Qui  du  pivois  solisait.  Et  un  pieu  pour  roupiller, 

Je  lui  jaspine  en  bigorne,  (5)  J'enquille  dans  sa  cambriole  (II) 

Lonfa.  malura  dondaine,  Lont'a  rnalura  dondaine, 

Q.u'as-tu  done  a  morfiller?  (6)  Espt'rant  de  1'entifler  (liJ) 

Lonfa  malura  donde.  Lonfa  inalura  donde. 


Je  lui jaspine  en  bigorne 

Qu'as-tu  done  a  morfiller? 

J'ai  du  chenu  pivois  sans  lance  (7) 

Lonfa  malura  dondaine, 

Et  du  larton  savonnfi,  (8) 

Lonfa  malura  donde. 

J'ai  du  chenu  pivois  sans  lance 

lit  du  larton  savonn6 

Ene  lourde.  une  tournante  (9) 

Lonfa  malura  dond.-iine. 

Kt  un  -pieu  pour  roupiller  (10) 

Lonfa  malura  donde. 

5  /  afk  him  in  slangr- 

6  To  eat. 

7  Ooud  wine  without  water. 

8  While  bread. 

9  A  duur  and  a  key. 
10  A  bid  to  sleep  upon. 


J'enquille  dans  sa  cambfiole 

Esperant  de  1'entiHer 

Je  rembroque  au  coin  du  rifle  (13) 

Lonfa  rnalura  dondaine, 

Un  mes-siere  qui  pionfait  (14) 

Lonfa  inalura  dondii. 

Je  rembroque  au  coin  du  rifle 
Un  messiere  qui  pionfait ; 
J'ai  sond6  dans  ses  vallades,  (15) 
Lonfa  rnalura  dondaine, 
Son  carle  j'ai  pessijiue  (1C) 
Lonfa  malura  donde. 

11  /  enter  her  chnmlirr. 

12  To  make  myself  agreeable  to  her. 

13  /  obscroe  in  the  earner  iift/n  room, 

14  A  man  lyiiiff  asleep. 

15  Search  his  pockets. 
10  /  tiiuk  Ms  money. 
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To  hi§  clies  my  hooks  I  thtow  in. 
And  collar  his  dragons  clear  away  ; 

Then  his  ticker  (19)  I  set  agoing,- 
Tol  lol,  Ac. 

AuJ  his  onions,  (20)  chain,  and  key. 

Then  his  ticker  I  set  agoing. 

With  his  onions,  chain,  and  key. 
Next  slipt  off  his  bottom  elo'ing, 

Tol  lot  Ac. 
And  his  gingerbread  topper  grfy. 

Next  slipt  off  his  bottom  elo'ing, 

And  his  gingerbread  topper  gay, 
Thuii  his  other  toggery  (21)  stowing, 

Tol  lol,  Ac. 
All  with  the  swag,  (22)  I  sneak  away. 

Then  his  other  toggery  stowing. 
All  with  the  swag,  I  sneak  away  , 

"Tramp  it.  tramp  it,  my  jolly  blowen, 
Tol  lol,  Ac. 

Or  be  grabbed  (23)  by  the  beaks  (21)  we  may  ; 

•  Tramp  it,  tramp  it,  my  jolly  blowen, 

Or  be  grablx-d  by  the  beaks  we  may  , 
And  we  :.!i:ill  caper  a-heel-aml-toeiug. 

Tol  lol.  Ac 
A  Newgate  hornpi(>c  some  fine  day. 

*  And  we  shall  cnper  a-heel-and-toeing, 

A  Newgate  hornpipe  some  fine  day  ; 
With  the  moU,  (25)  their  ogles  (26)  throwing, 

Tol  lol,  Ac. 
And  old  Cotton  (27)  humming  his  pray.  (28) 


19  Ticker  —  watch.      Th« 
ieUeli  slang  is 

20  Onions — seals 


2 1  Toggery  —  clothes     |  from 
toga.] 

22  titcag — plunder. 


23  Grnbbfd—  biken. 

24  licak* — olic 


25   Mot* — girls. 

20   Gyle* — eyes. 

27   Old  Cotton — then  Onliiia 
ry  of  Newgate. 

2H   // a  mutiny  his  pray — sa 
ing  hi*  prayers. 


J'»i  toaAf!  H»n«  »e*  ralUJri, 

8on  earl«  j'ai  [•••••IKU* 

Kon  <-.»r>,  auui  «a  t<»-  |U»nte  (17) 

I.nnU  inalura  dondain*. 

Kl  •'•  atta<- tir.  d«  ce  (H) 

Lonfk  malur*  dondA. 

Poo  carlo,  »u«»i  »»  tix-qointa 

Kl  »**  aiurti'*  do  •>, 

Kan  couUnt  rt  •*  mnntanle  (in) 

l.-infi  m«lura  dundainx. 

Kl  ton  coinbro  ff>lurh«  ('X>) 

lx>nU  m»iur»  dondt 

tan  coulkot  «t  »  mnntknl* 

Kl  •<  n  combr*  t  -.   ••'  i.r, 

Hon  :ru»-|u>.  *uui  «.i  h*«tl«  (21) 

l.-'nf»  mklum  d'-ndain*. 

Kt  M*  tinnu  l.r..l.n.-h*«  t'tll 

Lonfk  malura  dundA. 

I?    Ho  manrf  anil  italtk. 

1-    Hit  ulrtrkmcktit. 

I'l    Hit  tkaia  amj  trertkrt. 

•JH  ti.d-'dgrdk'il. 

•1\    Hit  <Mir  and  teaittraal. 

ti   Umb 


8on  frunqur,  BUKKI  »a  lih 
Kl  "••  liranu  l>n;danrliC 
Croinpr,  rrunipp,  n>«rr.indit 
I. "ii!. i  iimlura  iliniJainff, 
Car  nun*  ...ri,.ii»  bf  |iiillt!i 
Lonla  iiialur.t  doiiJe. 


Crotnp'.  crmnj'*,  m«rcanili0r«, 
Car  nou»  m-rinn^  l>r<|uiilfi« 
fvir  la  j)lar»rJ.-  do  vprtne  ('A')) 
I.onfa  m.iliira  .!•  n 
II  n«u»  faiidrmt  gainbille 
Lonfa  in.ilur.i  dun  it:. 

Sur  la  jilac.inln  d«t  yorcn* 
II  n<>u«  Inu.lrail  Ratnbitler 
>lliim*»  d»  louim  c.-»  larguca  (97; 
l.iml.t  in.iliir.i  >l»iidain«. 
Kl  du  lrr|.r  ra..rinbl«  CJH) 
Loa fa  maiura  dund«. 
V3   T.i*r  fart  of  fourtrlf,  thupkeiptr. 

V.">    "«  III'   I'latf  At  I'tllr. 
>»\    Tu  dnnrr. 

87  /..... A,,;  at  by  all  Ukttt  icomtn. 
CB   Cci/|W«. 


THEODOKE  HOOK.  o4."> 

"  With  the  mots  their  ogles  throwing, 

And  old  Cotton  humming  his  pray; 
And  the  fogle-hunters  (_29]  doing,  29  Fogle-hunters — pickpocfc- 

Tol  lol,  ttc.  ets 

Their  morning  fake  £30]  in  the  prigging  lay."  30  Morning  fake  — morning 

thievery. 

Qdoherty.  Well,  I've  sung  my  share  of  this  night's  singing  in  all 
conscience.  Now,  Theodore,  do  give  us  a  twist. 

Theodore.  A  Twiss — Heaven  forefeud !  I  don't  deal  in  Horatian 
metres.* 

Tickler.  I  should  feel  much  obliged  — 

Theodore,  (going  to  the  piano-forte.}  Oh  !  if  it  obliges  you — 
(aside  to  Doherty) — I  had  no  idea  that  these  savages  had  such  a  thing 
as  a  piano  in  their  country.  I  took  it  for  granted  they  played  only 
on  the  pipes. 

Odoherty.  (aside  to  Theodore.)  Or  the  fiddle — it  is  a  national  in- 
strument. 

Theodore,  (chanting.) 

Air — My  Banks  they  are  covered  with  Bees. 

My  left  is  adorn'd  by  a  poet, 

Unrivalled  in  song  and  in  grog, 
For  the  word  is  continually  go  it, 

'Tween  the  Muse,  or  the  mug,  and  our  Hogg. 
Mount  Benger  and  Mador  may  show  it, 

Of  his  doings  they  both  keep  a  log. 
I'm  rejoiced,  and  the  world,  sir,  shall  know  it, 

That  I've  boozed  at  the  elbow  of  Hogg. 

Fal  de  rol,  <fcc. 
To  the  left  of  my  Shepherd  appears 

One  who  laughter  and  law  is  a  dab  in ; 
Who  respects  neither  parsons  nor  peers, 

When  they  cross  the  career  of  Macrabin. 
The  Whigs  are  in  funk  for  his  jeers, 

Jolly  Tories  delight  his  confab  in — 
And  his  eyes  play  the  deuce  wi'  the  dears, 

In  the  soft  evening  hours  of  Macrabiu. 

Fal  de  rol,  <Stc 

Next  to  thee,  thou  prime  maximist.f  Morgan, 

The  current  of  rhyming  must  flow  ; 
Of  lampooning  the  great  barrel-organ, 

Still  grinding  a  chant  on  the  foe. 

Allumis  de  tomes  ces  largues  Lonfa  malura  dondaine, 

Et  du  trepe  rassernblt,  Tous  abolant  goi.piner  (30) 

Et  de  ces  charlato  bons  drilles,  (29)  Lonfa  malura \lond6 

29   Thieves  ;  good  fellows.  3D  Jill  earning  tu  roll. 

•  Horace  Twins,  who  afterwards  wrote  the  life  of  Loid  Eldon. — M. 

t  No.  1,  of  the  "  Maxim* t>f  Odoherty"  -was  publishid  in  lilnekwood  for  May  < — No.  ll,  in 
June: — No.  Ill,  which  completed  the  series,  in  September,  I H:>4.  There -were  one  Hundred 
and  forty-two  Mixims,  which  rilled  thirty-five  pages  (in  smaller  type  than  ordinary)  of  the 
Magazine.  Maginn  considered  them  as  among  the  best  articles  he  had  written,  and  boaited 
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Tbou  and  1,  most  illustrious  Baronet 

Grand  Masters  are  both  in  the  trade ; 
And  our  bosoms  would  eucli  have  a  star  on  it, 

If  a  knighthood  of  libvl  were  made. 

F:il  de  rul,  &«. 

At  the  foot  of  the  table.  Sir  Tickler, 

The  bottle  we  see  in  his  liand. 
For  old  ruiu  and  religion  a  stickler, 

In  punch  and  in  piety  grand 
Alas  !  for  the  Cockney  suburban?. 

Who  now  are  in  fear  for  their  heath. 
How  Hampstead  would  shake  in  disturbance, 

If  Zed's  M-imiUu1  leapt  from  its  sheath. 

Fill  de  rol,  ic, 

0  scribe  of  the  witty,  dear  Mordy, 

Whose  stamp  coins  Old  Christopher's  bullion, 

1  am  sure  we  should  yet  very  wordy 

In  rehearsing  the  praise*  of  .Mulli«n  ; 
We  can't  count  up  tlie  whole  of  his  merits, 

Bui  from  North  down  to  Ambrose's  scullion, 
The  lad  who  directs  and  inspirits 

The  whole  Tory  battalion  is — Mullion. 

Fal  de  rol,  itc. 

And  now  for  applauses  y«u  lcx>k 

On  a  person  whose  qualities  we  adore; 
Ami  you'll  have  it  by  hook  or  bv  crook, 

Quoth  the  modest  mid  blush-mantled  Theodore. 
Contradiction  in  this  we'll  not  brook  ; 

No — that  window  should  instantly  be  a  door 
For  the  wretch  who  this  dogma  forsook. 

KAIUH  noum  NO  luruovixKa  i  IKK  Tm  odour  ! 

Fal  de  rol,  Ac. 

Hold — at  present  he's  ehain'd  with  the  gout, 

Hut  at  Christopher'*  table  we  sit — 
AIM  I  on  no  ncc<>unt  must  we  leave  out 

Our  immortal  old  paymaster  Kit. 
If  he's  sane,  1  confoundedly  doubt — 

And  i /if  ir»n'tl  ni-viT  thought  him  a  wit; 
But  he's  sending  giM>d  Hourdcaiix  altotit, 
And  so  here  goes  a  stanza  and  Kit. 

Fal  dc  rol,  «lc. 
That  will  do  for  to-nifiht.* 

ShejAtril.  Charmin' — just  wunncrfu' — i-h,   man  !  gie  me  a 
o'  yojr  li;in<l  ;  )o're  just  a  brithur  atiiupg  us  \vlu-u  North's  uwa,  and 
we're  nl  DIIT  fuse. 

Thewlort.  My  di-ur  Slicphc-rd,  I'm   not  such  a  Cockney  but  J  can 

U*t  th*y  w»r»  "dr.wnrirhl  »nJ  »ctn»l  obMrralloai  on  human  life."     After  MarinnV  dtath, 
!•  IH43,  H;A_  kwrxM  rrpnnUd  lh*m  from  th»  Ma(»zinr.  u  a  m-p»rat«  Toluinn,  and   tht  »dition 
«u  »xh»o«;»J  in  a  wrrk.  -Hurh  a  nuxtura  of  wit  and  common  ttnui,  r««-oni)ite  Irnrning  am4 
«Bo*l*Jf  •  of  all  cla*«*i  of  »<K-i«tT ,  n«Ttr  •manattd,  b«for«  or  HOC*,  from  on*  mind.— M. 
•  Tku  cJUHt  waa  vmuo  \>j  .Maginn.— M. 
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appreciate  the  squeeze  of  that  hand.  Come  now,  give  us  a  taste  of 
your  quality. 

Shepherd.  My  quality,  hinny  ! 

Tickler.  He  means  a  song  of  the  true  old  Scottish  cut — a  genuine 
bud  of  the  heather.  Come,  James. 

Shepherd.  Is  that  a'  ?  I'll  mak  and  sing  ane  aff-hand — love  nevet 
conies  wrang  to  me. —  (Sings.) 

O,  love's  a  bitter  thing  to  bide, 

The  lad  that  drees  it's  to  be  pitied ; 
It  blinds  to  a'  the  warld  beside. 

And  maks  a  body  dilde  and  dited  ; 
It  lies  sae  sair  at  my  breast  bane, 

My  heart  is  meltin  saft  and  safter : 
To  dee  outright  1  wad  be  fain, 

Wer't  no  for  fear  what  may  be  after. 

I  didna  ken  what  course  to  steer, 

I'm  sae  to  dool  an'  daftness  driven, 
For  ane  sae  lovely,  sweet,  an'  dear. 

Sure  never  breuth'd  the  breeze  o'  heaven ; 
0  there's  a  soul  beams  in  her  ee, 

Ae  blink  o't  maks  aue's  spirit  gladder, 
And  ay  the  mair  she  geeks  at  me. 

It  pits  me  aye  in  love  the  madder. 

Love  wiuna  heal,  it  winna  thole, 

You  canna  shuu't  even  when  you  fear't; 
An'  O,  th  s  sickness  o'  the  soul, 

'Tis  past  the  power  o'  man  to  bear  it  I 
And  yet  to  mak  o'  her  a  wife, 

1  couldua  square  it  wi'  my  duty, 
I'd  like  to  see  her  a'  her  life 

Remain  a  virgin  in  her  beauty; 

As  pure,  as  bonny  as  she's  now, 

The  walks  of  human  life  adorning; 
As  blithe  as  bird  upon  the  bough, 

As  sweet  as  breeze  of  summer  morning. 
Love  paints  the  earth,  it  paints  the  sky, 

An'  lints  each  lovely  line  of  Nature, 
And  makes  to  the  enchanted  eye 

An  angel  of  a  mortal  creature. 

Theodore.   Exquisite — mighty  good,  really — why,  Hogg,  Velluti' 
a  joke  to  yon.* 

'Tickler.  Very  well  indeed,  James.     Pass   the   bottle,   Mullion — 
and  Macrabin — why,  what  are  you  about,  M;icrabin  ] 
Macrubin.  Mrr  Hogg,  may  I  crave  a  bumper  3 

*  Velluti,  with  his  peculiar  voice,  (he  had   been  a  singer  in   the  Pope's  chapel  at  Romo.j 
must  have  had  execution  in  a  manner  not  at  all  like  Hogg's  whose  voice  was  a  basso. — M. 
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Shepherd.  Wi'  right  good  wuJl.  Gentlemen,  nae  skylight* — thfl 
Advocate's  toast. 

Macrabin.  In  rising,  sir,  upon  this  occasion,  I  may  safely  assure 
you,  that  I  do  not  leave  my  seat  without  very  considerable  agitation. 
1  do  not  allude,  sir,  to  that  agitation  which  is  now  convulsing  Ireland 
• — that  agitation  which  a  dastardly  minister  of  a  degraded  crown 
vainly  hoped  to  extinguish  forever  by  truckling  to  that  treason, 
which  it  was  his  bounden,  and  sacred  and  most  imperative  and  holy 
duty,  sir,  as  a  man,  and  a  Christian,  and  a  Briton,  to  have  trampled 
— no,  sir,  1  allude  to  nothing  of  ihis  nature,  however  in  itself  moment- 
ous. My  business  at  present  is  neater  home.  1  allude,  sir,  in  a 
word,  to  that  internal  agitation  which  a  modest  individual  may  easily 
claim  credit  for  harboring  within  his  bosom  of  bosoms,  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  rises  to  address  himself  to  such  an  a>semlilage  of  in- 
tellect, of  genius,  and  of  virtue,  as  I  now  behold  congregated  around 
this  festive  board.  (//<«r,  henr.)  Sir,  we  live  in  extraordinary 
times.  A  great  crisis  is  indubitably  on  the  anvil.  The  clouds,  my 
lords,  are  thickening  around  the  horizon  of  Great  Britain — they  are 
conglomerated  in  portentous  and  inevitable  gloom  ;  and  the  awful, 
the  appalling,  the  irresistible,  and  most  important  burst  already 
quivers  in  the  balance.  Every  symptom,  sir,  conspires  to  give  omen, 
and  indication  of  the  approaching  horrors.  The  Gun  AT  I  NKNOWN  is 
no  more.  Those  dark,  and  atrocious,  and  altogether  unjustifiable 
suspicions,  to  which  1  need  not  more  particularly  allude,  disturb  no 
longer  the  midnight  pillows  of  Mrs.  Grant,  Mrs.  Thomas  Scott,  and 
Mr.  George  Forbes.  (//«/r,  /tear.)  The  private  accounts  of  the. 
Cor|H>ration  of  London  are  openly  demanded  in  the  Parliament  of 
England.  (Jfear,  hear.)  A  son  is  born  unto  the  Mandarin — the 
lamentable  story  of  Lord  Londonderry  and  the  coal-tax  need  not 
detain  us  here.  Mr.  Jeffrey  is  Dean* — (//<«/",  h<ar.) — Mr.  John 
Tate  iit  Sheriff-depute  of  Clackmannan  ami  Kinross.  The  dissolution 
of  the  Ottoman  Empire  in  Europe,  the  utter  ruin  of  the  wilful  king, 
the  demolition,  in  other  words,  of  the  Siljukiaiis,  Atatu-ks,  Kharis- 
mians,  and  Turks,  who  have  so  long  been  in  possession  of  the  pru> 
fecture  of  the  East,  a*  t\|>efird  by  the  little  increasing  horn,  is  at 
hand.  (J/rar!  hear!)  Mr.  George  Bankes  hits  been  defeated  at 
Cambridge,  and  the  sixth  vial  is  on  the  very  eve  of  being  poured  out 
on  the  great  river  Euphrat  64.  (//ear!  hear!)  The  friend  of  Caro- 
line, and  the  *<-cond  of  I)unearn,f  is  actually  in  the  cabinet,  and  ru- 
morH  are  rife  of  Althorp,  ami  Graham,  and  Stanley,  and  even — shall 
I  utter  the  degrading  fact? — of  Sir  James  Mackintosh.  (Hear! 

•  Of  ih«  Piealtr  of  A.lv.*i!-«  in  Kd.nl.urjrh  In  !<*>,  h*  w»»  mad*  Ix,rd  Airocat*.  (or 
Arat  i»m  Hirer  of  UK  Cruwn.t  un>>r  iu«  Urtjr  Mimilry  and.  in  I  Ml.  wa*  promoted  to  >h« 
tkMtnh  It-n-  h  -M. 

Th»  K»-l  of  H  "••!»»  ww  on*  of  th»  fvronit  to  Mr   Stuart  of  I>unr&rn,  IB  th«  dn«l  wivl» 
6;    Ai«ftM4«r  Bo*  .«*li.  which  ro«t  th*  lattvr  tau  ill*  —  M. 
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hear!  hear!}  Young  Gibb  sleeps  with  his  father — the  Battle  of 
Waterloo  is  forgotten  in  the  coming  thunders  of  the  Battle  of  Arma- 
geddon. Spitalfields  are  deserted.  Paisley  is  full  of  woe.  Sir 
Musseh  Manasseh  Lopez  sold  Westbury  to  the  Right  Honorable 
Robert  Peel,  for  the  enormous  sum  of  six  thousand  pounds  sterling. 
(Hear  !  hear!}  Birmingham  is  acquitted  and  remains  with  Captain 
Jves.  A  great  iron  mine  has  just  been  opened  at  Orebro,  in  Sweden 
• — the  progress  of  the  lead  mines  in  the  dominions  of  the  Catholic 
King,  is  alarming  in  no  trifling  degree  to  Lord  and  Lady  Stafford, 
who  have  advanced  three  hundred  thousand  to  the  Marquis  of  Angle- 
sea — Captain  Basil  Hall's  travels  are  stereotyped — Lord  Lyndhurst 
is  mentioned  for  Grand  Mogul  ! — Mrs.  Thomas  Peel  has  been  refused 
a  ticket  to  the  great  ball  at  Almacks  !  (Hear!  hear  /)  The  Rev. 
Edward  Irving  has  been  refused  admission  to  the  General  Assembly 
of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland — Mr.  Trotter  of  Ballendean  has  been  in  vain 
proposed  for  Provost — Metternich  trembles  at  the  announcement  of 
a  personal  rencontre  with  Arthur  the  Great — Lord  Eilenborough 
advertises  his  villa  at  Putney  in  the  columns  of  the  Morning  Post — 
Sir  William  Rae*  is  talked  of  for  a  shelf — Sir  Henry  Haltbrd  is  in 
daily  attendance  at  Bushy — the  King  appeared  at  Ascot  Races  in  a 
brown  hat — Mr.  Gait  has  returned  at  this  very  moment  from  Cana- 
da— and  Mr.  Thomas  Fretley's  letters  have  shaken  the  Court  of 
Chancery  to  its  centre — Lord  Cringeltie's  interlocutor — Lord  Macken 
zie's  ad  avisandum — the  silence  of  L.  E.  L. — and  the  dulness  of  the 
John  Bull  during  the  last  fortnight — these,  sir,  are  signs  of  the  times 
to  which  1  shall  merely  point  your  attention.  (Hear!  hear!)  On 
the  whole,  1  think  it  will  not  be  disputed,  that  I  have  made  out  a 
very  triumphant  case — the  issue  is  with  you.  But  1  venture  to  pro- 
pose a  bumper,  fully  relying  upon  your  candor — 1  venture  to  pro- 
pose a  bumper  which,  under  existing  circumstances,  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  refuse — a  bumper  to  the  health  and  prosperity  of  our  distin- 
guished friend  and  guest  now  in  my  eye,  Mr.  Theodore.  (Great 
applause.} 

Oiitiics.  Mr.  Theodore  !  ! !    !  !  !    !  !  !     Three  times  three.     (Air — 
Saw  ye  Johnnie  coming  ?} 

Theodore,  (jumps  to  the  piano-forte  and  chants.} 

Air — Eveleeii's  Bower. 

[  Lope,  Mrs.  Muse, 

You  will  stiffly  refuse 
To  respond  in  your  strains  to  Mucrubiu's  heart ; 

Who  scruples  not  to  say, 

That  the  devil  is  to  pay, 
And  the  glory  of  Britain's  upon  the  start 

•  Lord  Advocate  ol  Scotland,  in  1829.— M 
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Our  poor  population 

Beimr  given  t«>  propagation. 
He  looks  U>  the  rates  with  an  eye  i>f  woe — 

As  for  plans  of  emigration, 

AIR!  bog  cultivntioii. 
He  abandons  them  to  S.uller.  Wilinot  Horton,  and  Co. 

He  would  think  it  a  miracle, 

If  much  longer  iu  curricle, 
Church  and  State,  mure  put  rum.  continued  to  go— 

Their  alliance  undone 

By  an  operative's  8<>n; 
./Etna's  flames  on  his  head — in  his  heart  her  snow. 

But  whon  lately  a  void 

Was  created  by  Lloyd, 
And  the  breast  of  Phi  11  potto  with  hope  beat  high — 

Kvcn  the  Duke  refused  that 

To  the  reverend  rat, 
And  promoted  old  Bagot» — the  King  knows  why. 

Then  the  King  said  nay, 

To  all  mention  of  (I ivy  ; 
And  though  General  Kosslyn  obtained  the  place, 

The  Sovereign  rnmp'd  him, 

WJth  a  visng-j  no  grim, 
It  gave  sore  tribulation  unto  HIH  GUACE. 

Then,  the  brave  Cumberland 

Seems  determined  to  stand — 
Spite  of  all  their  manu-uvre* — by  his  ptwt : 

Which  gives  much  ado 

To  the  Prince  Waterloo, 
Who  was  minded  for  ever  to  rule  our  roast. 

C)  declare.  I  Ix-secch  ! 

Is  it  Wethcrell  or  F^-ach, 
That  i«  destined  to  *hine  in  Lyndhurst's  *•  at  ? 

And  where  will  I.xndlmrst  go? 

And  who  will  !>••  the  Ix-aii 
To  defray  the  expenses  of  that  retreat? 

I'm  perjilex'd  from  my  »<»ul 

'Bout  the  Seagnivc  coal. 
And  I»rd  Brecknock  retiring  for  Castlcreagh— 

N«r  nut  I  understand, 

Why  a  martyr  •«»  grand 
George  Baukea  ithould  \>v  dccia'd — since  he  BttMiped  to  «l:iy. 


Billy  Holme*!  don't 
That  the  conduct  of  IV.-I 
Hue  put  knot  after  knot  in  In*  Master's  yam  ; 

•  Dr.  Bt*ot  «u  m».l«  Bubop  of  Oxford  in  IHJ!>—  tran.l.iird  to  Uath  and  WV1U  in  Ifll.'.  tnd 
di.i  in  IK.f.— M. 

|  Wi.hun  Hollow  wu  tb*  Tory  wbipper-in  of  th«  HOUM  of  Commoni  for  nianjr  »«»ri — M. 
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And  tbat  Bob  must  skip 
From  the  weavership, 
I>  a  fact  which  his  kindred  with  grief  discern. 

0  weep  for  the  day, 

When  from  place  and  pay, 
Back  to  roost  in  his  Rochdale  the  false  Lord  goes ; 

Sure  the  worst  of  the  bad 

Have  a  kick  for  the  Cad 
Who  by  treason  falls,  as  by  caut  he  rose. 

Tis  my  trust  that  the  King, 

Understanding  the  thing, 
Will  ere  long  cheer  his  friends,  and  confound  his  fee* ; 

"  The  Man-wot"  o'erwhelm, 

Summon  Bags  to  the  helm, 
And  a  new  House  of  Commons  for  Lord  Chandos. 

Better  prospects  arise 

Before  loyal  eyes, 
And  in  merrier  mood  than  I  close  my  strain ; 

Fill  a  bumper  I  pray, 

To  the  coming  day, 
When  the  King  shall  enjoy  his  own  again.     (Great  applause.) 

Odoherty,  (aside  to  Macrabin.}  Do  you  give  it  up  ? 

Macrabin,  (aside  to  Odoherty.}  Confound  his  glibness  !  My  dear 
Theodore,  you  have  outdone  yourself.  Sir  Morgan  is  really  quite 
Jealous. 

Shepherd.  Haud  awa,  haud  awa  wi'  sic,  havers — ye're  a'  grand 
chiels  in  your  ain  gaits — and  now  I  think  Tickler's  beginning  to  look 
a  thought  yaup.  Sail  we  hue  hen  the  cauld  heads,  Mr.  Timothy  ? 

Tickler.  By  all  means.  (JKings — enter  AMBROSE.)  Supper  im- 
mediately. The  boar's  head,  the  sheep's  head,  some  lobsters,  the 
strawberries  and  cream,  and  a  bottle  of  champagne. 

(Exit  AMBROSE.) 

Mullion.  Drooping  nature  really  begins  to  call  for  some  refresh- 
ment. (Enter  the  tray.}  Aye,  aye,  Ambrose  was  ready. 

Shepherd.  How  bonnily  they've  dressed  up  the  cauld  porker! 
My  eye,  Mr.  Awmrose,  but  you've  made  a  perfect  flower-bob  of  him. 
Shall  I  help  you,  Theodore  ? 

Theodore.  So  be  it.  By  Jupiter,  this  garniture  is  perfectly  Hop- 
kinsonian  !  Give  me  the  ear  also.  Pray,  do — merci. 

Tickler.  Hopkinsonian  ?     Non  intelligo. 

Theodore.  Ha  !  ha !  well,  I  thought  you  must  have  heard  the 
story,  I  protest.  -You  must  know,  my  friend  Hertford,  walking  one 
day  near  his  own  shop  in  Piccadilly,  happened  to  meet  one  Mr. 
Hopkinson,  an  eminent  brewer,  I  believe.  Upon  my  word,  this  is 
better  cold  than  hot,  however — and  the  conversation  naturally 
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enough  turned  upon  some  late  dinner  at  the  Albion,  Aldersgate 
street — nobody  appreciates  u  real  city  dinner  butter  than  Monsieur 
le  Marquis — and  so  on,  till  the  old  brewer  mentioned,  par  hazard, 
that  he  had  just  received  a  noble  specimen  of  %\ild  pig  from  a  friend 
in  Frankfort,  adding,  that  he  had  a  very  particular  party,  God  knows 
how  many  aldermen,  to  dinner — half  the  East  India  Direction,  1  b> 
lieve — and  that  he  was  something  puzzled  touching  the  cookery 
"  Pooh '"  says  Hertford,*  "send  in  your  porker  to  my  man,  and 
he'll  do  it  for  you  a  merveille."  The  brewer  was  a  grateful  man — 
the  pork  came — and  went  back  again.  Well,  a  week  after  my  lord 
met  his  friend,  and,  by  the  way,  "  Hopkinson,"  says  he,  "  how  did 
the  boar  concern  go  off?"  "  U,  beautifully,"  says  the  brewer;  "I 
can  never  sufficiently  thank  your  lordship;  nothing  could  do  better. 
NVe  should  never  have  got  on  at  all  without  your  lordship's  kind 
assistance.''  "The  thing  gave  satisfaction  then,  Ilopkinsonl"  UO, 
great  satisfaction,  my  lord  marquis.  To  be  sure  we  did  think  it 
rather  queer  at  first — in  fact,  not  being  up  to  them  there  thing*,  we 
considered  it  as  deucedly  stringy — to  say  the  truth,  we  should  never 
have  thought  of  eating  it  c-.tld."  "Cold!"  says  Hertford;  "did 
you  eat  the  ham  cold?"  "Oh  dear  yes,  my  lord,  to  be  sure  we 
did — we  eat  it  just  as  your  lordship's  gentleman  sent  it."  u  Whv, 
my  dear  Mr.  Alderman,"  says  Hertford,  "my  cook  only  prepared 
it  for  the  spit."  Well,  I  shall  never  forget  how  the  poor  dear  Duke 
of  York  laughed ! 

.  O  the  heathens  !  did  they  really  eat  the  meat  raw  ] 
e.  As  raw  as  you  sit  there,  rny  hearty.     Come,  another 
slice. 

Maerabin.  Ha!  a  cork  started!      Quick.  Mullion!     The  cham- 
pagne!    Tumblers!     Ambrose,  more  of  that. 

.          .          .          .          .          .          .          (N.  II.      Conversation  for 

.......  some   time    not  audible 

.         .          .          .          .          .          .  in  the  cupboard.}        „ 

Odoficrly.  This  is  the  right  .«ort.  Kxce-pt  John  at  the  Salopian.^ 
I  really  don't  know  any  body  to  compare  with  \  on  in  a  hot  bowl. 

Tickler.  1  pique  myself  more  on  the  cold — but  that  you  Mun- 
ttleriaUM  never  appreciate. 

Shephrrd.  Thraw  the  wand  when  it's  green,  Timotheus. 

Ticklrr.  Now  hand  me  the  cigars — do  you  prefer  the  pipe  or  the 
naked  beauties,  Theodore? 

Theodore.  I  never  smoke — (fugkf) — This  punch  is  blameless,  sir. 
This  does  you  honor — you  would  c- irrupt  m<>,  if  I  stayed  among  you 
lung — you  would  corrupt  me — I  piotest — quite  delicious — 

•  Th«  pr»)(lir»l«  M»r  jou  of  Hertford,  th»  oripin»l  «f  Thark«>rsr'«  nf|.r»|«Bti>4  Marqni*  «>l 
»•  -TCI*  II*  u  lh«  l*rd  .  armoitili  <  (  Muurc'i  Two  penny  Po*l-b«f .— M. 

r  John  ••>  11  a  waitrr  in  thi>  .y>lo|  i»n  f..tl»«-lion»-,  U>mJi>M.  loiu»u>  fur  mtkiag  good  runcU 
knd  let  r*coil«ctia||.  ftt  one*.  UM  !*•;•  ul  «»«rr  m»n  who  hMJ  »v«r  il«pt  !•  tit*  bou**.— M. 
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Slicpherd.  Corrupt  yon  !  my  certy,  we  wad  do  you  a  great  deal  o' 
glide,  my  man  ;  we  wad  clean  cure  you  o'  the  tine  gentleman,  'at  we 
would—  and  we  would  gar  ye  shew  your  teeth  in  anithor  fashion. 
A  man  just  gets  a  bairn  for  the  matter  o'  birr  and  venom  when  ho 
bides  lang  up  yonder — ye're  just  naeth'mg  ava'  noo  to  what  ye  were 
•when  ye  first  coined  hame. 

Tickler.  Nonsense — we  all  adapt  ourselves  unconsciously  to  the 
circle  we  mix  in.  Every  place  has  its  own  tone — and  Edinburgh 
and  London  are  four  hundred  miles  apart. 

Macrabin.  Thank  God  ! 

Theodore.  Inverness,  I  presume,  is  still  nearer  the  centre  of  civili- 
zation. Well,  I  can't  stand  this  any  longer — hand  me  the  cigars — 
self-defence  is  a  duty — you  may  send  round  the  jug,  too,  Mr.  Tickler. 

Shepherd.  There's  a  man — now,  dinna  be  blawin'  ower  fass  at  the 
beginning — there — gently,  gently,  a  sma'  quiet  sook,  hardly  mair 
nor  the  natural  breathin' — look  at  me. 

Theodore.   A  perfect  zephyr. 

Shepherd.  Look  at  him — as  I  sail  answer,  he  can  send  the  smoke 
out  at  his  nostrils  — na,  losh  keep  us!  he's  up  to  every  thing — there 
it's  puffin'  out  at  the  lug  next! 

Theodore.  Teach  the  Patriarchs,  and  multiply. 

Tickler.  -Fill,  Odoherty — and  pass.  Are  you  and  Theodore  going 
into  the  Highlands  ? 

Odoherty.  Not  we,  truly — we  have  other  fish  to  fry.  I  say,  with 
Old  Captain  Morris, 

"  The  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall-Mali" — 

I'm  off  to  town  again,  next  steamboat  ;   the  approaching  Dissolution 
will  not  permit  any  further  extension  of  our  tour  just  at  present. 

Tickler.   What  did  you  think  of  the  result? 

Odoherty.  O,  a  roaring  Protestant  House  of  Commons,  as  sure  as 
a  gun — a  good  strong  Tory  government,  without  which,  indeed,  the 
country  cannot  and  will  not  hang  together  for  many  months  more. 
The  King  enjoying  his  own  again,  and  Liberalism  at  a  discount  in 
Westminster  as  much  as  everywhere  else — the  Church  is  mustering 
all  her  strength,  and  woe  to  the  Papists  when  the  tussle  comes  ! 

Tickler.  You  may  flatter  yourself  as  you  please — my  opinion  is, 
that  the  utter  want  of  Talent,  Courage,  and  Union,  which  has  caused 
the  present  condition  of  the  Tory  party,  will  Keep  it  where  it  is. 
With  grief  do  I  say  it.  1  adhered  to  that  party,  boy  and  man,  through 
evil  report  and  through  good  report,  for  sixty  years,  sir;  I  served  it 
zealously  with  Unjgue  and  peri,  and  bayonet  and  hftlbert  too,  and  it 
never  did  any  thing  ibr  me,  .Heaven  knows  ;  and  I  adhere  to  it  still 
— I  share  its  discomfiture — I  cannot  share  your  hopes;  it  is  down, 
down,  down,  for  my  time,  at  any  rate.  You  are  young  men — you 
may  live  to  see  better  times. 
VOL.  ILL.— ^4 
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Theodore.  You  must  all  be  delighted  to  know  that  the  King  is  well 
— really  well.  I  was  near  his  person  half-an-hour  on  Thursday,  :*t 
Ascot,  and  1  give  you  my  honor  his  Maje?>ty  never  looked  better  in 
my  remembrance  ;  complexion  clear,  eye  bright,  the  whole  presence 
and  bearing  as  full  of  life  and  vigor  as  of  grace  and  dignity.  This  i> 
one  great  consolation  to  us  all.* 

Odoherty.  His  life  is  worth  two  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence's.  Bi.t 
still,  the  question  of  the  Regency  begins  to  be  an  anxious  one. 
People  must  be  expected,  in  these  times,  to  look  a  leetle  beyond 
their  noses. 

Tickler.  Why,  how  can  there  be  any  question  J  Upon  what 
pretence  could  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  be  passed  over, — the  next  in 
order;  the  first,  certainly  in  talent;  and,  without  all  doubt,  the 
steadiest  in  principle  among  those  of  his  royal  line  who  would  then 
be  left  to  us? 

OJoherty.  Why,  you  are  aware,  he  would  then  be  King  of  Han- 
over. 

Tickler.  And  is  that  an  objection  ?  His  son,  of  course,  marries 
the  Princess  Victoria. f  1  hope  they'll  alter  that  outlandish  name,  by 
the  way. 

Odoherty.  My  dear  friend,  there's  the  rub.  Young  Cumberland, 
or  young  Cambridge?  On  one  side,  the  ro\al  family  (with  one  ex- 
ception, of  course)  and  the  people  of  England — and  the  people  of 
Hanover,  too,  (for  they're  not  such  spoons  as  to  wish  to  be  left  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  Prussia) ;  on  the  other,  the  Duke!  Do  you 
begin  to  see  daylight? 

7'Afx/wre.   Aye,  you've  laid  your  hand  on  the  point  now. 

Sheplitrd.   An'  sud  na  the  King  himsell  settle  a'  the  like  o'  that  ? 

Oduherty.  Before  the  flood,  Ireland  was  a  potato-garden.  Fill  my 
glass.  You  see,  sir,  here  is  a  delicate  business,  rather,  fur.  rough 
practitioners.  And  yon  will  admit,  on  the  whole,  that  the  whiskered 
Duke  has  some  pretty  considerable  cause  to  be  in  no  great  hurry 
about  returning  to  Ho  lin  ? 

Tickler.   They  talked  of  his  having  the  Ilorso  (»nards. 

Odoherty.  Stun",  my  clenr,  stuff.  Nobodv  will  have  the  Horse 
Guards — as  THE  old  TIMKK  truly  said  when  the  Prince  of  Waterloo's 
reign  began — except  some  Lord  Hill.J  or  Lord  Dale,  that  his  High- 
ness can  canter  over,  as  sccmcth  good  to  his  spurs.  Perhaps  the 
good-natured  Duke  of  Cambridge,  influenced,  as  he  must  be,  by  cer- 
tain Considerations  already  touched  upon,  might  be  reckoned  suffi- 

•  It  happened,  however,  trat  (ii-orfe  IV.  died  in  June,  Kill,  and  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  who 
ll.'n  b»r*me  William  IV  »umvrd  him  »*vrn  yrara — M. 

t  The  Duke  of  Cumberland  wu  •«!  rnad«  Urgent,  (h»  bream*  King  of  Hanjrrr  on  the  death 
of  William  IV..  In  IKI7  ,i  and  \Vtoria,  who  |>re»erve»  her  "outlandish  name,''  did  not  marry 
h»r  rounn  of  Cumberland,  nor  rut  of  Cimbridge.  At  thin  timr.  when  the  Ambrotiani  wer» 
•pe<u)aii»ir  o*  her  marriage,  the  little  lady  wu  trw  p«ir«  Ml—m. 

I  Lvtd  Hi. I  *«4  the  Horn-  Uuaidi,  a*  Ccimuandtr-in  chief,  from  Itttt  to  1BW.— M. 
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ciently  en  leave,  for  an  expei  intent  at  last.  But  who,  that  looks  to 
the  great  question  we  have  been  talking  of,  and  looks  also  to  the 
noble,  correct,  and  vigorous  appearance*  of  that  true  GET  of  George 
the  Third  himself  personally,  will  ever  dream  fur  a  moment  of  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland  having  the  Horse  Guards,  while  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  has  Downing-street  —  I  beg  his  Grace's  pardon  —  has 
England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  with  the  Town  of  Berwick-imoi:- 
Tweed,  and  all  other  dependencies  thereunto  belonging?  The  Duke 
will  have  no  other  voice  but  his  own  any  where  —  and  I'm  sure,  after 
all  that  has  come  and  gone,  you'l-l  be  sorry  to  hear  that  the  enor- 
mous fatigue  to  which  he  is  condemned  by  his  system  of  keeping  all 
vouff  but  his  own  at  a  distance,  is  already  telling  visibly  —  most  visi- 
bly —  even  on  that  iron  frame.  He  looks  ten  years  older  at  this 
hour  than  he  did  when  the  Duke  of  Rutland's  speech  killed  poor 
Canning. 

Tickler.  No  speeches  will  kill  him. 

Odoherty.  No,  truly  —  but  this  overwork  —  he's  at  it,  I  hear,  full 
sixteen  hours  out  of  the  four-and-twenty,  and  plays  dandy  besides  — 
this  horrid  overwork  will  act  even  on  his  nerves  ;f  and  thoroughly 
as  he  may  despise  the  talking  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  the 
jabber  of  the  press,  I  cannot  easily  believe  that  his  proud  heart  will 
endure  long  the  marked  dislike  of  his  master,  and  the  settled  coldness 
of  the  Tory  aristocracy.  Nobody  knows  better  than  he  where  the 
real  pith  of  England  lies  —  nobody  need  tell  him,  that  the  only  party 
which  at  present  gives  his  government  any  support,  is  the  very  party 
which,  for  forty  years  at  least,  has  been  identified  with  the  principle 
of  revolution  —  nobody  need  tell  him  what  must  be  the  consequences 
of  a  continued  and  effective  alliance  with  that  party,  opposed  fierce- 
ly by  all  the  more  zealous  of  the  other,  and  aided  by  none  of  the 
other,  (for  1  count  a  few  cowardly  place-holders  and  place-hunters 
at  .their  worth.) 

Tickler.  The  Duke  must  have  made  up  his  mind. 

Odoherty.  Yes,  to  one  of  three  things;  either  to  identify  himself 
thoroughly  with  the  Whigs  —  which  he  cannot  do  without  giving 
them  tlie  places  —  which  he  cannot  do  without  turning  out  the  Peels, 
Herrieses,  Goulburns  —  in  themselves  nobodies  at  all  times,  and  now 
mere  nobodies,  so  making  room  fur  Brougham,  Mackintosh,  and  the 


*  With  his  immense  white  moustaches,  forests  of  whiskers,  shaggy  eyebrows,  and  sinister 
look,  the  Duke  of  Cumberland  was  one  of  the  most  un-English  looking  men  in  London,  at 
that  time  ;  but  he  was  a  rabid  politician,  and  extreme  Tory,  and  the  Ambrosians  pulled  him 
accoxlingly.  —  M. 

t  The  prophecies  at  the  Noctes  were  very  unfortunate.  Few  of  them  were  fulfilled.  la 
1829,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  was  sixty  years  old  :  —  if  "overwork"'  killed  him.  it.  must  have 

'  - 
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rest  of  the  fry,  and  admitting  old  Grey  to  at  least  a  subordinate 
consulate  ;*  or  to  get  back  the  Tories,  which  he  cannot  do  without 
tinning  out  nil  the  inferior  Rats,  and  tilling  his  cabinet  with  the  El- 
dons,  the  Sadlcrs,  the  Chandoses — in  other  words,  return  iir.r  to  the 
point  fiom  which  he  started  !  or,  lastly,  attcjnpt  to  carry  or.  the  ex- 
isting system,  which  he  well  knows  he  cannot  do  through  another 
session  of  Parliament,  without  taking  some  effectual  means  to 
strengthen  his  hands  in  the  Commons — in  other  words,  take  Huskis- 
son  and  his  tail  again  into  favor. 

Tickler.  Why,  no  doubt,  Husky  would  now  be  preferred  to  Peel.f 

Odttherty.  By  all  parties.  He  has  talents — he  has  tact — he  could 
manage  u  decently  manageable  House  of  Commons  very  fairly,  I 
don't  question — and  indeed,  if  I  saw  a  pure  Tory  Government  form- 
ing to-morrow,  I  .-hould  be  sorry  if  Hu.-kisson  were  not  allowed  to 
eat  some  of  his  theories,  and  make  part  of  it. 

Theodore.  He  has  had  his  lesson,  and  would  not  acain  tamper,  as 
he  used  to  do,  with  good  old  Liverpool — "running  about,"  as  Sam 
Rogers  said,  "with  a  resignation  at  half-cock  in  his  pocket." 

Odoherly.  No — no  ;  but  then  there's  1'almerston — who,  by  the 
by,  has  lately  shown  himself  to  be  a  murh  cleverer  fellow  than  I 
used  to  take  him  tor — and  there's  Charles  Grant — a  lazy  sumph,  but 
a  good  spraker,  and  not  to  be  openly  spurned  by  lljisky  fur  many 
reasons — and  Lord  Dudley — cleverer  than  them  all  put  together,  and 
every  way  more  influential. |  You  perceive  this  crew  could  not  bo 
got  in  without  a  sad  scattering  of  the  incumhriicv  — 

Tickler.  Which  heaven  send  us  !  We  could  never  be  worse,  any 
how.  Hut  the  Chancellor 

Odohcrty.  Pooh!  pooh!  that  cock  will  make  no  fight.  Whatever 
happens  as  to  others,  he's  goiu — gom — gone.  '1  lie  whole  of  the 
bar  are  against  him  to  a  man,  and  tiie  Duke  is  not  I  he  lad  to  brave 
a  body  like  that  (even  were  there  nothing  more.)  without  a  tan«ri- 
ble  yuid  pro  tfuu.  In  God's  name,  what  strength  can  any  govern- 
ment d»-rive  from  a  man,  whose  character  did  not  sink  one  peg  in 
public  estimation,  upon  the  commission  of  perlia|>s  the  most  flagrant 
aet  of  ratter)  exemplified  in  human  biography, ||  iWl's  cxcepled ? 

Sliephtrd.   Weel,  1   hope   we'll    hae   a  glide-   harvest.     Ud  sirs,  if 

•  Lord  tiny  would  not   hold  a  tutanlinal*  mtuatinn.     lli»  aitnrkrd  Canning,  in   1"J7.  tat 
Ukinf  lb»  J'r»ini*r»hip,  which  hr(<irey)  |CM>!<«M|  for  a»  hianwn  |»n»  iiilu-ritunre  — M 

•  J-;»r»pi  by  ihe  ullra-l.it>«rala,  who  iili-niifirj  him  wi(h    I  r<-«  Tndo,  of  which   h«  \va»  th« 
a<!»wal«,  HiitliiiMin  would  h.ivr  Icon  wrlrotnoil  tack  Into  oilier  I  v  nolxxly. — M. 

I'almenton  hm  fmti.>!  t),*  •«|.»n«t|.,n«  IUMO  .  *;.r.  .  ,  ,!.  Chaflx*  (jrant  went  into  officii  in 
IfOU,  but  did  lltll*— hit  blbll*  of  i.i/in«.  •.•  .  •.  unronijurrnlilr-  an<)  nvrnlually  rutirrd  on  a 
p««ragi>  («•  IAJII!  (ilrnclK)  and  a  (KndoD.— Lord  liuiMi-y,  •Miih  great  lalrnlt,  waa  occasionally 
•  i>*  r  ,mp»*  mrnln.  —  M. 

fl  Cuf\fj   WM  originally  a   irtmnjf  t.ilwral.      Arrrj.tine   j.lnri..  he   adortfd  Tory  principlea, 
and,  up  to  th«  clo,*  o(  »»•>,  violrntljr  op|<wrd  r»tl..,li.-  K mancipation.     In  IH-.>7,  M  Cl. 
nnJ'f  Canning,  h*  Urain*  Lord  l.jttdbanH.     Hetaini-d  in  o|li«  i-  |,y  "Th*  Duku,'   he  dnlcndej 
Cathohr  Emancipation,  in  I*.".',  u  warmly  M  l«  had  pi«-Tiou*ly  rt»i.ird  it.— M. 
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ye'll  fill  our  waims  weel,  we  puir  bodies  will  e'en  let  your  kincs.-md 
a'  their  creatures  sink  or  swim  as  they  list.  Let's  hae  anitlier  bow], 
however. 

Mac.rabin.  Mr.  Chairman,   I   move   the  standing   order,  that  the 
cupboard  of  this  house  be  now  cleared ! 
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No.  XLV1.— SEPTEMBER,  1829. 

Sederunt — CHRISTOPHER    NORTH,    Esq. ;    TIMOTHY    TICKLER,  Esq.; 
THE  SHSIMIKRD  ;   PETER  MACRABIN,  Esq.  ;  REV.  DR.  WODROW. 

North.  It  is  very  well  for  old  fellows  like  you  and  me,  Tiinotheus, 
to  croon  away  in  this  fashion — the  burden  of  our  song  being,  in  sura 
and  substance,  no  more  than  poor  Vinny  Bourne's 

"Suut  res  Lunmiue  flebile  ludibrium''  — 

But  here  is  the  Doctor,  honest  man,  with  two  strapping  younkers 
on  his  hands — what  is  he  to  do  with  them  ? 

Macraltin.  A  practical  question,  my  cock,  and  one  not  to  be  an- 
swered with  an  oc/ione. 

Tickler.   Pass  the  bottle,  Kit. 

Wmlrmo.  Aye,  aye,  Mr.  North — there's  the  rub — what's  to  be 
done  wi1  them?  There's  Jemmy  has  won  I  keiina  how  mony  prizes, 
and  noo  the  Natural  class  is  over,  it  really  comes  to  be  a  matter  o' 
downright  necessity  for  me  to  determine  on  something.  He's  not 
indisposed  for  the  ministry,  that  I  allow  ;  but  Tain  mas  is  only  a 
year  and  a  half  behint  him,  and  he's  very  delicate.  Tarn  always 
was  a  weakly  thing  in  the  body  from  his  verra  cradle,  as  I  may  say 
— he's  just  keen  for  the  kirk  again.  And  now,  ye  see,  Mr.  North, 
the  case  is  this.  I  was  tutor  to  Sir  John,  uncle  to  the  present  Sir 
John,  and  that  was  the  way  1  got  the  presentation  ;  and  I  dinna 
doubt,  that  if  I  had  a  son  a  preacher,  and  weel  spoken  of,  bcl  v  ve, 
as  years  are  wearing  awa'  wi'  us  a',  hech,  sirs!  Sir  J«hn,  1  daur 
»ay,  would  not  be  indisposed  to  let  him  come  in  as  assistant  and  suc- 
cessor. I  have  no  positive  promise,  sir,  but  I  think  1  have  reason  to 
Consider  this  us  pretty  certain. 

North.  No  doubt  at  all,  Doctor. 

Wodrow.  But  then,  Mr.  North,  there's  the  question  again — if  they 
baith  gaed  to  the  Hall,  and  were  licensed  in  due  season  which  o' 
them  would  get  the  place?  and  what  might  come  o'  the  oilier? 

Shtfiherd.  Aye,  doctor,  there's  mony  an  ill  tredd  ;  but  a  black 
cont  without  the  bands  is  the  very  puirest  o'  the  hail)  tot. 

Afacrabin.  A  doubtful  case — and  a  deep — nor  u>  be  settled  with- 
out all  due  appliances  and  means. 
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Tickler.  How  many  chalders  did  the  la.st  augmentation  come  to, 
Doctor  ? 

Wodrow.  Why,  Mr.  Tickler,  I  certainly  thought  I  was  entitled  to 
sixteen  chalder,*  and  Mr.  Jeeines  Moncrieff — (L  beg  pardon,  I  menu 
Lord  Moncrieff' — but  he  was  then  only  Mr.  Jeemes — for  it  was  in 
Sir  Harry's  time,  honest  man) — Lord  Moncrieff,  he  was  clearly  of 
lhat  opinion  :  and  indeed  Lord  Pitmilly  took  notice  of  one  circum- 
stance that  one  would  have  thought  might  have  satisfied  any  unpre- 
judeezed  understanding,  namely,  ye  see,  sir,  that  Mr.  Blackie,  of 
Middlecairny,  the  very  next  incumbent,  sir,  wi'  a  considerably 
smaller  parish,  a  population  decidedly  irtferior  in  amount,  sir,  and 
comparatively  speaking,  no  style  is  necessary  to  be  supported — for 
there's  no  resident  proprietor  in  Middlecairny  aboon  the  degree  of  a 
bonnet-laird,  as  we  say — Mr.  Blackie,  sir,  as  Lord  Pitmilly  observed, 
had  fourteen  chalder,  and  a  glebe  of  thirty  acres,  all  fine  arable. 
But  ye  see,  sir,  in  the  Teind  Coort  noo-a-days,  business  is  often  run 
through  in  a  very  hurried  ramshakely  fashion — I  believe  that's 
allowed.  I  would  not  misca'  no  man,  nor  no  court,  sir,  with  my 
will — but  really  when  the  haill  fifteen  are  together,  there's  such  a 
crushing  and  bustle  that  the  most  important  affairs  are  occasionally, 
as  it  were,  treated  in  a  very  lightly  go-the-by  sort  of  a  fashion,  sir. 
It's  owre  true. 

Tickler.   What  did  they  give  ye,  Doctor!     Pass  the  bottle,  Hogg. 

Wodrow.  Very  excellent  good  claret  wine,  indeed,  Mr.  North  ! — 
hem  ! — hem  !  And  then,  as  I  was  saying.  Lord  Cragio  he  remarked 
— he  was  always  a  sound-headed  man,  that — that  it  consisted  with 
his  knowledge,  that  a  minister  in  so  large  a  parish  as  Betherellstane, 
aboundin'  in  sic  a  respectable  circle  o'  families,  bond  to  and  must 
have  charges  to  meet  entirely  beyond  what  could  fall  on  the  incum- 
bent of  Middlecairny,  where  all  the  land  is  the  Duke's,  as  you  know, 
an'  be  not  a  few  little  portioners  on  the  Blae  Burnside.  AM  then 
Lord  Balgray,  honest  gentleman — Mr.  Dauvid  Williamson  that  was, 
— he  aye  likes  his  joke  ;  he  said,  quo'  he,  he  didna  pretend  to  be  ony 
great  critic  as  to  sermons,  but  he  could  answer  for  ae  thing,  that 
there  was  ne'er  a  minister  in  the  Carse  gied  a  better  dinner  than  the 
Minister  o'  Betherellstane — ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — and  then  Lord  Meadow- 
bank,  the  young  man  that  noo  is,  he  jogget  his  neighbor  and  leugh 
— and  my  Lord  President  he  leugh,  and  Justice  Clerk  he  grunted 
too,  and  blew  himself  up  and  notched  again — and  Lord  Gillies  he 
flung  himself  back  in  his  chair,  and  winked  his  een,  and  then  fixed 
them  on  the  roof,  and  then  he  yawnit  before  the  haill  iifteenf — ance, 
twice,  thrice,  as  if~he  was  ettled  to  rive  his  very  jaw  off — and  Lord 

*  Of  grain, — the  Scottish  clergy  being  paid  in   kind  (or  by  a  commutation)   and  a  certain 
quantity  of  glebe  lard  ;  so  a  good  harvest  impoverishes  clergymen. — M. 
t  The  Fifteen  j  the  whole  Judicial  staff  of  Scotland.— M. 
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Corehouse  there  he  sat  up  as  stiff  and  prim  as  a  poker,  his  round 
g'eg  een  twinkle-twinklin  l>nek  and  forrit,  and  liis  face  and  lips  aa 
pluucid  as  a  print  o'  liutter — and  then  — 

Tickler.  The  interlocutor.  Doctor,  the  interlocutor. 

Macrabin.  I  um  astonished  at  your  proceedings,  Mr.  Tickler.  Sir, 
we  have  not  yet  heard  the  statement  of  the  other  side  of  the  bar.  I 
appeal  to  Mr.  North,  if  we  can  expect  to  come  to  a  fair  view  of  this 
question — this  very  delicate,  I  must  say,  and  important  question, 
unless  my  reverend  father  on  my  right  be  permitted  to  go  on  seria- 
tim— stop  by  step. 

Tickler.  O,  a  thousand  pardons — I  meant  nothing  of  the  kind — • 
perge,  Doctor. 

Shepherd.  What  is  the  stipend,  Dr.  Wodrowl — and,  I'm  saying, 
help  yoursell,  hinnv. 

\Votlruw.  Exceeding  delicate  claret  wine,  certainly  ! — hem.  Wee!, 
gentlemen,  ye  may  think  it  does  not  set  the  like  o'  us  to  be  com- 
pleeniu'  about  sic  like  things,  but  I've  a  sair  pinch  to  gar  the  tway 
ends  meet  sometimes,  that  1  premise  ye.  What  wi*  rnv  wife's  wee 
black  beukie,  and  the  tax-loons,  sirs,  and  the  tailor  and  shoe  linker, 
and  Mr.  Albert  Cay 'ft  account — for  I  maun  aye  hae  a  bottle  of  good 
port  and  sherry  i'  the  Manse — we  could  never  thole  to  want  that  — 
and  the  tway  callant  in  by  at  the  co.lege  here  a'  winter,  though  I'm 
sine  I  would  never  even  them  to  i»ny  thinii  like  an  extravagance— 
really,  Mr.  Hogg,  what  with  ae  thing  and  anilher,  snia'  and  great—- 
and 1  must  observe,  b\-the-by,  that  I  think  it's  a  sin  to  gar  Ministers' 
sons  pay  fees  at  ony  University. 

Macrabin.  \  (juile  agree  wi'  \ou  as  to  the  fees,  Doctor.  Why  not 
try  an  overture  { 

JItHjy.   But  the  stipend — the  stipend  ? 

Wodrow.  Aye,  true,  I  forgot  that.  Well,  Mr.  Hogg,  would  ye 
oelieve-it  I  they  gave  me  after  all  onlv  twelve  chalder,  and  my  glebe 
is  a  mere  kail  yard  to  the  like  of  Middleeairm — no  a  boon  eighteen 
acre,  and  weet,  plash v  dirt  of  ground,  the  maist  feck  o't — wadna 
brinu  ten  shillings  an  acre,  as  I  shall  answer. 

A'urth.  There  is  nothing  that  surprise*  me  more  than  the  suc- 
cessful manner  in  which  our  Scotch  clergy  contend  against  fortune 
— the  res  aiigustit  r/»mi,  I  mean — in  bringing  up  their  families.  Look 
to  what  walk  of  life  you  will,  not  only  here  at  home,  but  all  over 
the  colonies,  and  indeed  I  might  say  in  Kngland  itselt  too,  and  ton 
shall  find  no  class  more  honorably  represented  than  the  bairns  of  tho 
Manse. 

Wmirow.  It's  very  true,  Mr.  North.  We  hae  a  hard  tussle,  but 
the  event  shows,  under  God's  good  blessing,  that  it's  no  spurring 
the  dead  horse.  Weel,  wha  kens  what  my  tway  lads  may  come  to 
yet?  I'm  sometimes  thinking  o'  breeding  Jeemea  to  the  bar,  but 
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they've  been  raising  the  fees  sairlv  of  l;ite,  and  I'm  told  it's  a  Ling 
time  ere  amaist  ony  o'  them  can  win  their  bread,  do  as  they  will. 

Tickler.  The  raising  of  the  fees  of  admittance  was  considered 
necessary,  Doctor,  because  my  own  body,  the  W.  S.'s,  had  raised 
theirs.  Jn  particular  cases,  the  change  will,  no  doubt,  operate  to  the 
disadvantage  of  the  bar  and  the  public;  but,  on  the  whole,  it  would 
not  have  done  to  have  the  bar  cheaper  of  entrance  than  the  inferior 
branch  of  the  law,  as  Mr.  Macrabin  here  would  call  it. 

North.  God  knows,  they  are  both  far  enough  below  what  you  and 
1  can  remember  them. 

Tickler.  Yes,  truly.  Nothing  can  stop  that.  We  are  but  follow- 
ing here,  as  everywhere  else,  in  the  footsteps  of  our  neighbors.  The 
English  Bar  is  degenerating  a  vue  cTceil — woefully — sinking  fast  into  a 
mere  trade.  Did  you  read  some  capital  paragraphs  on  that  head  in 
the  Standard  lately  ? 

North.  I  read  every  thing  that  is  in  THE  STANDARD.  That  paper, 
sirs,  is  an  honor  to  the  country — the  ablest  that  I  ever  remember  to 
have  seen — and,  I  think,  as  upright  as  able.  The  command  of  knowl- 
edge, deep,  accurate,  and  pat  as  pancakes,  on  every  topic  that 
turns  up,  is  truly  surprising  ;  the  strong,  plain,  masculine  English 
of  the  Doctor's  style,*  presents  as  great  a  contrast  to  the  usual  vein 
of  our  leading  article-mongers,  as  a  pillar  in  We^minster  Abbey 
does  to  a  plaster  pilaster  in  Regent-street.  1  read  tne  passages  you 
mention  with  gieat  interest,  and,  remembering  the  days  of  my  youth, 
when  I  hung  out  for  a  season  in  the  Temple  Gardens,  with  consider- 
able pain.  But,  as  you  say,  we  have  the  same  woik  going  on  before 
our  eyes  here  in  the  Parliament  House. 

Tickler.  Plenty  of  clever  working  Attorneys  among  the  rising 
brood  of  Advocates — but  devil  a  one — beg  your  pardon,  Doctor — 
not  one  that  I  have  heard  of,  of  the  real  old  cut — uniting  the  range 
of  the  scholar  with  the  tact  of  the  pleader.  The  people  of  my  own 
old  calling  tell  me  they  gain  little  or  nothing  nowadays  by  consulta- 
tions, and  only  a  mouthpiece  for  their  ov\n  memorials  when  the 
affair  comes  into  Court — hence  the  system  they  are  adopting.  I 
hear,  Macrabin,  that  it  is  quite  the  custom  for  an  Agent  to  clap  a 
gown  on  the  back  of  one  of  his  apprentices,  or  clerks,  and  so  walk 
him  into  the  Parliament  House  to  do  his  business,  upon  a  private 
understanding  as  to  the  quantulum  of  fee's. 

Macrabin.  So  they  say — God  knows. 

North.  This  won't  go  on  long  without  telling  visibly  on  the  cha- 
racter of  the  profession.  Come  some  really  great  case — such  a  one 
as  the  Douglas  cause,  now — and  where  should  we  be?  Cranstoun, 
Moncrieff,  Fullarton,  are  all  on  the  bench — John  More  must  be  so 
forthwith — Jeffrey,  with  all  his  talents  and  eloquence,  is  no  lawyer 

•   The  Standard.— London  evening  paper,  edited  by  Dr.  Lees  Gifiard  and  Dr.  Maginn.— M. 
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to  speak  of — but  he'll  be  on  the  bench  too — and,  in  fact,  upon  my 
word,  I  don't  know  where  one  would  look. 

Tickler.  Macuibin.  confound  ye,  ye  don't  read  enough,  mnn ;  if 
you  did.  you  might  fit  yourself  for  any  thing  in  three  years. 

Macrabin.  Pass  the  Bordeaux.  If  I  had  a  son  old  enough,  I 
should  prefer  making  him  a  \V.  8..  I  admit. 

A'vrth.  Why,  go  where  one  may,  they  certainly  seem  to  he  get- 
ting the  soil  of  old  Mother  Caledonia  into  their  clutches.  By  Jupi- 
ter !  in  fifty  \  ears  more,  if  this  goes  on  the  doers  will  have 
uprooted  the  Terrarum  Domini. 

Mucrnlin.  And  small  the  scaith.  A  poor  set.  Totally  devoid  of 
all  real  pride  and  independence  of  spirit.  Only  look  at  our  county 
representation.  Had  those  lads  been  chosen  by  free-hearted  elec- 
tors— had  they  had  the  fear  of  a  day  of  reckoning  with  honest  men 
before  their  eyes,  would  they  have  dared,  think  \  e,  to  wheel  round 
as  they  did,  at  the  first  tap  of  the  Duke's  drum  ?  I  think  there 
were  forty -one  sheer  rats — and  rats  '•  yard-long-tailed,"  vt  Homeric*' 
Ivguar — among  our  beautiful  forty-five. 

Sltf/Jierd.  That,  has  ave  been  a  sair  number  for  Ail  Id  Scotland. 
\Yeel.  weel,  what  signifies  speaking  \  The  writer's  son,  Peter,  will 
be  just  sic  another  laiid  as  the  right  heir  wad  hae  been.  It's  won- 
deifu1  how  ea>ily  fok  Ink  to  that  trade. 

Tickler.  1  ascrilie  the  evil  — for,  begging  the  Shepherd's  pardon,  it 
i*,  and  will  be  found  to  be.  a  great  evil — I  ascribe  it  mainlv  to  the 
I'nion.  That  accursed  inca-ure  has  done  Scotland  no  good  —  1  know 
it  is  the  fashion  to  talk  and  write  <|iiite  otherwise,  even  among  those 
who  pass  with  others,  ami  perhaps  with  themselves,  for  the  Scntin- 
simi  fro  t  or  u  m.  Hut  si. eh  is  my  U'lief,  and  I  have  watched  the  ope- 
ration of  the  atlair  much  longer  than  any  of  those  that  nowaday*  lift 
up  tongue  and  pen  in  its  laudation. 

A'orl/i.  \Vh\.  ihe  I  nioii  has  eei  tainly  done  us  much  harm — bu' 
does  not  the  good  overbalance  that. —  candid  I  v  now  ? — Capital  intro- 
duced—  trade  encouraged,  lint  you  know  the  whole  story  as  well 
a-  I,  Timothy. 

2'ifklrr.  I'eriidvriiturc.  C'apilal  introduced?  when?  how? — I 
know  of  no  Kn-Ji-h  capital  worth  talking  almut,  that  ever  was  iniio- 
dticed  into  Scotland,  except  indeed  liy  Scotsmen,  who  made  for- 
tunes in  the  south,  and  linn  came  h'  me  again.  Hut  they  might,  and 
Would  have  done  all  that,  though  there  h:«l  been  no  Union.  Then 
«»  to  trade — why,  the  Knglish  did  every  thing  to  pieveiit  our  having 
unv  access  to  a  colonial  market.  Need  I  refer  to  the  l>laek  and 
Moody  tale  of  Darieli  ?  And  then,  only  look  at  the  whole  manage, 
inent  of  Uur  Colonial  Kmpiie — 1  say  <»//•,  for  ••///•*  it  is — British,  not 
Knglihh.  Have  not  our  neighbors  studiously  and  diligently  acted 
•i/>  ocoon  the  principle  of  their  U-ing  not  liiitisli,  but  English  ?  Look 
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at  their  laws — their  chirch  establishments — where  have  they  any  ? 
Why,  even  in  the  army  and  navy — don't  I  remember,  only  thirty 
years  ago,  I  believe  later,  it  was  the  law  of  the  land,  that  every 
gentleman,  on  receiving  the  King  of  Great  Britain's  commission, 
should  qualify  by  taking  the  sacrament  according  to  the  ritual  of 
the  Church  of  England.  Could  insult — could  injustice  be  more 
glaring  ? 

North.  That's  done  away  with,  however. 

Tickler.  Aye;  not,  however,  out  of  any  growing  liberality  as  to 
Old  Scotland — but  only  out  of  that  growing  indifference  to  every- 
thing connected  with  churches  in  general,  in  other  words,  to  the 
Christian  Religion,  which  may  be  traced  as  palpably  in  almost  every 
other  department  of  recent  legislation.  Trade  encouraged,  indeed  ! 
why,  look  to  the  Bank  of  England — founded  in  the  teeth  of  all  the 
English  prejudices  of  the  time  by  an  immortal  Scotsman — is  it  not 
a  standing  order  with  the  National  Establishment,  that  no  Scots- 
man shall  be  employed  within  its  walls — none — from  the  Chairman's 
seat  to  the  Porter's.  We,  and  we  only,  are  excluded  from  all  and 
every  thing. 

North.  And  good  enough  reason  why.  They  know  if  we  got  our 
nose  once  in,  we  would  soon  draw  our  tails  after  us.  They  have  but 
to  look  over  the  way  to  the  India  House,  where  we  went  in  like  the 
acorn  and  have  grown  like  the  oak,  till  now  we  fill  the  whole  con- 
cern at  home  and  abroad,  and  the  birds  of  the  air  do  nestle  in  our 
pleasant  boughs — Gangetic  and  Ultra-Gangetic.  But  that's  the  way 
everywhere.  In  spite  of  their  laws,  we  have  taken  two-thirds  o{ 
all  the  colonies,  rump  and  stump,  to  ourselves. 

Tickler.  Why,  in  truth,  we  need  hardly  pretend  that  we  have  not 
had — by  hook  or  by  crook,  no  matter — our  own  share  of  the  fat 
things — India,  army,  navy,  council,  bench,  and  direction,  are  pretty 
well  ours.  In  the  West  Indies  we  are  the  drivers  most  universally, 
and  our  planters  are  at  least  half  and  half.  Nova  Scotia — the  name 
speaks  for  itself — and  as  for  Canada,  why  it's  as  Scutch  as  Lochaber 
— whatever  of  it  is  not  French,  1  mean.  Even  omitting  our  friend 
John  Gait,  have  we  not  hodie  our  Bishop  Macdonell  for  the  Papists — 
•our  Archdeacon  Strachan  for  the  Episcopals — and  our  Tiger  Dunlop 
for  the  Presbyterians?  and  'tis  the  same,  I  believe,  all  downwards. 

North.  If  theie  were  one  public  department  in  which  a  priori  one 
might  have  expected  to  find  Scotland  poorly  put  off,  1  think  it  will 
be  admitted  thut  was  the  admiralty.  Well,  look  to  the  result. 
Lord  Melville — Sir  George  Clerk — Sir  George  Cockburn — three 
Scotchmen  out  of  Mje  five  — 

Macrubin.  "You  may  almost  count  Lord  Castlereagh  too,  for  'tis 
well  known  the  present  high  and  mighty  Lord  Londonderry's  grand- 
father was  a  packman  callant  from  the  Isle  of  Bute. 
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Tickler.  I  believe  from  Saltcoats — which  modern  niei.  or  mon- 
keys name  Ardrossan.  But  what's  all  this  to  the  purpose?  Had 
there  been  no  Union,  hanti  it,  we  .should  have  liud  a  swapping  Ad- 
miralty long  ago  01  our  own  nere  at  Leith. 

Wodrow.  Well,  sirs,  the  Irishers  seem  to  be  keen  set  on  having 
back  their  own  Parliament,  and  if  that  act  be  dung  ow  re,  wha  can 
tell  \  maybe  ours  may  follow  the  same  gait! 

Macrabin.  I  doubt  that.  The  Irish  loons  will  get  whatever  they 
like  to  ask  for — Kipcrientia  docet — But  we  have  no  ngitators — no 
O'Connells — Heaven  bless  the  mark,  that  we  should  have  come  ta 
bemoan  that  loss ! 

Tickler.  The  evil — for  it  is  an  evil,  I  say — is  of  much  longer 
standing  in  our  case — our  spirit  has  been  worked  out  of  us  long  ago 
— we  are  a  province,  and  a  contented  province — qua  such — yet,  as 
the  Doctor  says,  there's  no  telling  what  may  turn  up  among  the 
marvels  of  such  u  period  as  is,  and  is  to  be  ;  and  one  thing  I  can 
answer  (or,  that  if  1  live  to  see  the  Irish  Union  repealed,  there  shall 
be  :>t  lea>t  a  tussle  for  knocking  over  our  own  abomination  loo. 

Mucruljin.    You'll  make  Maga  speak  out,  Mr.  Timotln  ? 

Tifkltr.  That  she  shall,  Chrittophero  vulentt — but  that's  not  all  — 
I  am  rich  enough,  Peter,  not  to  be  pinched  for  buying  half-a-dozen 
Cornish  boroughs — and  by  Jupiter.  I  will  purchase  them — and  I 
will  sit  myself,  and  cause  \ ounger  men  to  sit  likewise.  You,  Macia- 
bin,  will  \ou  be  one  of  the  Soiithside  members? 

Slupheid.   \  hae  nae  objections  for  ane. 

Marmliin.  The  salary  ? 

Wodmw.  Ilootawu,  hootawa  !  ha!  ha!  ha! — Advocate,  ye  had 
him  there  ! 

Tickler.  To  be  seri«us,  n.y  fr'u  nds ;  in  losing  our  independent 
Parliament  we  lost  every  thing  that  made  this  nation  a  nation,  and 
we  have  been  count \  lying  ever  since.  Hut  what  made  the  business 
tweiitv  times  worse  than  it  would  otherwise  have  been,  was  that 
tile  Union  took  place  between  us  and  a  much  larger  and  wealthier 
kingdom.  It  was  bad  eiiongli  to  deprive  u>  of  our  own  nobility 
and  upper  gentry,  as  residents  lor  the  best  pmt  of  the  year — the 
most  of  them  all  but  entirely — thai  was  bad  enough.  It  WHS  bad 
eiiougli  to  shut  out  all  our  \oung  men  from  (he  chances  of  distinc- 
tion in  public  life,  excepting  those  few,  very  few,  who  were  likely  to 
tind  access  to  MII  h  distinction  in  the  south.  All  this  was  bad  enough 
— but  the  worst  remains  behind.  Our  tnaynutra  have  been  Englifled 
in  all  their  notions,  and  that  to  their  own  ruin,  and  to  ours. 

North.   A  few  great  families.      What  matter,  my  dear  Timothcus? 

Tickler.  Considerable  matter,  sir.  They  soon  Jost  nil  conceit  of 
their  home  and  its  fashions — and  mark  the  consequences  down* 
wards — for  downwards  the  base  infection  was  not  blow  to  creep. 
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Hence,  I  say,  a  scorn  and  contempt  gradually  engendered  among 
the  Scottish  gentry  for  the  Scottish  Church — there's  t»  begin  with. 
What  laird,  even  of  a  paltry  thousand,  a-year,  breeds  his  second  or 
third  son  to  the  kirk  now-a-days?  Let  Dr.  Wodrow  answer. 

Wodrow.  There  was  Sir  Harry,  honest  man — and  — 

Tickler.  Aye,  and  there's  yourself,  Doctor — and  it  would  be  easy 
to  name  a  dozen  more,  perhaps — but  what  are  these  out  of  a  thou- 
sand ?  In  fact  there  is  no  denying  it — the  Church  in  Scotland  has 
come  to  be  all  but  exclusively  a  plebeian  profession.  Hence  it  has 
lost  its  influence  with  the  upper  classes  of  society,  and  has  its 
strength,  except  perhaps  in  the  west  country,  almost  entirely  among 
the  middling  order — the  burgesses  and  farmers.  The  gentry  are 
Episcopalian  on  the  whole. 

Wodrow.  Wae's  me  !  it's  owre  true  a  tale. 

Tickler.  As  for  the  nobility  —  we  all  know  the  king  has  rarely 
been  able  even  to  find  a  poor  Presbyterian  Lord  to  send  down  as 
his  commissioner  to  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Presbyterian 
Kirk.  Even  the  great  families  that  took  the  lead  in  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Reformed  Kirk — and,  by-the-by,  took  the  lead  also  in 
the  plunder  of  her  Catholic  dam — even  they  have  deserted  the  Blue 
Banner,  to  a  Coronet. 

Wodrow.   It's  a'  true,  Mr.  Tickler.     It's  a'  true. 

Tickler.  The  Quarterly  bragged  some  time  ago,  that  two  thirds 
of  the  land  in  Scotland  are  held  by  members  of  the  Episcopal 
Church.  I  was  nettled  when  I  read  the  insolent  vaunt,  and  consulted 
various  persons,  likely  to  be  well  informed  as  to  various  districts  of 
the  country  ;  and,  confound  him  !  I  had  reason  to  suspect  that  the 
Laureate  was  not  far  out  in  his  reck-oiiing  for  once. 

Wodrow.  This  accounts  for  the  shameful  appearance  we  made 
lately  as  a  Christian  and  a  protestant  nation.  VVha,  that  ken  the 
Scotland  of  our  grandsires,  wad  hae  expected  the  Papist  Bill  to  be 
carried  with  hardly  a  voice  lifted  up  against  it]  I'm  no  forgetting 
what  you,  Mr.  North,  did  in  your  ain  way — and  you,  too,  Mr. 
Macrabin,  in  yours.  Oh,  sirs! 

Tickler.  It  will  account  for  many  blots  besides  that,  Doctor,  on 
what  was  once,  as  a  Scottish  bard  sung — 

"  Aue  galliint  scutcheon  fair  and  braid,  to  flee 
Upon  the  borders  of  tlie  Northern  sea — 
Aue  glorious  shield  of  chivalry  but  mate, 
Aue  maideu  banner  non-coutaminate." 

So  quoth  old  Struan — your  chieftain,  by-the-by,  Macrabin. 
Macrabin.  Aguosco — one  of  the 

"  Magnanimi  heroes  nati  Toryoribus  annis  " 
North.  "Well,   I  think,  for  my  part,  the  Kirk   has  gained  as  much 
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by  the  Church  as  she  has  lost.  That  great  establishment  has  borne 
the  other  in  countenance  throughout — and  l>ut  for  her  solid  weight 
overawing  our  squiiearchy  as  well  as  her  own,  1  believe  John 
Kn».\V  foundation  might  have  hud  a  third  shake  before  now. 

Tickler.  All  that  good  might  have  been,  and  would  have  been, 
mid  more  of  it  also,  had  there  been  no  Union.  1  protest  I  can  see 
tm  purpose  that  will  bear  being  even  named  that  has  l»een  really 
answered  by  this  detestable  measure,  save  and  except  that  the 
Mini>tcrs  of  England  have  thereby  been  enabled 'to  rule  the  roast 
inure  easily  to  themselves — at  less  expense  of  brain  and  bother,  in 
short.  It  conies  all  to  that. 

Korth.  Well,  and  don't  we  all  know  that  they  are  an  overworked 
set  of  men,  even  as  things  are  ? 

Tickler.  1  know  no  such  thing.  They  are  a  most  egrcgiously 
underworked  body  of  asses.  No  doubt  the  body  occasionally  boasts 
an  overworked  head — a  Pitt — a  Castlereagh — a  Canning — a  Wel- 
lington. But.  that  comes  of  nothing  but  the  silly  vanity,  or  the 
grasping  ambition  of  the  said  head. 

North.  As  for  example — Castlereagh. 

Tickler.  My  Lord  Castlereagh,  honored  be  his  name,  worked 
himself  to  death — of  that  there  is  no  doubt;  and  to  my  regret  of 
the  occurrence  there  is  no  bound.  But  he  did  so,  simply  because 
his  ambition  was  unbridled,  and  he  preferred  any  overworking  to 
the  possible  consequences  of  introducing  more  men  of  calibre  equal 
to  real  work  into  the  cabinet  which  people  so  absurdly  u>ed  to  call 
Lord  Liverpool's.  For  instance,  he  has  had  lessons  enough  of  what 
t  was  to  have  a  Canning  cheek-for-jole  with  him. 

North.    Yes,  indeed 

Tickler.  Mr.  Canning  himself,  poor  man,  died  of  vanity — in  two 
wa\s.  First  of  all  he  fancied  that  no  man  in  England  could  do 
anv  thing  ictll  in  any  department,  but  himself — he  would  not  trust 
any  of  the  rest  of  his  crew — and  it  must  be  owned  they  were  a  sweet 
net — with  even  a  common  letter.  1  only  wonder  he  did  not  take 
the  Latirtatcship  to  himself  too.  He  wrote  every  tcrap  himself,  and 
re-  and  re-  and  re-wrote  it,  till  he  wrought  himself  into  a  nervous 
habit  <>f  body,  that  made  it  all  but  certain  that  a  violent  shock  of 
any  kind  would  overturn  him.  And  the  shock  came  with  a  veil* 
peai.cc — he  found  himself  spurned  and  insulted  by  the  Aristocracy 
of  Kngland* — his  blood  hoilud,  his  heart  rattled — and  he  tri^d  a 
thou>and  remedies,  some  better  and  some  worse — and  George  Can- 
ning died.  The  Duke  of  Wellington  has  no  nerves,  and,  I  dare  say, 
no  vanity;  but  he  has  M>IIIC  ambition,  it  is  commonly  allowed,  and 
no  .natter  what  the  icu*on  may  be,  such  is  the  fact,  tie  at  this  mo. 
rnenl  ia  doing  all  the  work  ol  the  country.  We  shall  see  how  nc 

•  Ltd  ky  En*,  (jnj,  ft  proiMMd  Lib  r*J,  who  tfurwwdi  writd  the  JUIorm  Jiill !— M 


OFFICIALS.  367 

stands  it.  I  confess  he  is  not  likely  to  be  beat  up  so  soon  as  either 
of  his  predecessors;  Well,  there  are  overworked  men  for  you  ;  but 
where  is  the  overworked  body  of  men  ?  Is  Lord  Lyndhurst  over- 
worked ? 

Macrabin.  lie  looks  nothing  like  it :  he  has  the  air  of  a  most 
degugee  lord.  I  say  Lord,  for  certainly  there  is  not  a  r/ian  in  the 
bouse  on  whom  Nature  has  set  a  plainer  mark  of  nobility. 

Tickler.  A  good  acute  head,  as  I  remember.  Well,  who  else  is 
overworked.  Peel  1 

Macrabin.  He  has  not  brains  enough  to  be  turned.* 

Tickler.  Go  over  all  the  official  squadron,  and  if  you  don't  find 
them  a  sleek,  fat-headed,  cob-trotting,  good-dinner-eating,  ball-going, 
cheery-faced,  broad- hipped  assortment  of  gentlemen — all  1  shall  say, 
my  dear,  is,  that  they  don't  much  resemble  any  of  the  sets  that  I 
remember  in -their  august  places.  Never  was  such  quackery,  my 
friend.  Any  well  employed  doctor  or  lawyer  goes  through  more 
real  tearing  fatigue,  bodily  and  mental,  in  a  year,  than  would  serve 
the  best  of  official  folk,  bating  Premiers,  if  you  will,  for  the  Siege  of 
Troy. 

North.  Well,  take  all  this.  As  to  the  present  set  in  particular.  I 
am  free  to  admit  that  it  would  be  an  unchristian  thing  to  look  for 
caracoles  from  a  team  of  cart-horses.  It  must  serve  us  to  hear  the 
driver's  whip  whistle,  and  their  bells,  poor  dumb  things,  jingle,  as 
they  urge  on  the  ponderous  machine. 

Tickler.  You  are  out — it  would  stop,  if  the  wagoner  himself  did 
not  push  like  to  break  his  back  behind,  as  well  as  skelping  away  at 
them  before. 

North.  Well,  well.  But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  Scotch 
Union  and  the  prophecies  of  Lord  Belhaven  ? 

Tickler.  Bide  a  wee,  Kit — we're  coming  to  that  belyve.  But  I 
think  the  doctor  here's  getting  shy  of  the  claret. 

Wodrow.  Aye,  indeed,  Mr.  North;  a  body's  stomach,  that's  used 
to  whisky  toddy  for  the  most  part,  or  port,  at  least,  finds  the  like  o' 
this  rather  cauld  in  the  upshot. 

Shepherd.  I've  been  scunnerin'  at  it,  too,  this  half  hour.  Come, 
Doctor,  we'se  hae  a  bowl.  (Rings;  enter  AMBROSE  and  catching 
the  SHEPHERD'S  glance,  exit  instanter.)  Now  we'il  soon  be  provided. 
My  certie,  it's  easier  to  get  back  the  Punch  than  the  Parliament. 

Tickler.  Fear  nothing.  They  will  either  be  beaten  into  giving  up 
both  the  Unions,  or  into  doing  what  I  honestly  confess  1  should  con- 
sider as  nearly  as  good — perhaps,  after  the  lapse  of  three  genera- 
tions, in  our  own  case,  on  the  whole,  the  better  thing  of  the  twain. 

Shepherd.  And- what's  that?  (Enter  Punch.)  —  Noo,  Doctor 
Wodrow,  in  wi'  your  glass — the  meikle  big  ane  o'  the  three — this 

*  Another  instance  oi  Iho  injustice  which  partisanship  yields  to  oppon«&U. — M. 
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will  gar  your  inside  lowp.     And  what's  your  projec,  Mr   Tickler,  I 
was  spearin'. 

Tickler.  A  very  simple  project.  Let  them  keep  one  session  of 
Parliament  here  and  two  in  Dublin  fur  every  three  that  they  hold 
in  Westminster,  and  the  devil's  in  it 


Wudrow.  Hoot  fie,  Southside — and  you  an  Elder  ! 


Tickler.  Peccavi  !  give  me  a  tumbler  of  your  punch  for  sconce. 
Well,  1  say,  the  mischiefs  in  it,  if  the  two  Sister  Capitals  do  not 
take  a  spring  to  astoni>h  the  world — aye,  and  the  Sister  Kingdoms 
too.  Why,  even  the  King's  bit  jaunt  did  more  good  than  I  can  tell. 
It  was*  elixir  vttee  to  us  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  and  had  not  Lord  Cas- 
tlereagh  gone  off  just  then,  and  the  liberal  reign  begun  in  earnest,  it's 
my  fancy  we  should  have  been  speaking  of  that  fortnight  to  this  day. 
Bui  the  ne'er-do-weels  spoiled  all  with  their  conundrums. 

jVorf/t.  And  that  was  his  Grace  of  Wellington's  own  opinion  once. 

Macrabin.  Granting  all  other  obstacles  were  overcome,  how  do 
you  proj  ose  to  carry  on  the  machinery  of  Government.'  Where 
are  to  be  the  public  offices  here  in  Auld  Reekie?  Where  are  we  to 
lodge  the  Ministers?  And  how  are  all  the  Members  of  the  two 
Houses  and  their  families  to  be  put  up? 

Tickler.  Never  fear;  where  the  carcass  is,  thither  will  the  eagles 
gather  fast  enough.  The  King  has  no  house  in  London,  nor  has  had 
this  many  a  day,  by  half  so  comfortable,  as  well  as  magnificent,  as 
the  Baron  of  Ballendeaii  could  turn  out  old  Holyrood*  at  three 
montta"1  notice.  The  great  lords  and  dukes — there's  not  so  many  of 
them  after  all — would  be  very  well  contented  with  such  dwellings 
as  bankrupt  Writers  to  the  Signet  are  in  the  habit  of  erecting  for 
their  own  accommodation  in  Moray  Place  and  elsewhere — shoving 
the  Septcntrionic  Jurisconsults  back  to  their  proper  quarters  in  the 
Old  Town;  the  Assembly  Rooms  would  do  very  well  for  the 
Treasury  ;  in  short,  the  deuce  a  fear  but  we  would  find  room  for 
them  all. 

Macrabin.  The  mere  clerknge,  mnn,  hundreds,  perhaps  thousands 
of  them,  how  would  you  bring  them  down,  and  where  would  you 
stow  them  ] 

T.ckler.  Contract  with  the  United  Kingdom,  to  be  sure, — fetch 
them  all  down  in  two  or  three  voyages,  at  two  pounds  a  bottom  ; 
un-l  there's  the  Ca>tle  Barracks,  1  would  board  and  lodge  the  tinklers 
there,  better  than  ever  they  were  in  their  dirty  lives  before,  at  seven 
and  sixpence  aweek. 

Shepherd.  As  for  the  Whigs,  I  suppose  billets  on  Dr  Knox,  nrd 
others  in  and  about  Surgeon  Square,  would  overcome  every  ditti 
cully. 

•  Th«  Duk*  of  Hamilton  ii  htr»dit»rr  K<M|>«r  of  Ilolyrood  l'»l»ce,  which  bu  been  repair.  J 
for  tb«  MKtpUoo  of  <4u«co  Victual.  — M. 
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Tickler.  My  eye !  what  a  reformation  one  such  session  would 
bring  about,  among  our  vain,  silly,  doomed  and  doited  gentry  ! 

Macrabi-ii.  Purification  of  domestic  morals,  I  presume — a  new 
sense  of  divine  truth  awakened. 

Tickler.  Havers — havers.  But  I'll  tell  you  what  there  would  be. 
Our  gentry  have  been  ruined  thus:  Our  nobility  being  wiled  away 
(to  all  substantial  purposes)  by  the  Southron,  the  lairds  have  been 
left  to  themselves,  and,  no  examples  of  really  great  wealth  being 
before  their  eyes  to  overawe  them,  they  have  all,  forsooth,  entered 
into  a  deliberate  system  of  competition  with  each  other  in  point  of 
show  and  expense.  One  laird  has  £3000  a-year,  we  shall  say — and 
how  few  Scottish  lairds  ever  had  any  such  rental,  we  all  know  ;  he  has 
such  and  such  a  house,  and  such  and  such  an  establishment,  and 
gives  such  and  such  entertainments.  Next  parish  glorifies  itself  in 
a  brother  squire  of  £2000  a-year,  but  with  quite  as  long  a  pedigree. 
It  immediately  ensues,  that  he  claps  a  back  jam  to  his  old  house,  in 
order  that  it  may  be  as  big  as  his  neighbor's,  and  peradventure  he 
erects  a  pepper-box  at  each  angle,  and  points  his  staircase  window, 
and  battlements  his  garrets — behold  the  castle  or  the  p-iory.  Then 
comes  the  butler  and  the  under-butler — how  could  he  do  without 
them?  and  a  suitable  train  of  coxcombs  in  blue  and  crimson — and 
then  comes  company  to  admire  all  this — and  then  crack  goes  the 
champagne — and  then  comes  pay-day — and  then  in  yoes  the  laird  to 
Edinburgh,  to  crack  over  his  affairs  with  his  excellent  and  right 
trusty  friends  Messrs.  Bondison  and  Macrichaye, — and  so  another 
year  goes  off — and  another — and  the  laird's  sons  are  getting  up — 
and  an  election  is  at  hand — and  Lord  So-and-so's  in  the  Admiralty 
— or  Mr.  So-and-so's  in  the  East  India  Direction — or  General  So-and 
so  is  a  great  friend  of  Lord  Fitzroy,*  or  some  other  great  gun  at  the 
Horse-Guards — and  the  County  Collector  has  had  a  touch  of  palsy 
lately — and  the  young  laird  has  settled  in  his  own  mind,  that  incase 
of  Bell,  or  L'Amy,  or  Clephane  going  to  the  Bench,  it  would  be  no 
bad  thing  to  have  even  so  small  a  matter  as  a  Sheriffship,  ay,  and 
until  the  old  laird  be  gathered  unto  his  grandfathers.  Do  you  smoke 
them,  Doctor  ? 

Wodrow.  There  is  no  soundness  in  them.  Vanity  of  vanities,  all 
is  vanity  ! 

Tickler.  This  species  of  folly  is  comparatively  unknown  in  the 
south.  The  spectacle  of  princely  magnificence,  obviously  unattaina- 
ble, and  inimitable,  being  constantly  before  smaller  people's  eyes, 
they  begin  to  let  their  vanity  run  in  another  and  a  more  wholesome 
channel  ;  and  pique  themselves,  in  fact,  on  a  systematic  modesty 

*  Lord  Fit/roy  Somerset,  for  many  years  military  Secretary  to  the  Commander-in-chief; 
ereated  Lord  Ragltc  in  1852,  aud  sent  to  Turkey,  in  chief  command  of  the  British  forces,  in 
ttio4.  -M. 
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and  moderation.  Anybody  that  has  ever  spent  a  summer  in  York 
shire,  will  back  me  throughout,  1  am  certain.  A  man  with  £8  or 
£10,000  a  year  of  good  lat  land,  all  in  a  ring-fence,  in  the  West 
Riding,  lives  in  every  respect  more  plainly  than  e'er  a  proud 
Scotsman  with  a  nominal  £3000  of  rental  even,  from  Dan  to  Beer- 
sheba. 

Wodrow.  And  you  are  seriously  of  opinion  that  the  splendor  of 
the  great  Englishers  would  dazzle  our  lairds' een,  so  that  they  would 
see  Hearly  the  propriety  of  living  within  their  means? 

'Itckler.  It  would  help,  1  think,  and  help  not  a  little — even  that. 
But  this  is  not  the  effective  style  of  operation  I  contemplate.  Look, 
after  all,  to  the  situation  of  the  Scotch  magnates  in  their  dear  South. 
Their  pedigrees  are  among  the  finest  in  Europe, — that  is  admitted 
— those  of  the  English  peerage,  taken  as  a  body,  are  among  the 
poorest  in  Europe  — 

North.  I  admit  that — it  has  been  the  policy  of  the  most  recent 
ministers  to  degrade  the  peerage  ;  and  if  they  had  had  the  power  of 
making  new  peers  in  Scotland,  we  may  easily  guess  what  they 
would  have  done  here  in  that  way  also,  when  we  look  at  their 
Baronetage. 

Tickler.  Yes,  yes — nevertheless,  the  fact  is  certain,  that  the  En- 
glish nobility  turn  up  their  noses  at  the  Scotch.  Nothing  under  a 
Duke  is  admitted  as  of  right  among  the  haute  noblesse  there.  Our 
Earls  and  all  downwards  are  practically  eonsideied  as  belonging  to 
an  inferior  order — something  half-way,  perhaps,  between  the  English 
title  of  the  same  sound  and  an  Irish  one. 

Macrabin.  I  have  even  known  a  Scotch  Duke  sneered  at  as  a 
questionable  sort  of  animal. 

Nurth.  Ay, — Brummell  cut  a  certain  worthy  old  friend  of  ours  in 
St.  JamesVstrcet — having  the  preceding  autumn  spent  six  weeks 
at  Dunkeld  and  Blair,  shooting  deer  and  supping  Atholebrosc  all 
the  time  like  a  hero. 

Macrabin.  Money — money — money. 

Bidder,  Chiefly  so — but  not  entirely.  Two  things  are  necessary 
—or  at  least  one  or  other  of  the  two — close  connection  with  some 
of  the  real  grandees  of  England,  who  intermarry  ii  la.  lfanyun  —  t>r 
enormous  wealth. 

Macrabin.  That  last  will  cover  all  defects.     Thanks  to  Mr.  Pitf. 

North.  Thanks  rather  to  the  ntressities  of  Mr.  Pitt'.-,  time.  Had 
he  not  extended  the  peeiapc  as  he  did,  the  acciused  proud  liltlu 
knot  of  stinking  \Vhig*  would  ha\e  had  every  thing  their  own  way. 
Charley  Fox  would  have  been  Mogul,  and  England  would  have  lieen 
revolutionized  as  Mire  a*  the  Bastile  was  overthrown. 

Tickler.  Yes,  yes.  But  1'itt  could  not  achieve,  that  necessary 
good  without  the  accompaniment  of  great,  and,  1  fear,  lasting  evil, 
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The  peerage  of  England  has  been  thoroughly  degraded.  Money 
buys  boroughs,  and  boroughs  may  command  any  thing  under  a 
dukedom  ;  and  a  peerage  bottomed  on  pounds,«shillings,  and  pence, 
can  do  things  that  a  true  nobility  durst  not  think  of. 

Macrabin.  Rat,  for  example — rat. 

Tickler.  Thou  hast  said  it.  This  degraded  order,  however,  tram 
pies  on  the  Scottish  peerage,  who  are  base  enough  to  prefer  such 
usage  to  remaining  as  princes  of  the  land  here  at  home.  And  wha 
1  was  coming  to  is  this — that  were  Parliament  held  here  now  and 
then,  these  peers  of  ours  would  find  themselves,  now  and  then,  in 
possession  of  precedence  as  to  rank  over  their  habitual  despisers ; 
they  would,  moreover,  find  themselves  now  and  then  able  to  display 
more  magnificence  than  these.  Here  they  would  have  their  fine 
places,  for  example;  and  having  their  estates  at  hand,  they  would 
be  able  to  live  much  better  every  way  than  they  ever  can  afford  to 
do  four  hundred  miles  away.  After  all,  they  would  be  the  cocks  of 
the  walk  here ; — and  what  between  the  sense  of  self-respect  thus  re- 
awakened among  them,  and  the  sobering  influences  already  alluded 
to  operating  on  the  order  just  below  them,  I  do  not  think  it  too  much 
to  say,  that  great  good  would  and  must  be  produced. 

North.  Why,  perhaps,  if  they  know  that  Edinburgh  was  to  be  the 
capital  once  every  three,  four  or  even  five  years,  they  might  learn 
to  content  themselves  with  that,  and  lie  by  in  the  interim.  Any 
thing  that  should  tend  to  keep  them  out  of  London  would  unques- 
tionably be  beneficial. 

Tickler.  Aye — and  not  to  Scotland,  or  to  Ireland  alone,  but  to 
England  herself.  What  is  London  to  grow  to  1  When  James  the 
Sixth  went  up,  the  population  of  London  was  about  what  that  of 
Edinburgh  is  now — not  more.  In  two  centuries  it  has  risen  from 
150,000  to  1,400,000  at  the  least.*  Is  that  to  go  on  ad  infinitum  ? 
Can  it  go  on  without  destroying  the  country  1  Can  it  go  on  with- 
out sapping  the  strength  of  the  provinces  ?  Can  it  go  on  without 
causing  some  consummating  convulsion  in  the  great  Babylon  itself? 
I  consider  that  the  indifference  with  which  Parliament  after  Parlia- 
ment goes  on  contemplating  this  ruinous  growth,  is  a  phenomenon 
of  absurdity -—of  insanity.  And  1  know  of  no  method  by  which  the 
evil  can  be  chocked,  except  by  throwing  the  weight  of  government 
and  fashion,  perforce,  occasionally  into  the  scales  of  Dublin  and 
Edinburgh. 

Macrabin.  A  young  and  active.  Sovereign  might  take  the  hint.f 

Tickler.  I  expect  no  absurdities.  It  would  be  as  ridiculous  to 
transplant  his  present  Majesty,  God  bless  him  !  to  the  North,  as  it 

*  And  exceeds  2.500.000  ir,  tl>e  year  1*54.— I/I. 

1  l^ueen  Victoria  has  paid  si.veral   short  visits  to   Dublin  and  Edinburgh,  and  spends    the 
iuiumu  in  Aberdeensiiire  wlieresho  a  is  .4  country  I.-.-M.  urn. — M 
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would  be  to  remove  me  from  heneath  the  shadow  of  Arthur's  Seat 
and  Salisbury  Crags,  to  a  snug  villa  in  the  Alpha  Road.  (I  think  I 
have  heard  the  name  of  such  an  abomination.) 

North.  Situated  close  to  the  Patldington  canal,  and  sung  repeat- 
edly by  Signor  Le  Ilunto,  Gloria  di  Cocagna. 

jfacrabin.   As  was  also  the  Zeta*  rod,  I  believe. 

Tickler.  From  a  kingdom,  we  have  already  sunk  into  a  province; 
let  the  thing  go  on  much  longer,  and  from  a  province  we  shall  fall 
to  a  colony — one  of  "  the  dominions  thereunto  belonging !"  They 
are  knocking  our  old  entail  law  to  pieces  as  fast  as  they  can,  and 
the  English  capitalists  and  our  Glossins  between  them,  will,  before 
many  days  pass,  have  the  soil  to  themselves — unless  something  be 
done — and  I  for  one  shall  do  mon  possible. 

Macrabin.  Trecenti  jurax  irnus. 

Shepherd.  VVeel,  if  the  gentry  lose  the  land,  the  Highland  anes  at 
ony  rate,  it  will  only  be  the  Lord's  righteous  judgment  on  them  for 
having  dispossessed  the  people  before  them.  Ah  !  wae's  me — I 
hear  the  Duke  of  Hamilton's  cottars  are  a'  gaun  away,  man  and 
mither's  son,  frae  the  Isle  o'  Arran.  Pity  on  us  !  was  there  a  bon 
nier  sight  in  the  warld,  than  to  sail  by  yon  green  shores  on  a  braw 
summer's  evening,  and  see  the  smoke  rUin'  frae  the  puir  Bodies'  bit 
shielings,  ilk  ane  wi'  its  peatstack  and  its  twa  three  auld  donncrd 
pines,  or  saughs,  or  elms,  sugh — sughin'  owre  the  thack  in  the 
gloamin'  breeze  ? 

North.  By-the-by,  I  have  a  letter  this  morning  from  a  friend  of 
mine  now  in  Upper  Canada.  He  was  rowed  down  the  St.  Lawrence 
lately,  for  several  days  on  end,  by  a  set  of  strapping  fellows,  all 
born  in  that  country,  and  yet  hardly  one  of  whom  could  speak  a 
word  of  any  tongue  but  the  Gaelie.  They  sung  heaps  of  our  old 
Highland  oar-songs,  he  says,  and  capitally  well,  in  the  true  Hebri- 
dean  fashion  ;  and  they  had  others  of  their  own,  Gaelic  too,  some  of 
which  my  friend  noted  down,  both  words  and  music.  He  has  sent 
me  a  translation  of  one  of  their  ditties — shall  1  try  how  it  will 
croon  ? 

Omnti.  O,  by  all  means — by  all  means. 

Nortfi.  Very  well,  ye'll  easily  cateh  the  air,  and  be  sure  you  tip 
roe  vigor  at  the  chorus.  (C'hanlt.) 

CANADIAN       BOAT-BONO. 

from  the  Oatlic. 

U»t»n  to  me.  OR  tvlirn  yo  lunrd  «mr  father 

fclii^  long  nj;o  tiic  m>i»g  of  othi-r  «ln>rc» — 
Lii-ii-n  to  UK*,  ami  il.«  ii  in  rlmriu  ptllior 

All  your  deep  \u'cv«,  as  »e  pu'l  j<;ur  t».-» : 

*  Thi  MTWcit  alUcka  on  Ltijh  Hunt  »«re  ortt  ih«  »i(nalar*  '•/..''— M. 
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Chorus. 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grmd  ; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

From  the  lone  shieling  of  the  misty  island 
Mountains  divide  us,  and  the  waste  of  seas  — 

Yet  still  the  blood  is  strong,  the  heart  is  Highland, 
And  \ve  in  dreams  behold  the  Hebrides : 

Fair  these  broad  mends — these  hoary  woods  are  grand; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

We  ne'er  shall  tread  the  fancy-haunted  valley, 

Where  'tween  the  dark  hills  creeps  the  small  clear  stream, 

In  arms  around  the  patriarch  banner  rally, 
Nor  see  the  moon  on  royal  tombstones  gleam : 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grand. 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

When  the  bold  kindred,  in  the  time  long-vanish'd, 

Conquer'd  the  soil  and  fortified  the  keep, — 
No  seer  foretold  the  children  would  be  banish'd, 

That  a  degenerate  Lord  might  boast  his  sheep  : 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoari/  woods  are  grand; 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers  land. 

•  Come  foreign  rage — let  Discord  burst  in  slaughter! 
0  then  for  clansman  true,  and  stem  claymore  — 
The  hearts  that  would  have  given  their  blood  like  water, 
Beat  heavily  beyond  the  Atlantic  roar : 

Fair  these  broad  meads — these  hoary  woods  are  grand. 
But  we  are  exiles  from  our  fathers'  land. 

Shepherd.  Hech  me!  that's  really  a  very  affectiu'  thing,  now 
Weel,  Doctor,  what  say  you  ?  Another  bowl  ? 

Wodrow.  Weel,  Mr.  Hogg,  if  ye  will  have  it — but  really  the 
evening's  advancing — and  wi'  a'  your  wise  discourse,  friends,  ye've 
given  me  very  little  light  yet  about  my  tway  callants. 

Tickler.  Doctor  Wodrow,  there's  nothing  for  it  but  colonization. 
Wilinot  Horton  for  ever,  say  I.  If  1  were  a  stout  carl  like  you, 
with  a  parcel  of  strapping  olive  plants  rising  about  iny  table,  by  the 
Ghost  of  Nebuchadnezzar  J  would  roup  off,  turn  every  thing  into 
cash,  and  make  interest  with  Peel  for  a  few  thousand  square  rnilea 
of  improvable  land  somewhere  in  Australia.  I'll  be  hanged  if  I 
would  not. 

Wodrow.  I'm  owre  auld,  Mr.  Tickler,  I'm  owre  anld. 

Tickler.  You  !  you're  not  sixty — here  am  I,  seventy-six  come 
Candlemas,  and  It  would  take  but  little  to  persuade  me  to  join  your 
venture.  What  say  you,  North?  could  we  move  you  to  such  a 
tramp  ? 
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North,  Why,  I've  been  thinking  of  the  like  already.  Let  politi- 
cal affairs  go  on  here  in  their  present  course  for  another  session  01 
so,  and  Great  Britain  will  be  no  place  f  >r  the  like  of  us  to  leave  our 
bones  in.  We  may  as  well  lie  by  a  little  while  longer,  and  then, 
by  Jupiter,  and  then — if  nothing  turns  up — why,  the  best  thing  we 
can  do  will,  I  devoutly  believe,  be  to  pack  up  bag  and  baggage,  and 
endeavor  to  found  a  free  and  Christian  state  somewhere  of  our  own. 

Shepherd.  I'll  g:mg  wi'  ye,  sir.  I'll  be  ready  at  half  a  year's 
notice — gin  ye'll  gie  me  a  grand  estate  or  a  good  post. 

North.   Dune  !  you  shall  choose,  for  yourself,  James. 

Shej)herd.  Na,  na !  I'll  be  weel  content  wi'  ony  thing  ye  appoint. 
And  you,  Macrabin,  will  ye  bear  to  stand  at  the  pier  o'  Leith,  and 
see  us  a'  sailin'  awa  ? 

Macrabin.  Not  I,  indeed.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  be  your 
Chief  Justice,  Judge  Admiral,  and  Lord  High  Chancellor,  all  in  one. 

Tickler.  As  I  am  the  Senior,  and  also  the  chief  capitalist,  I  intend 
to  be  Governor,  or  Cacique,  or  whatever  else  we  may  fix  on  for 
title.  You,  North,  shall  be  my  First  I»rd  of  the  Treasury  ;  ind 
honest  Mullion  my  Secrt-tary  of  State.  Odoherty  will  be  forthcom- 
ing for  Commiinder-iii  Chief.  1  shall  ofler  the  Admiralty  to  B-isil 
Hall,  I  think.  He  is  certainly  the  most  courageous  Argonaut,  going, 
for  he  has  stereotyped  the  fii>t  edition  of  his  book* — and  on  the 
whole,  I  consider  this  compliment  as  due  to  him.  You,  Macrabin, 
as  you  judiciously  propose,  shall  have  the  law  arningemcnts  on 
your  shoulders — you  shall  be  at  once  our  Solon  and  our  Sugden — 

Macrabin.   Your  Justinian,  and  your  Justice  Clerk  — 

Tickler.  Our  iiha<iamanthus  and  our  Hae  — 

Macrabin.  Your  Lycurgus,  your  Lyndhurst,  and  your  L'Amy — 
(hear.) 

Tickler.   Our  Plato,  our  Plunket,  and  our  Pitmilly — (hear.) 

Macrabin.  Your  Cato,  your  Coke,  and   your  Keay — (hear,  hear.) 

Tickler.  Our  Meailowlmnk,  our  Minos,  and  our  Macneil — (hmr.) 

Mncnibin.  Your  Draco,  your  Demosthenes,  and  \oiir  Diekson — 
(hear.  Afar.) 

Shepherd.  Our  Ilalkerstone,  our  IIoup,  and  our  Iliingie — (heart 
hear,  hrar.) 

Omiit*.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !— ha !  ha !  ha  !— ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Tickler.  By  the  way,  Doctor,  we've  been  forgetting  the  Church 
K-';i  li->lmi«-i:t.  Of  course  \ouMI  l>e  our  Hish»pf 

Wodmw.  Me  a  Bi>hop,  Mr.  Tickler  !  I'm  a  Calriimt  to  the  back- 
bain*.  Presbyterian  pawrity  for  me  wherever  I  gang. 

MarrabiH.  j  have-  a  mi-re  solid  objection.  '1  he  Script  lire  has  ruled 
that  u  Bishop  must  be  (In  husb:md  of  only  one  wife,  and  I  submit 
that  such  a  chaiacier  would  be  wholly  out  of  place  in  a  new  settle 

•  A  r«ry  Boiuuil  pfoc«M  wub  Ui«Jfrtf  KJitioD  of  aojr  book,  in  »njr  p«rt  of  Euro]*.— M. 
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onent,  such  as  we  are  about  to  organize.  I  am  therefore  inclined,  as 
Amicus  Curias,  to  suggest  that  we  should  adhere  to  the  Presbyterian 
model ;  in  which  case,  our  worthy  friend  here  might  comply  with 
the  spirit  of  our  patriarchal  institutions,  and  have  just  as  many  Mrs 
Pawrity-Wodrows  as  he  might  happen  to  find  convenient  under  ex- 
isting circumstances. 

Shepherd.  Aye,  man  ?  and  how  many  Mrs.  Macrabins  is  there  to 
be  o'  them  ? 

Macrabin.  Hogg,  the  answer  to  that  question  is  still  in  the  womb 
of  time.  As  well  might  I  ask  how  many  Mrs.  Hoggs,  Mrs.  Ticklers, 
or  Mrs.  Norths.  Such  inquiries,  Hogg,  at  the  present  stage  of  this 
business,  must  be  considered  as  rash,  premature,  and  irrelevant. 
But  sure  I  am,  (tisitig)  that,  sitting  there  as  you  do,  you  can  have  no 
doubt  with  regard  to  the  principle,  gentlemen,  the  broad,  the  just, 
the  liberal,  and  the  salutary  principle,  on  which  I  have  ventured  to 
bottom  the  hingeing  and  cardinal  features  of  this  case  !  No,  Hogg; 
is  it  to  be  endured  that  we,  a  patriotic  band,  fleeing  to  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth,  in  order  that  we  may  no  longer  be  the  witnesses 
of  the  political,  the  moral,  and  the  religious  degradation,  insecurity, 
and  oppression  of  a  once  proud,  and  virtuous,  and  truly  Protestant 
country — is  it  to  be  borne,  1  say,  and  I  repeat,  that  we,  my  Luds, — 
that  we,  the  heroic  victims  of  this  tyranny,  the  noble  eschewers  of 
this  abomination,  the  self-exiled  confessors  of  the  great  and  holy 
cause  of  British  Protestantism — is  it  to  be  endured  even  for  a  mo- 
ment, that  we,  my  Luds,  should  be  held  bound  to  carry  with  us  into 
those  new;,  wide,  and  virgin  regions,  over  which  we  seem  destined  to 
diffuse  and  establish  the  great  principles  of  light,  and  law,  and  liber- 
ty,— is  it  to  be  endured,  my  Luds,  that%we  should  hamper  our  wings 
in  this  great,  gallant,  and  glorious  excursion,  with  any  of  those  most 
inapplicable  impediments  and  most  unsuitable  entanglements,  which, 
rendered  necessary  in  old  thickly  peopled  territories  by  the  inevita- 
ble march  of  circumstances,  and  sanctioned  accordingly  in  such  ter- 
ritories by  the  denunciations  at  once  of  the  press,  the  pulpit,  and  the 
pillory,  could  under  other  circumstances  be  attended  with  no  conse- 
quence but  that  of  hampering  the  infant  movements  of  the  social 
principle  in  a  manner  alike  impertinent,  my  Luds,  impolitic,  and 
unpleasant  ? — (Hear,  hear!] — No,  sir;  far  from  us  be  such  narrow, 
illiberal,  and  unphilosophical  bigotry  !  Let  us  not  assimilate  our- 
selves in  our  minds'  eyes  to  the  poor  haltered  mill-horses,  who  stump 
their  eternal  round  within  the  never-varying  circle  of  outworn  for- 
malities! Let  us,  O  my  Hogg,  take  a  wider,  a  nobler,  and  a  more 
aerial  range  in  our  aspirations! — (Hear, hear!) — Let  us  dwell  rather 
on  the  great  precursors  and  founders  of  the  existing  societies  now 
degrading  and  degraded,  within  the  ancient  hemisphere  of  this  ter- 
restrial globe.  Let  us  assimilate  ourselves  rather  to  the  Patriarchs 
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of  old — (Hear,  hear,  hear/) — Let  us  go  forth  into  the  wilderness  of 
the  New  World,  able  and  willing  to  exert  all  our  faculties  in  the 
noble  task  of  (bunding  a  wise,  a  free,  an  independent,  a  moral,  a  just, 
an  obedient,  and  a  populous  nation.  (Hear^hear!)  Let  the  people 
grow,  and  let  the  rulers  thereof  abound  and  flourish.  (Jleur,  hear, 
hear  /)  Let  us  spread  ourselves  in  a  full  and  fertilizing  stream,  from 
the  borders  of  the  great  river,  even  the  river  TICKLKR,  unto  the  wil- 
derness of  \VODROW  on  the  right  hand,  and  unto  the  huge-  cedar-clad 
mountains  of  the  MACKABINIAN  chain  upon  the  left!  (//far,  hear!) 
Let  our  Shepherd  bequeath  his  name  and  his  blood  to  all  the  dwell- 
ers in  a  valley  like  Unto  the  valley  of  Egypt.  Yea,  let  the  HOGGS 
of  that  land  be  as  numerous  as  the  Howtowdies  of  this!  And  let 
NORTHOPOLIS  extend  her  walls  and  her  towers,  until  Imperial  Koine, 
in  comparison  to  her,  be  voted  a  rat-hole,  Nineveh  a  nook,  Babylon 
a  baby-house,  and  Pekin  the  paltriest  pile  of  the  Pigmies!  Jn  a 
•word,  1,  like  this  reverend  and  revered  father,  am  opposed 
Mordicns  to  the  adoption  of  the  Episcopalian  ritual  and  discipline  in 
the  infant  state.  In  its  application  to  our  meditated  polity,  I  fore- 
see a  long  concatenation  of  insuperable  and  even  disgusting  evils;  I 
say  with  our  Wodrow — 

*  Let  Love  be  Liberty,  and  Nature  Lawl "      (Hear,  hear,  hear) 

And  1  beg  leave  to  propose  a  health  to  the  wives  and  sweethearts  01 
the  colonists  of  NEW  ST.  KIT'S — (three  limes  three.) 

Tickler,  I  hereby  give  my  sanction  to  that  name.  NKW  ST.  KIT'S 
Jet  it  be. 

North.  Thank  ye  —  well,  I  think  we  have  settled  most  other  things 
pretty  decentlv — where  are  we  to  get  the  cash  ] 

Tickler.  Cash?  Pooh,  pooh!  Ca:-h,  Corn,  and  Catholics — all 
shall  be  forthcoming.  Why,  I  don't  wish  to  take  things  at  a  high 
estimate;  but,  surely,  what  with  my  land  and  I<IIK/S  in  the  West 
Country,  my  st«-ck  here,  in  France,  and  in  the  United  States — 
North's  plum — and  what  the  rest  of  you  may  scrape  together,  we 
may  count  one  way  or  another  on  some — let  me  see — some  millions 
—or  so.  Not  enough,  )ou  will  sa)  ? — well,  it  will  make  a  begin- 
ning, however,  and  when  once  we're  afloat,  no  fears— we  sluill 
have  constant  accessions.  Protestant  capital  will  soon  pour  in  upon 
us. 

Mucrabin.  \  look  much  to  the  influence  of  the  liberal  lawn  1  shall 
take  care  to  cntablish,  1  shall  give  every  encouragement  to  new- 
co  m  era,  1  promise  you  ;  and  what  with  London  I '.-inker.-,  and  Edin- 
burgh Wrileih-to-thc-Signet,  and  other  m-cnlental  contributors,  I 
think  "in  Magazine  is,  in  fact,  like  to  be  troubled  with  a  "  pre»a  of 
matter." 

Tickler.  According  to  the  recent  averages,  we  may  count  on,  at 


"  THE   MEIKLE    BLACK   DEIL."  377 

least,  one  of  each  of  those  classes  of  emigres  yearly  — they'll  cer- 
tainly prefer  New  St.  Kit's  to  the  United  States,  or  even  to  La  Belle 
France. 

Wodrow.  I  thought  you  had  wished  an  exclusively  moral  popula- 
tion— now  really,  gentlemen,  fugitive  bankers — swindling  doers — 
people  that,  in  fact,  can't  well,  when  detected  thoroughly,  be  allowed 
to  remain  even  among  the  Whigs  of  the  old  country — with  submis- 
sion, 1  can't  but  have  my  doubts  how  these  folk  would  amalgamate. 

Tickler.  Be  not  over  curious.  Our  motto  must  be  quoad  capital, 
All's  fish  tha.t  comes  to  the  net — come  pike — come  gudgeon  ! 

Macrabin.  Remember  the  origin  of  Rome,  Doctor — the  brazen 
•wolf,  the  Horatii  and  Curiatii,  Bos  locutus  est,  the  Sabine  ladies, 
and  other  points  of  learning.  Come,  fill  your  glasses — tingle-lingle- 
ling — hear  ye  the  music  o'  the  spoon,  Doctor1? 

Shepherd  (sinys,  accompanied  by  MACKABIN  on  the  trombone  ) 

Let  tbem  cant  about  Adam  and  Eve — frae  my  saul 
I'm  mair  gieu  to  lamenting  Beelzebub's  fall, 
Though  the  beasts  were  a'  tame,  and  the  streams  were  a'  clear, 
And  the  bowers  were  in  blossom  a'  through  the  laug  year — 
Our  ain  warkl  wad  serve  me  for  an  Eden  atweel, 
An  it  were  ua  for  fear  o'  the  Meikle  Black  DeiL 
Chorus — "  Our  aiu  warld,''  &o. 

I  was  born  to  a  lairdship  on  sweet  Teviot  side, 
My  hills  they  are  gree^i.  and  my  holms  they  are  wide, 
I  hae  ewes  by  the  hundred,  and  kye  by  the  score, 
And  there's  meal,  and  there's  maut,  and  there's  whisky  galore — 
And  this  warld  wad  sl-rve  me  for  an  Eden  atweel, 
An  it  were  na  for  fear  o'  the  Meikle  Black  DeiL 
(Jhorux — "  Our  ain  warld,"  Ac. 

There  is  Jenny,  jimp  Jenny — and  blythe  bonny  Kate, 
There  is  Susan  the  slec — and  (here's  Bauby  the  blate, 
There  is  Jessy,  my  darling  that  kaims  back  her  hair 
And  wee  frighteu'd  Meg,  that  I  met  at  the  fair — 
And  this  warld  would  serve  me  for  an  Edeu  atweel, 
An  it  were  na  for  fear  o'  the  Meikle  Black  Deil. 
Choruts — "  Our  aiu  warld,"  <fcc. 

Wodrow.  O  fie — O  fie — Mr.  Hogg  !  Mr.   Hogg  !  Mr.  Hogg  !  — 

(Exit.) 

Macrabin.  Come,  now  the  old  cock's  off  at  last — let's  have  in  the 
cigars,  and  begin  work  seriously.  (-L(fi  smoking.) 
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No.  XLV1I.— DECEMBER,  1829. 
The  Snuggery — Time,  seven  c'clock. — NORTH  and  the  Shepherd.     * 

Shepherd.  O,  sir!  but  there's  something  delightfu'  in  coal-fire 
glimmerin'  and  gloomin',  breakin1  out  every  noo  and  then  into  a 
flickerin'  bleeze  ;  and  whenever  ane  uses  the  poker  into  a  sudden  illu 
initiation,  vivify  in'  the  pictured  paper  on  the  wa's,  and  settin'  a'  the 
range  o'  look  in  -glasses  a-low,  like  sae  inony  beacons  kindled  on  the 
taps  o'  hills,  burnin'  awa'  to  ane  anither  owre  a'  the  kint.ra  side,  on 
the  birth-day  night  o'  the  Duke  o'  Buccleuch,  or  that  o' his  marriage 
vri'  that  fair  English  Leddy* — God  bless  them  baith,  and  send  them 
in  glide  time  a  circle  o'  bauld  sous  and  bonny  dochters,  to  uptiuud 
the  stately  an'  noble  house  o'  the  King  o'  the  Border. 

North.  Amen.     James — a  caulker. 

Shepherd.  That  speerit's  far  aboon  proof.  There's  little  difference 
Atween  awkn  veety  and  awka  fortis.  Ave,  ma  man,  that  gars  your 
een  water.  Dicht  them  \vi'  thedoylez,  ami  then  tak  a  mouthfu'  out 
o'  the  jug  to  moderate  the  intensity  o'  the  pure  creiur.  Maud, 
baud!  it's  no  sma'  yili,  but  strong  toddy,  sir.  Tl/s  body  'II  be  fu' 
afore  aught  o'clock.  (Aside.) 

North.  Tljis  jug,  James,  is  rather  wishy-washy  ;  confound  me  if 
I  don't  suspect  it  is  milk  arid  water! 

Shepherd.  Plowp  in  some  speerit.  Let  me  try't.  It'll  do  noo, 
sir.  That's  capital  boiling  water,  and  tholes  double  it's  ain  wecht 
o*  can  Id  Gletilivct.  Let's  dook  in  the  thermometer.  I'p,  you  see, 
to  twa  hunder  and  twiinty,  just  the  proper  toddy  pitch.  Il'smiraw- 

CuloUs  ! 

North.   What  sort  of  a  night  out  of  doors,  James? 

Shepherd.  A  fine  nicht,  sir,  and  like  the  season.  '1  he  wund's  due 
east,  and  1'se  waurant  the  ships  at  anchor  in  the  roads  are  a'  rather 
coggly,  wi'  their  nebs  doon  the  Firth,  like  s:ie  inony  roekini:-ho«»8es. 
On  turnin1  the  corner  o'  Picaidy,  a  lilash  o'  sleet  like  a  verra  MMW- 
ba'  arnaist  knocked  my  ln-ml  «H'  my  shouthers;  mid  n.s  for  my  hat, 
if  it  meet  with  nae  interruption,  it  maun  be  weel  on  to  West-Craigw 
by  this  time,  for  it  flew  alf  in  a  whurlwind.  Ye  canna  see  the  sleet 
fortheharr;  the  ghastly  lamps  are  amaint  entirely  overpoored  by 


*  Th»  !>•>»  of  liii'-'-inirti  tnil  Qu«*n>tury  (born  in   I  (>.>  mamrj  «  tlanchtrr  nf  th«  Mar- 

Until.      Hr  tind  U^n  a  n.«  , 
Ui  u>  (4u»«n  VtcUKia.     M. 


•t>i«  •  I  Itttfa.     Hi  tud  U»n  a  mrirb«r  ol  Feel'*  Cabinet  in  IM1~I(>.  anil  «*c  wa»  MUtre«  of 
UM  K 
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the  wh  istlin'  darkness;  and  as  for  moon  and  stars,  they're  a'  dead 
and  buried,  and  we  never  may  wutness  their  resurrection.  Auld 
women  frae  chimley-taps  are  eleytin'  wi'  a  crash  into  every  area, 
and  the  deevil's  tirlin'  the  kirks  outowre  a'  the  Synods  o'  Scotland. 
Whisht!  is  that  thunner ? 

North.  I  fear  scarcely — but  the  roar  in  the  vent  is  good,  James, 
and  tells  of  tempest.  Would  to  heaven  I  were  at  sea! 

Shepherd.  That's  impious.  Yet  you  micht  aiblins  be  safe  aneuch 
in  a  bit  cockle-shell  o'  an  open  boat — for  some  folk  are  born  no  to 
be  drooned  — 

North.  There  goes  another  old  woman  ! 

Shepherd.  O  but  the  Yarrow  wull  be  a'  ae  red  roar  the  noo,  frae 
the  Loch  to  the  Ettrick.  Yet  wee  Jamie's  soun'  asleep  in  his  crib 
by  this  time,  and  dreamin',  it  may  be,  o'  paddlin'  amang  the  men- 
nows  in  the  silver  sand-banks  o'  simmer,  whare  the  glassy  stream 
is  nae  higher  than  his  knee  ;  or  o'  chasin'  amang  the  broo'm  the 
young  Unties  sent  by  the  sunshine,  afore  their  wings  are  weel  fea- 
thered, frae  their  mossy  cradle  in  the  briar- bush,  and  able  to  flee  just 
•weel  aneuch  to  wile  awa'  on  and  on,  after  their  chirpin  flutter,  my 
dear  wee  canty  callant,  chasin'  first  ane  and  then  anither,  on  wings 
just  like  their  ain,  the  wings  o'  joy,  love,  and  hope  ;  fauldin'  them, 
in  a  disappointment  free  frae  ony  taint  o'  bitterness,  when  a'  the  bur- 
dies  hae  disappeared,  and  his  een,  as  he  sits  doon  on  the  knowe,  h'x 
themselves  wi'  a  new  pleasure  on  the  bonny  bands  o'  gowans 
croodin'  round  his  feet. 

North.  A  bumper,  my  dear  Shepherd,  to  Mount  Benger. 

Shepherd.  Thank  ye,  sir,  thank  ye.  Oh!  my  dear  sir,  but  ye  hae 
a  gude  heart,  sound  at  the  core  as  an  apple  on  the  sunny  southside 
o'  the  tree — and  ruddy  as  an  apple,  sir,  is  your  cheek  — 

North.  Yes.  James,  a  life  of  temperance  preserves  — 

Shepherd.  Help  ypurseP.  and  put  owre  the  jug.  There's  twunty 
gude  years  o'  wear  and  tear  in  you  yet,  Mr.  North — but  what  for 
wunna  ye  marry  ?  Dinna  be  frichtened — it's  naething  ava — and  it 
aften  grieves  my  heart  to  think  o'  you  lyin'  your  lane  in  that  state- 
bed,  which  canna  be  less  than  seven  feet  wide,  when  the  General's 
witlow  — 

North.  I  have  long  wished  for  an  opportunity  of  confiding  to  you 
a  secret,  which  — 

Shepherd.  A  sacret !  Tell  nae  sacrot  to  me — for  I  never  a'  my 
life  could  sleep  wi'  a  sacret  in  my  head,  ony  inair  than  wi'  the  lug- 
ache.  But  if  you're  merely  gaun  to  tell  me  that  ye  hae  skrewed  up 
your  courage  at  Jast  to  marry  her,  say't,  du't  and  be  dune  wi't,  for 
she's  a  comely  and  a  c-ozcy  m'tur,  yon  Mrs.  Gentle,  and  it'll  do  my 
een  gude  to  see  you  marchin'  up  wi'  her,  haun  an'  huun  to  the  Hy- 
meneal Altar. 
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North.  On  Christmas  day.  my  dear  James,  we  shall  be  one  spirit. 

Siifpherd.  And  ae  fiei-h.  Hurraw  !  hurraw  !  hurraw!  Gies  your 
haun'  on  that,  my  auld  hearty  !  Wliat  a  gran'  echo's  in  yon  coiner 
o'  the  roof!  hear  till't  smuckin'  loot's  after  us,  as  if  Cupid  himsel' 
were  in  the  cornice  ! 

North.  You  must  write  our  Epithalamium. 

Shepherd.  That  I  wull,  wi'  a'  my  birr,  and  sae  wull  Delta,  and 
sae  wull  the  Doctor,*  and  sae,  I'm  sure,  wull  Mr.  VVudsworth  ;  and 
I  can  answer  for  Sir  Walter  - 

North.  Who  has  kindly  promised  to  give  away  the  Bride. 

Shepherd.  \  could  greet  to  think  that  1  canna  be  the  Best  Man.  f 

North.  Tickler  has  - 

Shepherd.  Capital  —  capital  !  I  see  him  —  look,  there  he  is  —  wi'his 
speck-and-span-new  sky-blue  coat  wi'  siller  buttons,  snaw-white 
waistcoat  wi'  gracefu1  flaps.  lieht  casimer  knee-breeks  wi'  lang  ties, 
flesh-cttlored  silk-stockings  wi'  flowered  gushets,  pumps  brushed  up 
to  a  perfect  polish  a'  roun'  the  buckles  crystal-set,  a  dash  o'powther 
in  his  hair,  een  bricht  as  diamonds,  the  lace  o'  him  like  the  verra 
sun,  chin  shaven  smooth  as  satin,  mouth  —  saw  ye  ever  sic  teeth  in 
a  man's  head  at  his  time  o'  life  —  mantling  wi*  jocund  benisoiis,  and 
the  haill  feegar  o*  the  incomparable  fallow,  frae  tap  to  tae,  sax  feet 
fowrc  inches  and  a  hawf  gude  measure,  instinek  wi'  condolence  and 
congratulation,  as  if  at  times  he  were  almost  believing  Buchanan 
Lodge  was  Southside  —  that  ho  was  changin'  places  wi'  you,  in  a 
sweet  sort  o'  jookery-pawkery  —  that  he  was  Christopher  North,  and 
Mrs.  Gentle  on  the  verra  brink  o'  becoming  Mrs.  Tickler? 

North.  James,  you  make  me  jealous. 

Shepherd.  For  Heaven's  sake,  sir,  dinna  split  on  that  rock.  Re- 
member Othello,  and  hoo  he  smothered  his  wife  wi'  the  bowsler. 
But  saft  lie  the  bowster  aneath  your  twa  happy  heads,  and  plea 
santly  may  your  goold  watch  keep  tickin*  throughout  the  night,  in 
accompaniment  wi'  the  beatin's  o'  your  twa  worthy  and  wedded 
hearts. 

Nyrth.  Methinks,  James,  the  wind   has  shifted  round  to  the  — 

Shepherd.      O'  a'  th«  nirte  the  wuiul  cnn  blaw, 
1  dearly  W  the  west, 
ifur  Uiere  the  benny  widow  lives, 
The  JUK-  that  I  W-  bc»t  I 

North.  Let  us  endeavor  to  change  the  subject     How  many  poets, 
think  ye,  Jamc«,  at  the  present  moment,  may  be  in  Edinburgh  1 
Shtphtrd.   Buith  Hexes!     \Vere   I   appointed,  during   a  weapon  o' 
,  to  the  head   o'  the  Com  minsaw  rial  Department  in  a  great 
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Bane-Soup-Dispensary,  for  behoof  and  in  behalf  o'  the  inspired  pairt 
o'  the  poppilation  o'  Ernbro',  I  think  it  wad  na  be  safe  to  take  the 
average — supposing  the  dole  to  each  beggar  to  be  twice  a-day — 
aneath  twunty  thoosand  rawtions. 

North.  The  existence  of  such  a  class  of  persons  really  becomes 
matter  of  serious  consideration  to  the  State. 

Shepherd.  Wad  ye  be  for  pittin'  them  down  by  the  strong  arm  o' 
the  Law  ? 

North.  Why,  you  see,  James,  before  we  could  reach  them  it 
would  be  necessary  to  alter  the  whole  Criminal  Jurisprudence  of 
Scotland. 

Shepherd.  I  dinna  see  that  ava'.  Let  it  just  be  enacted,  neist  ses- 
sion o'  Parliament,  that  the  punishment  o'  the  first  offence  shall  be 
sax  months'  imprisonment  on  crowdy,  o'  the  second  Botany,*  and  the 
third  death  without  benefit  o'  clergy.  But  stop  awee — cut  aff  the 
hinner  end  o'  that  last  claws,  and  let  the  meenisters  o'  religion  be 
admitted  to  the  condemned  cells. 
North.  Define  "  First  Offence." 

Shepherd.  Aye,  that  gars  ane  scurt  their  head.  I  begin  to  see 
into  the  difficulties  o'  Psenal  Legislawtion. 

North.  Then,  James,  think  on  the  folly  of  rewarding  a  miserable 
Driveller,  for  his  first  offence,  with  board  and  lodging  for  six  months  ! 
Shepherd.   We  maun  gie  up  the  crowdy.      Let  the  first  offence, 
then,  be  Botany. 

North.  We  are  then  brought  to  the  discussion  of  one  of  the  most 

puzzling  problems  in  the  whole  range  of 

Shepherd.  Just  to  prevent  that,  for  the  solution  o'  sic  a  puzzling 
problem  would  be  a  national  nuisance,  let  us  mercifully  substitute, 
at  ance  and  to  be  dune  wi't,  for  the  verra   first  offence  o'  the  kind, 
however  srna',  and  however   inaccurately  defined,  neither   maun  we 
be  verra  pernickety  about  evidence,  the  punishment  o'  death. 
North.  1  fear  hanging  would  not  answer  the  desired  end. 
Shepherd.  Answer  the  end? 

North.  A  sort  of  spurious  sympathy  might  be  created  in  the  souls 
of  the  silly  ones,  with  the  poor  poetasters  following  one  another, 
with  mincing  steps,  up  the  scaffold-ladder,  and  then  looking  round 
upon  the  crowd  with  their  "  eyes  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling,"  and  per- 
haps giving  Hangy  their  last  speeches  and  dying  words  to  distribute, 
in  the  shape  of  sonnets,  odes,  and  elegies,  all  the  while  looking  at 
once  Jemmy-Jessarm  ish  and  Jacky -Lackadaisical,  with  the  collars 
of  their  shirts,  for  the  nonce,  a-la-Byron,  and  their  tuneful  throats, 
white  as  those  of  so  many  Boarding-School-Misses,  most  piteous  to 
behold,  too  rudely  visited  by  a  hempen  neckcloth.  There  would  be 
a  powerful  and  dangerous  reaction. 

*  In  those  days,  convicts  were  transported  to  Botany  Bay,  New  £ouih  Walcs.---M. 
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Skejrferd.  I  see  farther  and  farther  ben  intil  the  darkness  o'Psenal 
Legislawtion.  There  is  but  ae  resource  left.  Tak  the  punishment 
Into  your  ain  hands.  The  nation  expects  it,  sir.  Gie  them  TUB 
KNOUT. 

North.  Ivill. 

Shepherd.  Horridly  conceese ! 

North.  Unroll  a  few  yards  of  yonder  List,  James,  and  rend  ofTthe 
first  fifty  names. 

Shepherd.  Mercy  on  us  !  Lang  as  the  signatures  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Petition,  or  the  Address  to  Queen  Caroline.  How  far  wad 
it  reaeh  ? 

North.  It  is  not  so  long  as  you  imagine,  James.  It  is  precisely 
as  lung  as  the  fnmt  of  the  Lodge. 

Shepherd.  Forty  yards  !  A  hunder  and  twenty  feet  o'  the  names 
o'  Poets  a'  flourishin'  in  Embro'  at  ae  era! 

North.  Read  awa,  James. 

Shepherd.  A'  arranged  alphabetically,  as  I  hope  to  be  shaved ! 
Puir  fallow  A  A  A  !  Little  did  your  father  think,  when  he  was 
haudin'  ye  up  in  lang  frocks,  a  skirlin'  babby,  to  be  ehrissen'd  after 
your  uncle  and  your  granpawpn,  that  in  less  than  twunty  years,  you 
were  to  be  rebaptizrd  in  blind,  under  the  Knout  o'  ane  without  bow 
els  and  without  ruth  !  (Letting  the  Lint  fall  out  of  his  hands.)  1  hae 
nae  heart  to  get  beyond  thae  three  mai>t  mjy fortunate  and  ill-chosen 
initials!  I'm  gettin' a  wee  sick-  -\\  hare's  the  Glenlivet  ?  Ileeh  ! 
But  I'm  better  noo.  Puir  chiel',  I  wuss  I  hadna  ken't  him  ;  but 
it's  no  twa  months  back  sin'  he  was  at  Mount  Benger,  and  left 
wi'  me  a  scries  o'  Sonnets  on  Puddoek-stools,  on  the  model  o' 
Milton's. 

North.  No  invidious  appeal  to  my  mercy,  James. 

Shepherd.  Let  it  at  least  temper  your  justice ;  yet  sure  aneuch 
never  was  there  sic  a  screed  o'  vermin. 

North.  Never  since  the  Egyptian  plague  of  flies  and  liee. 

Shepherd.  Dinna  be  too  severe,  sir,  dinna  be  too  severe.  Hither 
ca'  them  frnitgic*. 

North.   Be  it  so.     As  when,  according  to  Cowper  — 

A  nice  olwot'iii*, 

8|>ii\vn'd  in  tin*  tninlih  l>«-<li»  <>f  Nil.  ,  cium-  furlb 
I'ollntiii^  F.|4\|il:  (L'iiidrtm,  li<  M-.  nixl  plains, 
Won-  covc-rcd  with  tin-  pvi«t ;  the  Mrrt-ts  wore  lill'd  ; 
'Ilii-  <-i"nkinLf  utiii-Miii'i-  link  il  in  •  \.  i\  nook; 
Nor  pnlarpft,  imr  evt-n  rlintnbi'rs  '•orpt-d; 
Aud  the  lund  »tnuk — n>  niiinennm  unit  the  fry. 

Shepherd.  The  bind  s-tnnk  !  Cowper  meant  there,  a'  Egv  pt.  But 
in  Kinlifo',  \\lu-re  The  Lainl  means,  ye  k«-n,  a  Tenement  or  Tene- 
ment^, a  batch  o'  houses,  a  continuous  M-ries  o'  \<  dyings,  the  exprea 
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rfon  '  the  land  stank,"  is  fearsomely  intensified  to  the  nostrils  o' 
the  imagination  o'  ilka  individual  either  in  the  New  or  the  Auld 
Town. 

North.  It  must  have  brought  down  the  price  of  lodgings. 

Shepherd.  Mony  o'  them  wunna  let  at  a'.  You  canna  gang  doun 
a  close  without  jostlin'  again' the  vermin.  Shoals  keep  perpetually 
pourin'  doon  the  common-stairs.  Wantin'  to  hae  a  gude  sight  o' 
the  sea,  last  time  I  was  here,  I  gaed  up  to  the  Gallon  Hill.  There 
was  half-a-dizzen  decided  anes  crawlin'  aneath  the  pillars  o'  the  Par- 
thenion — and  I  afterwards  stumbled  on  as  mony  mair  on  the  tap  o' 
N  eel  son's  Moniment. 

North.  It  is  shocking  to  think  that  our  churches  are  infested 
by 

Shepherd.  Na,  what's  waur  than  that,  this  very  evenin'  I  met  ane 
loupin'  doon  Ambrose's  main  staircase.  Tappytoorie  had  luckily 
met  him  on  his  way  up;  and  having  the' poker  in  his  haun — he  had 
been  ripein'  the  ribs  o'  the  Snuggery — Tappy  charged  him  like  a 
lancer,  and  ye  never  saw  sic  spangs  as  the  cretur,  when  1  met  him, 
was  makin'  towards  the  front  door. 

North.  A  very  few  young  men  of  true  poetical  genius,  and  more 
of  true  poetical  feeling,  we  have  among  us,  James,  nevertheless; 
and  then,  some  day  soon,  I  propose  to  praise  — 

Shepherd.  Without  pleasin'  thorn — for  unless  you  lay't  on  six 
inches  think — the  butter  1  mean — no  the  knowt — they'll  misca' 
you  ahint  \  our  back  for  a  niggard.  Then,  hoo  they  butter  ane 
anither — and  their  ain  sells  !  Genius — genius — that's  aye  their 
watchword  and  reply — but  a's  no  gowd  that  glitters — paste's  no 
pearls — a  Scotch  pebble's  no  a  Golconda  gem — neither  is  a  bit  glass 
bead  a  diamond — nor  a  leaf  o'  tinsy  a  burnished  sheet  o'  the  ore  for 
•wh'ch  kingdoms  are  bought  and  sold,  and  the  human  conscience  sent 
into  thrall  to  the  powers  o'  darkness. 

North.  Modest  merit  must  be  encouraged  and  fostered. 

Shepherd.  Whare  wull  ye  find  it? 

North.  Why  there,  for  example,  are  our  four  countrymen — and  1 
might  notice  others.  Pringle,  and  Malcolm,  and  Hetherington.* 

Shepherd.  Fine  fallows,  a'  the  Fowre.     Here's  to  them  ! 

North.  The  night  improves,  and  must  be  almost  at  its  best.    That 

*  Thomas  Pringle  was  a  Scotchman  who,  after  various  literary  osFayF,  \vas  Editor  of  Black- 
Woofs  Magazine,  which  -was  commenced  in  April,  lh']7.  He  was  adecided  Liberal  in  politics, 
Blackwood  was  a  Tory.  They  separated,  1'ringle  going  over  to  Comttable'l  Edinburgh  Mnpn- 
z»ne,  Blackwcod  remaining  with  Maga.  After  this.  1'ringle  emigrated  to  South  Africa  (and 
eventually  published  aji  interesting  acccui  t  of  his  Hesidence  there.)  but  he  returned  to  Eng- 
land,  where  he  became  "Secretary  of  the  Anti-Slavery  Society,  and  conducted  "Friendship*! 
Offering,"  a  popular  annual,  for  many  years.  He  died  in  1S34.— John  Ma'colm.  who  had  been 
an  officer  in  the  British  arm\,  wrote  a  good  denl  for  Annuals  and  RIopazines,  pobliihed  two 
volumes  of  poetry,  and  died  at  Edinburgh.— Willi:mi  Hethrringlon  was  a  small  litiraUur, 
•<vho  fluttered  among  the  periodicals,  clutfiy  a*  a  writer  ol  verses. — M 
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is  a  first  rate  howl !     Well  done,  hail.     I  pity  the  poor  hot-houses. 
The  stones  cannot  be  less  than  sugar-almonds. 

Shepherd.  Sboogger-awmons !  They're  like  guse-eggs.  If  the 
lozens  were  na  paw  tent  plute,  lung  ere  noo  they  would  hue  a*  flown 
into  flinders.  But  they're  ball-proof.  They  wudna  break  though 
you  were  to  let  ulF  a  pistol. 

North.  What,  James,  is  your  favorite  weather? 

Sheplurd.  A  clear,  hard,  block  frost.  Sky  without  a  clud — sua 
bright,  but  almost  cold — earth  firm  aneath  your  feet  as  a  rock — 
tiees  silent,  but  not  asleep  wi'  iheir  budded  branches — ice-edged 
rivers  amaist  mute  and  motionless,  yet  wiinplin'  a  wee,  and  mur- 
muring dozingly  as  in  a  cream — the  air  or  atmo*phcre  sue  rarified 
by  the  mysterious  alchemy  o'  that  wonderfu'  \Vuzui d,  \Vunter,  that 
when  ye  draw  in  \our  breath,  \e're  no  sensible  o'  1m  in  ony  lungs; 
•wi'  sic  a  celestial  coolness  does  the  spirit  o'  the  middle  region  per- 
vade and  permeate  the  totality  o'  sine's  hail  created  existence,  sowle 
and  body  being  but  ae  essence,  the  pulses  o'  ane  indistinguishable 
frae  the  feelin's  o'  the  ithc-r,  materialism  and  immaterialism  just  ane 
and  the  same  thing,  without  ony  perceptible  shade  o'  dilll-ience,  and 
the  immortality  o'  the  sowle  It-It  in  as  >me  a  iiiilh  us  the  NOW  of  its 
being,  sae  that  ilka  thocht  is  as  pious  as  a  prayer,  and  the  happy 
habitude  o'  the  entire  man  an  absolute  religion. 

Korth.  James,  my  dear  friend,  )ou  have  fine  eyes  and  a  noble 
forehead.  Has  Mr.  Combe* ever  Manipulated  your  capul ? 

ShejjJitrd.  Ou,  aye.  A'  my  ihrelty-tbree  oigans  or  luuculties  are 
— enormous. 

North.  In  my  development  wonder  is  very  large  ;  and  therefore 
you  may  supj •<•>,-  how  I  »m  astonished.  But,  in)  dear  weather-wise- 
acre, proceed  wilh  vour  description. 

Shepherd.  Then,  sir,  what  a  glorious  appHcct  in  a  black  frost! 
Corned  beef  ai.d  greens  send  up  in  their  steam  your  soul  to  heaven. 
The  greediest  gluttony  is  satisfied  and  becomes  a  virtue.  Eating, 
for  eating's  sake,  and  in  oblivion  o1  its  feenal  cause,  is  then  the  most 
•acred  o1  household  duties.  The  sweat- drops  that  stand  on  yo'ir 
brow,  while  \oiir  jaw  >  are  clunkling,  are  l»eautifu'  as  the  dew  on  the 
mountain  at  sunrise — as  poetical  as  the  foam-bells  on  the  bosom  o 
the  glilterin'  river.  The  music  o'  knives  and  forks  is  like  that  o 
44  flutes  and  saft  recorders,''  "  breathing  deliberate  valor  ;"  and  think, 
sir,  oh  think !  hoo  the  imagination  is  roosed  by  the  power  o1  con* 

*  lirmf  Comt*.  a  lorgron  in  Kdinbureh.  waa  OBI  of  Hpunh»im'»  rarlieit  adherent*  in 
Or*«l  lintain.  and  haa  don*  ii.or*  bjf  tin  ixcUr**  ti.rf  «ritinc>.  to  «l«r»t«  l'brvnr.|«|ty  la  • 
8ci»ncc  thin  mott  J<T..I»  .(  l,i.  time.  In  ilu»  h«  «  »»  n«M«ini  by  hi>  l>n>lh*r,  tlm  l«t«  I'r 
Andrrw  Comb*.  on«  of  (!>•  foundrr*  of  lb*  Ktlinliuryb  rtir<*n<>U>(ir»l  Niririjr,  tu  when*  pub- 
It*), rci  Trr.n'-r'ii  i.«.  and  in  ulhrr  i  r(.ti»  of  ccinniuniiBUon  \»  ,n,  ih«  Mai  y.  h«  coninLut*4 
»i»ny  and  able  aniclca.  In  If."  ).«  «a«  nlcrted  I  :•  -nl<  ni  u(  ill*  I  hrrn«  <  .  .<  Society,  lit 
t.''  in  IM7,  (b*tiad  »inifd  tlir  t'nitrd  htat*a  in  th-  |-rrrpdin|;  >un  n.rr.i  and  ln»  »niin^«  op 
Fbrractocr  nod  I'bynologr  lia»r  ol>Uia*d  Inui  a  *trjr  calcadcd  r«|-uution  — M. 
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trast  between  the  gor-cock  lyin'  wi'  his  buttered  breast  on  the  braid 
o'  his  back  upon  a  bed  o'  brown  toasted  breed,  and  whurrin'  a-.va'  in 
vain  doon  the  wund  afore  the  death-shot,  and  then  tapselteerry  head 
over  heels,  on  the  blue  lift,  and  doon  on  the  greensward  or  the 
blooming  heather,  a  battered  and  bluidy  bunch  o'  plumage,  gorgeous 
and  glorious  still  in  the  dead-thraws,  your  only  bird  of  Paia- 

dise  ! Death  and  destruction  ! 

(The  small  oriel  window  of  the  Snuggery  is  blown  in  with  a 
tremendous  crash.  NORTH  and  the  SHEPHERD  prostrated 
among  the  ruins.) 

North.  Are  you  among  the  survivors,  James  ?  wounded  or  dead  ! 
(An  awful  pause.)  Alas!  alas!  who  will  write  my  Epithalamium  1 
And  must  1  live  to  see  the  day  on  which,  O  gentle  Shepheid,  these 
withered  hands  of  mine  must  falter  thy  Epicedia  ! 

Shepherd.  O,  tell  me,  sir,  if  the  toddy  jug  has  been  upset  in  this 
catastrophe,  or  the  Tower  of  Babel  and  a'  the  speerits  ! 

North,  (supporting  himself  on  his  Mow,  and  eyeing  the  festal 
board.)  Jug  and  Tower  are  both  miraculously  preserved  amidst  the 
ruins  ! 

Shepherd.  Then  am  I  a  dead  man,  and  lyin'  in  a  pool  o'  biuid. 
Oh  !  dear  me  !  Oh !  dear  me !  a  bit  broken  lozen  has  cut  my 
jugular ! 

North.  Don't  yet  give  yourself  up,  my  dear,  dear  Shepherd,  for 
a  dead  man.  Aye — here's  my  crutch — 1  shall  be  on  my  legs  pre- 
sently, surely  they  cannot  both  be  broken  ;  and  if  I  can  but  get  at 
mv  tape-gaiter.  I  do  not  despair  of  being  able  to  tie  up  the  carotid. 
Shepherd.  Pu'  the  bell  for  a  needle  and  thread.  What's  this? 
I'm  fcntin' ! 

(SHEPHERD  faints  away ;  and  NORTH  having  recovered  his 
feet,  and  rung  the  bell  violently,  enter  MR.  AMBROSE,  MON. 
CADET.  SIR  DAVID  GAM,  KING  PEPIN,  and  TAPPYTOURIE, 
cum  multis  aliis.) 

North.  Away  for  Li>ton — one  and  all  of  you,  away  like  lightning 
for  Liston.  You  alone,  Ambrose,  support  Mr.  Hogg  in  this,  1  fear, 
mortal  swoon.  Don't  take  him  by  the  feet,  Ambrose,  but  lift  up 
his  head,  and  support  it  on  your  knee. 

(MR.  AMBROSE,   grtatly  jlurriid,  but  with  much  tenderness, 

obeys  the  mandate.) 

Shepherd,  (opening  his  (yes.)  Are  you  come  hither,  too,  Awm- 
rose  ]  'Tis  a  dreadfu' place.  What  a  lire?  But  let  us  spen-k  loun, 
or  Clootie  '11  hear  us.  Is  he  ben  the  hoose  ?  Oh!  Mr.  North,  pity 
me  the  day,  are  you  here  too,  and  has  a'  our  diifiin'  come  to  this  at 
last? 

North.  Where,  my  dear  James,  do  jou  think  you  are1?  In  the 
Hotel  1 

III.— 26 
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Shepherd.  Aye,  aye,  hothell  indeed      I  swarfed   awa*  in  a  bluidy 
swoon,  and  bae'awt likened  in  a  fearfu'  eternity.     Noctes  Ambrosi 
ana>,   indeed!     And  w hare!    oh!  whare  is    the   puir,   s>hort-haun'd, 
harmless  body,  Gurney  1     Hue  we  pu'd  him  doon  wf  us  to  the  bot- 
ton i less  pit  ? 

North.  Mr.  Ambrose,  let  me  support  his  head,  while  you  bring 
the  Tower  of  Babel. 

(Mi<.  AMBROSE  brings  the    Tower  of  Babel,  and  applies  the 
battlements  to  the  SIIKPIIKKD  s  lips.) 

Sfuplerd  "NYhi^ky  here?  I  daurna  taste  it,  for  it  can  be  nacthing 
but  melted  sulphur.  Yet  let  me  just  pree't.  It  has  a  niaist  un- 
earthlv  similitude  to  Glenlivet.  Oh!  Mr.  North — Mr.  N«>rth — tak 
afl'thac  hoins  frae  \oiir  head,  for  thex're  awfu'  fearsome.  Hae  you 
gotten  a  tail,  too  ?  Aiid  are  xou,  or  ar«  you  not,  answer  me  that 
single  quest  ion.  an  Imp  <>'  Darkness? 

jVor/A.  Bear  a  hand.  Mr.  Ambrose,  and  give  Mr.  Hogg  London- 
carries  to  his  chair. 

(NORTH    and  AMBROSE  mutually   rros*    wrists,  and  bear  the 
SIIEPIIKHU  to  his  seat.) 

Shepherd.  I  loo  the  wimd  sughs  through  the  lozenless  wundow, 
awaukeiiin'  into  tenfold  fury  the  Blast  Furnace. 

He-fitter  MON.  CADKT,  KING  PEPIN,  Sin  DAVID  G>M,  and 
TAPPYTOUKIK. 

M«n.  Cadet.  Mr.  Listen  has  left  town  to  attend  the  Perth  BreaK- 
neek,  which  has  had  an  overturn  on  Queensfi -rry  Hill — and  'tis  said 
many  legs  and  beads  are  fractured. 

Tiijipytovrie.   He'll  no  be  back  afore  midnicht. 

Ambrose,  (chastising  TAI*PV.)  How  dare  \<>u  speak,  sir? 

J\'"r/A.  Most  unlucky  that  the  capsize  had  not  been  delayed  for 
ten  minutes.  HOW  do  you  feel  now,  James? 

Shepherd.  1'Vel  !  I  never  vuis  better  in  my  life.  But  what's  the 
matter  wi'  \onr  noso,  sir?  Al<  ni  half  wn\  doon  the  middle,  it  has 
taken  a  turn  at  rij«ht  angles  towatds  \oiir  left  lug.  Ane  o'  the 
Bplinter-bnis  o'  the  wi»id«'W  has  bushi(!  it  frae  the  line  o'  pr<  piicty, 
and  you're  a  fricht  for  life.  Onl)  look  at  him,  gentlemen,  saw  y«» 
ever  sieean  a  pheesiognoniy  ? 

A'rrth.  Tnrricrs,   begone!  (Kjcfunl  onmca.) 

Shej>herd.   \Ve're  IWM  daft  fules — that's  sure  nnciich — and  did  tho 
jmblir  ken  o'  this,  the  idiowit*  wad  cr\  out.  "  BufloOiierj — BuHoon- 
er>  !"      But  wecnn  never  sit  here  without  If/ens. 
Jie-tnter  MK.  AMHIIOSK.  and  a  curpnitir.  irif/t  a  low  wiiidotr-fromf. 

JCrirth.  Let  rin-  adjust  the  pulleys.  It  fits  to  n  hair.  \Veil  done, 
deacon.  Expedition *M  the  houl  of  busitK•^^ — off  with  your  caulker — 
Thank  you — Good  niyht. 

(&!K.  AMBKOCK  and  carpenter  fzrvnl  with  the  debrit.) 
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SJicpkcrd.  Joking  -and  jinks  apart,  Mr.  North,  there's  blind  or 
your  nose.  Let  me  pit  a  bit  <>'  black  stickin'  plaister  ou't.  There. 
• — Mrs.  Gentle  wud  think  you  unko  killin'  \vi'  that  beauty  spot  on 
your  neb. 

North.  Hush.     Pray,  James,  do  you  believe  in  the  Devil'? 

Shepherd.  Just  as  firmly  as  I  believe  in  you,  sir.  Yet,  1  confess, 
]  never  could  see  the  sin  in  abusin'  the  neer-do-weel  ;  whereas,  mony 
folk,  no  ower  and  abune  religious,  in  ither  respects,  haud  up  their 
hauns  and  the  whites  o'  their  een  whenever  you  satireeze  Satan — 
and  cry,  ""Whisht,  whisht!"  My  mind  never  yet  has  a'  my  days 
got  rid  o'  ony  early  impression  ;  and  against  baith  reason  and  reve- 
lation, I  canra  thhik  o'  the  Deevil  even  yet,  without  seein'  him  wi' 
great  big  goggle  fiery  een,  a  mouth  like  a  foumart-trap,  the  horns  o' 
a  Lancashire  kyloe,  and  a  tutted  tail  atween  that  o'  a  bill's,  a  lion's, 
and  a  tceger's.  Let  me  see  him  when  I  wull,  sleepin'  or  \vaukin', 
he's  aye  the  verra  leevin'  image  o'  a  wood-cut. 

JKorlh.  Mr.  Southey,  in  some  of  his  inimitable  ballads,  has  turned 
him  into  such  ridicule,  that  he  has  laid  his  tail  entirely  aside,  screw- 
ed off  his  horns,  hid  his  hoofs  in  Wellingtons,  and  appeared,  of  late 
years,  in  shape  and  garb  more  worthy  of  the  Prince  of  the  Air.*  I 
have  seen  such  people  turn  up  the  whites  of  their  eyes  at  the  Laure- 
ate's profanity — forgetting  that  wit  and  humor  are  never  better  em- 
ployed than  against  superstition. 

Shepherd.  Aye,  Mr.  Soothey's  a  real  wutty  man,  forbye  being  a 
great  poet.  But  do  you  ken,  for  a'  that,  my  hair  stands  on  end  o'  it's 
tinglin'  roots,  and  my  skin  amai>t  crawls  afF  my  body,  whenever,  by 
a  blink  o'  the  storm-drivin'  moon,  in  a  mirk  nicht.  1  chance  to  for- 
gather wi'  auld  Clootie,  Hornie,  and  Tuft- Tail,  in  the  middle  o' some 
wide  moor,  amang  hags,  and  peat-mosses,  and  quagmires,  nae  house 
within  mony  miles,  and  the  uncertain  weather-gleam,  blackened  by 
some  auld  wood,  swingin'  and  sughin'  to  the  w  ind,  as  if  hotchin'  w  i' 
Warlocks. 

2forih.  Poo — I  should  at  once  take  the  bull  by  the  horns — or 
seizing  him  by  the  tail,  drive  him  with  my  crutch  into  the  neaiest 
loch. 

Shepherd.  It's  easy  speakin'.  But  you  see,  sir,  he  never  appears 
to  a  man  that's  no  frichtened  aforehaun  out  o'  his  seven  senses  — 
and  imagination  is  the  greatest  cooaid  on  earth,  breakin'  out  into  a 
cauld  sweat,  his  heart  loup,  loupin'  like  a  fish  in  a  creel;  and  the  re- 
tina o'  his  ee  represent  in'  a'  things,  mair  especially  them  that's  ony 
way  infernal,  in  gruesome  features,  dreadfully  disordered  ;  till  rei*- 
eon  is  shaken  by  the  same  panic,  judgment  lost,  and  the  haill  sowle 

•  Southey  reprefented  him  a?  attired  in  "his  Funday  best,''  and,  after  mentioning  the  colors 
of  his  coat  and  nether  garments,  informs  us  that,  in  the  latter,  "  there  was  a  hole  where  hit 
tail  came  through."— M. 
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distracted  in  the  insanity  o'  Fear,  till  you're  nae  better  than  a  stark- 
staring  madman. 

North.  Good — James — good. 

Shepherd.  In  sic  a  mood  could  ony  Christian  cretur,  even  Mr. 
Soot  hey  himsel',  tak'  hand  o'  the  deil  either  by  the  horns  or  the 
tail  ? — mair  likely  that  in  frenzied  desperation  you  loup  wi'  a  spang 
on  the  bristly  back  o'  the  Evil  Ane,  wlia  gallops  aft'  wi'  you  de- 
mented into  some  loch,  where  you  are  found  floatin'  in  the  mornin', 
a  swollen  corp,  wi'  ihe  maik  o'  claws  on  \our  hawse,  your  een 
hangin'  out  o'  their  sockets;  your  head  scalped  wi'  something  waur 
than  a  tannin  hawk,  and  no  a  single  I  are  in  your  body  that's  no 
ground  to  mn>h  like  a  malt-factor's  on  the  wheel,  for  haviii'  curst  the 
Holy  Inquisition. 

North.  Why,  my  dear  Shepherd,  genius,  I  ft  el,  can  render  terrible 
even  the  meanest  superstition. 

Shepherd.  Meanness  and  majesty  signify  naething  in  the  super- 
natural. I've  seen  an  expression  in  th*-  ten  o'  a  p\et,  wi'  its  head 
turned  to  the  ae  side,  and  though  in  general  a  shy  bird,  no  carin' 
for  you  though  )ou  present  your  rung  at  it  as  if  )ou  were  gaun  to 
shoot  it  wi'  a  gun,  that  has  made  my  veira  heartstiings  crunkle  up 
wi'  the  thochts  o'  some  indefinite  evil  comin'  I  kent  not  frae  what 
quarter  o'  the  lowerin'  heavens.  For  pyets,  at  certain  times  and 
places,  are  no  canny,  and  their  nebs  look  as  if  they  were  peckiii'  at 
mort-cloths. 

North.  Cross  him  out,  James — cross  him  out. 

Shepherd.  A  raven  ruggin'  at  the  l>ooels  o'  a  dead  horse  is  nae- 
thing ;  but  ane  sittin'  a*  by  himsel'  on  a  rock,  in  some  lanely  glen, 
and  croak  croakin',  naebody  can  ihink  \\liy,  noo  lookin'  saviigvly  up 
at  the  sun,  and  noo  tearin',  no  in  hunger,  for  his  crap's  fu'  o'  car- 
rion, but  in  anger  and  rage,  the  moss  aneath  him  wi'  Leak  or  taw- 
Ions  ;  and  though  you  shout  at  him  wi'  a'  u»ur  micht,  never  steerin* 
a  single  fit  fme  his  stance,  but  absolutely  laiichin'  at  you  wi'  an 
horrid  guller  in  the  sooty  throat  o'  him,  in  derision  o'  you,  ane  o' 
God's  reasonable  creators — I  say,  sir,  that  sic  a  bird,  wi'  sic  unac- 
coontablc  conduct,  in  sic  an  inhuman  solitude,  is  a  frichtsomo 
demon;  and  that  when  you  sec  him  hop,  hoppin' awa',  \\  i'  great 
jumps  in  aiming  the  region  o1  roeks.  \ou  \\udna  follow  him  into  his 
auncient  lair  f>r  ony  consideration  \\hatsomcver,  but  turn  your  face 
doon  tho  glen,  and  thank  God  at  the  soun  o'  some  distant  bagpipe. 
A'  IIH  n  are  auguiH.  Yet  si  it  in'  here,  what  care  I  for  a  raven  mair 
than  for  a  how  tow dy  ? 

N<trth.  The. devil  in  JSrotlmid,  dining  the  da\  s  of  witchcraft,  waa 
B  most  eontem)  :!!>!«•  elcnac-trr. 

Shfjthtrd.  Sae  miu-kle  the  better.  It  showed  that  sin  maun  be  a 
low  base  stale,  when  a  supentitivitf  age  could  embody  it  in  nae 
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mair  imposing  impersonation.  I  should  like  to  ken,  distinckly,  the 
origin  o'  Scottish  witchcraft.  Was't  altogether  indigenous,  think  ye, 
sir  ?  or  co ft  or  borrowed  frae  other  kintras  ? 

North.  I  am  writing  a  series  of  articles  on  witchcraft,  James,  and 
must  not  forestall  myself  at  a  Noctes. 

Shepherd.  Keep  it  a'  yoursel',  and  nae  loss.  Had  I  been  born 
then  and  chosen  to  play  the  deevil 

North.  You  could  nut  have  done  so  more  effectually  than  you  did 
some  dozen  years  ago,  by  writing  the  Chaldee  Manuscript. 

Shepherd.  Hoots ! — I  wadna  hae  condescended  to  let  auld  flae- 
bitten  wutches  kiss 

North.  That  practice  certainly  showed  the  devil  to  be  no  gentle- 
man. But,  pray,  whoever  thought  he  was  one? 

Shepherd.  Didna  Milton  ? 

North.  No,  James.  Milton  makes  Satan — Lucifer  himself— 
Prince  of  the  Morning — squat  down  a  toad  l>y  the  ear  of  Eve  asleep 
in  Adam's  bosom  in  the  nuptial-bower  of  Paradise. 

Shepherd.  An  eavesdropper.  Nae  mair  despicable  character  on 
earth  or  in  hell. 

North.  And  afterwards,  James,  in  the  hall  of  that  dark  consistory, 
in  the  presence-chamber  of  Pandemonium,  when  suddenly  to  the 
startled  gaze  of  all  his  assembled  peers,  their  great  Sultaun,  with 
"fulgent  head,"  "star-bright  appears,"  and  godlike  addresses  the 
demons  ! — what  happens  ?  a  dismal  universal  hiss — and  all  are  ser- 
pents? 

Shepherd.  Gran'  is  the  passage — and  out  o'  a'  bounds  magnificent, 
ayont  ony  ither  imagination  o'  a'  the  sons  o'  men. 

North.  Yes,  my  dear  James — the  devil,  depend  upon  it,  is  intus 
et  in  cute — a  poor  pitiful  scoundrel. 

Shepherd.  Yet  I  canna  quite  agree  wi'  Young  in  his  Night 
Thoughts,  who  says,  "Satan,  thou  art  a  dunce!'1'1  I  canna  picture 
him  to  my  mind's  ee  sittin  wi'  his  finger  in  his  mouth,  at  the  doup 
o'  the  furm — Booby. 

North.  Yet  you  must  allow  that  his  education  has  been  very 
much  neglected — that  his  knowledge,  though  miscellaneous,  is  super- 
ficial— that  he  sifts  no  subject  thoroughly — and  never  gets  to  the 
bottom  of  any  thing. 

Shepherd.  No  even  o'  his  ain  pit.  But  it  wadna  be  fair  to  blamo 
him  for  that,  for  it  has  nane. 

North.  Then  he  is  such  a  poltroon,  that  a  child  can  frighten  him 
into  hysterics. 

Shepherd.  True — true.  It  can  do  that,  just  by  kneelin'  down  at 
the  bedside,  fauldm'  its  hauns  together,  wee  bit  pa  win  to  woe  bit 
pawm,  turnin'  up  its  blue  eon  to  heaven,  and  whusperin'  the  Lord's 
Prayer.  That  sets  Satan  into  a  fit — like  a  great  big  he-goat  in  tho 
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staggers — ttff  he  sets  owre  the  bogs — and  wee  Jamie,  never  sus- 
peekin'  that  it's  the  smell  u'  sulphur,  blaws  out  the  hing-wick'd 
caunle  that  has  been  dreepiu'  its  creesh  on  the  table,  and  creeps  into 
a  warm  sleep  within  his  father's  bosom. 

N&rth.  \  have  sometimes  amused  myself  with  conjecturing, 
James,  what  may  be  his  opinion  of  the  Magazine. 

Shepherd.  Him  read  the  Magazine  !  It  would  be  wormwood  to 
him,  sir.  Wanr  than  thae  bonny  red-cheeked  aipples  that  turned 
within  his  mouth  into  sand  and  ashes.  Yet  1  wuss  he  would  become 
a  regular  subscriber — and  tak  it  in.  \\lia  kens  that  it  mightna 
reclaim  him — and 

"  Tm  wne  to  think  upon  yon  den, 
K\t u  fur  bis  ,-:tk.  1" 

North.  Having  given  the  devil  his  due — what  think  ye,  James, 
of  these  proposed  prosecutions  of  the  Press? 

Shepherd.   Wha's  gaun  to  tak  the  law  o'  Black  wood  noo? 

North.  Not  Blackwood,  but  the  newspaper-press,  with  tlie  Stand 
ard — so  'tis  said — and  the  Morning  Journal,  at  the  head. 

Shepherd.  \  never  heard  tell  o't  afore.  Wha's  the  public,  perse 
cutor  I 

North.  The  Duke  of  Wellington. 

She f 'herd.  That's  a  confounded  lee,  if  ever  there  was  ane  tauld  in 
this"  warld. 

North.  James,  look  at  me.  I  am  serious.  The  crime  laid  to  their 
charge  is  that  of  having  endeavored  to  bring  the  government  into 
contempt.* 

Shepticrd.  If  a  crime  be  great  in  proportion  as  it's  diffoecult,  I  am 
free  tae  confess,  as  they  say  in  Parliament,  that  the  bringin'  <>'  tho 
government  o*  this  kintra  into  contempt,  maun  be  a  misdemeanor  o' 
nae  muekle  magnitude. 

North.  Perhaps  it  is  wrong  to  despise  any  thing ;  and  certainly, 
in  the  highest  Christian  light,  it  is  so.  Wordsworth  finely  MI\  s, 
"  He  who  feels  contempt  for  any  living  thing,  has  faculties  which  liu 
has  never  used." 

Shtphenl.  Then  Wiidsworth  has  faculties  in  abundance  that  he  has 
never  used  ;  for  he  feels  contempt  fur  every  k-evin'  thing,  in  the 
shape  either  o'  man  or  woman,  that  can  write  as  gude  or  better 
poetry  than  himsel — which  I  alloo  is  no  easy  ;  but  still  it's  possible, 
and  lias  been  dune,  and  will  be  dune  again  by  me  and  ilhers.  But 

*  Th*  <-h-iir»  van  mid*.  «nd  it  thr  inilinr*  of  Wf  Uineton  und  !WI    (who  w«m  angry  with 
him    for  dm-  urn  me  »i>»l    h«   ctllrd    Ihrir   kbjindoamrnt   of  |unci|!c    in    gramme  ' 
t£BM«ip*UoB.)  Mr    l(.  l~n  Alrxandcr.  rdilor  and  \ .rcprirtt.r  u(  tl.r  .Mummy  .1  -i.ru  •••.  »  l.t>ndoa 
inornini  pa|*r.  wturb  h*d    i»k--n  tin-  plitc*  of    I  -r  .\". '.    I  im,  •    wn*  [  t.<i.-i!.,l  «cmn>l.  on  >h« 
j  »r.  •  I    tk«  Crown,  by  Hr  Janim  Sc»rl»lt,   Uif  Attorn*y-l>rni>ral.     AU-xindcr   wa»  <  •- 

•  nd  impntonvd  in  N^wgat*.  whrrr  IK  vainly  »tini>|  !•  J  to  ronJurt  hn  ntv >p«|.i<r.  In  *  rtiurt 
UUM  Ibo  Jtmrmtf  tiled,  and  bo  WM  liberated  -  tb«  rtftl  ebjcct  haviug  tracn  Iv  »il«uce  Uiui.— M. 


PKESS    PERSECUTIONS.  391 

that's  rimnV  awa  frae  the  subject.  Sae  it's  actionable  to  despise  the 
government!  In  that  case,  no  a  word  o'  politics  this  night.  Do 
ye  admire  the  government? 

North.  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity,  "That,  like  the  toad, 
ugly  and  venomous,  wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  its  head." 

Shepherd.  But  admittin'  the  aptitude  o'  the  first  pairt  o'  the  simi- 
litude, has  the  present  government  a  precious  jewel  in  its  head  1  I 
doot  it — although  the  Duke  o'  Wellington  may,  for  ony  thing  1  ken 
to  the  coutrar,  hae  like  Hazlitt — and  like  him  deny  it  too — a  car- 
bunkle  on  his  nose. 

.North.  If  the  government  bring  actions  against  the  Standard  and 
the  Morning  Journal,  it  must,  then,  to  be  consistent,  instantly  after- 
wards institute  an  action  of  a  very  singular  and  peculiar  kind — an 
action  against  itself. 

Shepherd.  Eh? 

North.  For  having  not  only  endeavored,  but  beyond  all  expecta- 
tion of  the  most  sanguine,  succeeded  in  overwhelming  itself  beneath 
a  load  of  contempt,  from  which  all  the  spades  and  shovels  of  all  the 
ministerial  hirelings,  whether  Englishmen  feeding  on  roast  beef  and 
plum-puddings,  or  Irishmen  on  u  wotuns"  and  praes,  or  Scotchmen, 
on  brose,  butter,  and  brimstone,  will  never,  between  this  date  and 
the  Millennium,  supposing  some  thousands  of  the  most  slavish  of 
the  three  nations  working  extra  hours,  succeed  in  disinterring  it, 
nor,  dig  till  they  die,  ever  come  within  a  myriad  cuuic  feet  of  its 
putrefying  skeleton. 

Shepherd.  But  surely  the  Duke  wull  haud  the  hauns  o'  the  Whig 
attorney  ? 

North.  The  Duke,  who  has  stood  in  a  hundred  battles,  calm  as  a 
tree,  in  the  fire  of  a  park  of  French  artillery,  cannot  surely,  James,  I 
agree  with  you,  turn  p;ile  at  a  shower  of  paper  pellets. 

Shepherd.  No  pale  wi'  fear,  but  aiblins  wi'  anger.  Ira  furo~ 
brevis. 

North.  Better  Latin  than  any  of  Hazlitt's  quotations. 

Shepherd.  It  is  Latin.     But  do  you  really  think  that  he's  mad  ? 

North.  1  admire  the  apophthegm,  James. 

Shepherd.  I'll  lay  a  hoggit  o'  w husky  to  a  saucer  o'  salloop,  that 
the  government  never  brings  its  actions  against  the  Stannard  and 
Jurnal. 

North.  But  there's  no  salloop  in  Scotland,  James — and  were  I  to 
lose  my  wager,  I  must  import  a  saucer-full  from  Cockaigne — which 
would  be  attended  with  considerable  expense — as  m-ither  smack  nor 
wagon  would  take  it  on  board,  and  1  should  have  to  send  a  special 
messenger,  perhaps  an  express,  to  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt. 

/Shepherd.  What  are  the  ither  papers  sa)in'  till't  ? 

North.  All  on  fire,  and  blazing  away  with   a-  proper  British  spirit 
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— Globe,  Examiner,  and  nil — except  <:  yon.  trembling  coward  \vhc 
forsook  his  master,"  the  shameful  \et  shameless  slave,  the  a: 
tizing  Courier,  whose  unnatural  love  of  tergiversation  is  so  deep, 
and  black-grained,  and  intense,  that  once  a  quarter  he  is  seen  turn- 
ing his  back  upon  himself,  in  a  stylo  justifying  a  much-ridiculed  but 
most  felicitous  phrase  of  the  late  L«  rd  CastU-rejigh  ;  so  that  the  few 
Coffee-house  readers,  who  occasionally  witness  his  transformations, 
have  long  given  up  in  despair  the  hopeless  task  of  trying  to  discover 
his  brazen  face  from  his  wooden  posteriors,  and  let  the  luttus  naturae, 
with  all  its  monstrosities,  lie  below  the  table  bespitttn  and  be- 
spurned,  in  seciild  seculorum. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  maist  sweepin'  and  sonorous  specimen  o'  oral 
vituperation. 

North.  The  Liberty  of  the  Press  can  never  be  perfectly  pure  from 
licentiousness.  If  it  were,  I  should  propose  calling  it  the  Slavery  of 
the  Press.  What  sense  is  there  in  telling  any  set  of  men  by  all 
manner  of  means  to  speak  out  boldly  about  their  governors  and 
their  grievances,  for  that  such  is  the  biithri^ht  of  Britons — to  open 
their  mouths  barn-door  wide,  and  roar  aloud  to  the  heavens  with  the 
lungs  of  which  the  machinery  is  worked  b\  steam,  a  high-pressure 
engine — and  yet  the  moment  they  begin  to  bawl  beyond  the  birth- 
right of  Britons,  what  justice  is  there  in  n«>t  only  commanding  the 
aforesaid  barn-door-wide  mouths  to  be  shut,  bolted,  locked,  and  the 
ke\  hole  hermetically  sealed,  but  in  punishing  the  bawling  Britons 
for  having,  in  the  enthusiasm  of  vociferation,  abused  their  birthright 
of  crying  aloud  to  the  winds  of  heaven  against  their  real  or  imagi- 
nary tyrants  and  oppre>sors,  by  line,  imprisonment,  expatriation,  or 
not  impo>sil>ly — death  ? 

Shepherd.  Sic  conduct  can  proceed  only  frae  a  maist  consummate 
ignorance  o'  the  nature  <•'  the  human  mind,  and  a  wilfu'  and  wicked 
non-understanding  o'  that  auncient  apophthegm,  "Give  an  inch  and 
you'll  tak  an  ell  ?"  Noo,  I  say,  debar  them  the  inch  by  an  ack  o 
the  legislature,  if  you  wull ;  but  if  you  allow  them  the  inch,  wull 
you  flee  in  the  face  «•'  a'  cxpeiieiice,  line  them  for  a  foot,  and  hang 
them  for  an  ell?  That's  Biimphi>h. 

North.  James,  I  shall  certainly  put  you  into  Parliament  next  «li* 
solution. 

Shepherd.  But  I'll  no  gang.  For  although  I'm  complete  maister 
o*  the  English  language  and  idiom,  I've  gotten  a  slicht  Scottish 
accent  that  micht  seem  singular  to  the  Southrons'  and  r<>nf"un'  me 
gin  I  could  IK  ai  to  be  la'uchcn  at  by  the  stammerin*  e«ofs  'L.it  hum 
and  ha  yonner  like  sae  mony  boobies  tryin'  to  repeat  by  In-art  iheir 
lessons  ftae  the  horn-book.  My  pride  coiildna  snbn.it  to  iheir 
"Hear — hear — hears!"  by  way  o' derision,  and  I  wud  be  apt  to 
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shut  my  nieve,  and  gie  some  o'  them  a  douss  on  the  chafts,  or  a 
clink  on  the  side  o'  the  head,  contrar  to  the  rules  <>'  Parliament. 

Iforth.  With  scarcely  an  exception — now  that  Brougham  is  mute 
— save  Sadler  and  Huskisson,  who  in  very  different  styles  speak 
admirably,*  the  Lower  House  are  a  pack  partly  (if  pert  praters,  shal- 
low, superficial,  coxcombical,  and  pedantic, — yes,  James,  absolutely 
pedantic — and  partly  of  drawling  dunces,  who  dole  out  a  vast  fund 
of  facts,  one  and  all  of  which  have  figured  for  weeks,  months,  years, 
in  all  the  newspapers,  metropolitan  and  provincial,  and  have  ceased 
to  be  familiar  to  Wilkie's  Village  Politicians. 

Shepherd.  I  ax  pardon,  sir,  for  interruptin'  you;  but  did  you  see 
Mr.  Wulkie  when  he  was  in  Scotland  this  time — and  if  you  did,  hoo 
is  he — and  what  for  did  he  no  come  out  by  to  Mount  Benger? 

North.  The  Prince  of  Painters  is  as  the  whole  world  would  wish, 
well  and  happy,  and  in  social  converse  delightful  as  ever — simple 
yet  original — plain  yet  profound — calm  yet  enthusiastic — and  his 
whole  character  composed  by  the  thought  fulness  of  a  genius,  that  in 
his  art  works  his  way  slowly  and  surely  through  many  a  multitude 
of  conceptions  to  the  final  idea  which  with  consummate  skill  he  em- 
bodies in  immortal  forms.  And  may  the  colors  be  immortal  too — 
works  one  and  all,  laborious  though  they  be,  of  inspiration  ! 

Shepherd.  But  what  for  didna  he  come  out  by  this  time  to  Mount 
Benger  1  I  weel  remember  George  Tamson  bringin'  him  out  in  the 
hairst  o'  1817,  and  me  read  in'  till  them  pairt  o'  The  Manuscripp. 

North.   What!  theChaldee1? 

*  Michael  Thomas  Sadler  was  a  good  speaker — too  fond,  sometimes,  of  the  abomination  of  de- 
livering cut-and-dry  orations  which  he  had  carefully  elaborated  beforehand.  His  delivery  was 
good,  and  his  language  not  only  clear,  but  elegant.  .  On  the  contrary,  William  Huskisson  was 
a  heavy  speaker.  He  had  ideas  ;ind  a  large  amount  of  commercial  information,  but  his  sen- 
tences were  awkwardly  constructed,  he  was  addicted  to  •'  villainous  iteration/'  and  could  not 
make  the  simplest  statement  under  less  than  from  40  minutes  to  an  hour.  He  has  been  tri- 
umphantly boasted  of  by  the  highest  l-'ree  Trade  party,  as  a  patriot  of  the  first  water.  I 
shall  state  some  of  his  claims  to  that  high  title.-  The  late  Duke  of  Sutherla-d,  when  Lord 
Gower.  was  English  Ambassador  to  Paris,  in  179.J.  picked  up  with  Huskisson,  who  was  not  only 
a  member  of  the  Jacobin  Club,  but  a  prominent  speaker  there.  His  familiarity  with  the  French 
language  made  him  useful  to  Lord  Gower.  with  whom  ne  went  back  to  Kngiand.  Lord  Gower 
introduced  him  to  Pitt  and  Dundas.  and,  thus  patronized,  l\;r.  Huskisson  became  a  Member  of 
Parliament,  and  Under  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Colonial  Department.  In  IMII.Pitt  and 
Dundas  went  out  of  office  ;  so  did  Huskisson,  who,  however  bargained  with  Addington,  (the 
late  Ix>rd  Sedmouth.)  the  new  Premier,  for  a  pension  of  £1:2(10.  As  he  was  only  thirty  years 
old,  when  this  job  was  perpetrated,  and  had  some  -III  years  expectancy  of  life,  there  was  an 
amount  of  nearly  £50.000  (to  say  nothing  of  the  interest)  literally  given  to  this  man.  And  for 
what?-- simply  for  having  been  in  a  well-paid  office  !  Nor  was  this  all  :  it  was  stated  by  Mr. 
Calcraft  in  Parliament,  in  HusKisson's  presence,  and  by  him  not  denied,  that  he  (Huskissnn,) 
could  not  obtain  his  marriage  settlement  until  he  had  secured,  not  his  £1^00  a  v-ear  for  hi*  own 
life,  but  also  a  pension  of  £(>15  for  his  wile,  to  commence  on  his  death.  There  was  a  further 
bargain  that  whenever  he  should  enjoy  an  oflice  of  the  annua  value  of  £^.0(10,  I  lie  pension 
•was  to  be  suspended. — to  be  resumed  on  quitting  office.  He  sisu  obtained  the  agr.ntship  of  the 
Island  of  Ceylon,  worth  £700  a  year,  and  held  this  with  the  office  of  Secretary  of  ihe  Treasury. 
lth«:n  worth  £4,000  a  year)  which  lie  held  for  years.  He  subsequently  was  a  Cabinet  minis- 
Ur,  at  £5.0(iO  a  year.  He  was  killed  at  the  opening  of  the  Liverpool  and  .Manchester  Railway-, 
and,  on  his  death,  his  \vife-same  in  for  lur  pension  of  £<ilf>,— already  she  has  received  £!5,!iOO 
from  this  source.  Not  that  she  wants  it.  for  she  was  wealthy  on  lier  marriage,  has  a  palat.al 
lesidence  in  Carlton  Gardens.  London,  and  a  country  seat  in  Sussex  (Kariham  House.  Pet- 
'vorth,)  the  centre  of  her  extensive  landed  estates.  Is  Mr.  Huskisson,  thus  pensioned,  with  i«- 
»e»iou  lo  kis  wife,  really  entitled  to  the  name  of  Patriot  ?— M. 
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Shephfrd.  What  else  ?     HOD  they  Ivcuoh  ! 

North.  Bad  ns  was  the  haranguing,  and  good  the  hum  mine  nod 
hn'in'  at  the  Edinburgh  Forum  of  old,  James,  where  first  you  •'  ful. 
mined  over  Greece,"  yet  for  evendown  right  hammering  stupidity, 
St.  Stephens  exceeds  the  Foium  far.  Nor  was  yon  queer  comi- 
cal body,  James,  the  wee  bit  smug-faced,  smooth-haired,  low-brow«-d, 
pug-nosed,  cock-chin'd,  bandy-legged,  hump-backed  Precentor  to  the 
Chapel  rejoicing  in  the  Auld  Light,  in  Libberton's  \Vynd,  who  used 
occasionally  to  open  the  question,  the  tenth-part  so  tiresome,  after 
the  ludicrousness  of  the  exhibition  had  got  stale,  as  Sir  Thomas 
Leatherbreeches,  stinking  of  Zummerset,  looking  front  him  with  a 
face  as  free  from  one  single  grain  of  meaning  as  a  clean-swept  barn- 
floor,  laboring  to  apply  to  speech  a  mouth  manifestly  made  by  gra- 
cious nature  for  the  exclusive  purpose  of  bolting  bacon,  vainly  waig- 
ging  in  a  frothy  syllabub  of  \votds  a  tongue  in  its  thickness  admir- 
ably adapted,  and  then  only  felicitoush  employed,  for  lapping  up 
lollipops,  ever  and  anon  with  a  pair  of  awful  paws  raking  up  the 
coarse  bristle  of  his  poll,  so  that,  along  with  the  grunt  of  the.  greedy 
pig,  you  are  presented  wiih  the  quills  of  the  fretful  porcupine  ;  and 
since  the  then  and  the  there  alluded  to,  gobbling  up  hi*,  own  words 
— for  meanings  had  he  never  none — like  a  turkey -cock  his  own  void- 
ings;  and  giving  the  lie  direct  to  the  whole  of  his  past  political  life, 
public  and  private,  if  indeed  political  life  it  may  be  called,  which 
was  but  like  the  diseased  dnze  of  a  drunkard  dreaming  through  a 
stomach  dark  and  deep  as  the  cider-cellar. 

Shepherd.  To  my  lugs,  sir,  the  mai>l  shocking  epithet  in  our  Inn 
guage  is — Apostate.  Soon  as  yon  hear  it,  you  see  a  man  sellin'  hi» 
sow  IB  to  the  deevil. 

North.  To  Mammon. 

Shepherd.  Belial  or  Beelzebub.  I  look  to  the  mountains,  Mr. 
North,  and  stern  they  statin*  in  a  glorious  gloom,  fur  .tlu*  sun  is 
strugglin'  wi'  a  thunder-cloud,  and  lacing  him  a  taint  but  fast-biight- 
enin  rainbow.  The  ancient  spirit  o'  Scotland  comes  on  me  frue.  the 
sky  ;  and  the  sow  |e  within  me  reswears  in  silence  the  oath'  «>'  the 
Covenant.  Then-  they  are — the  Covenanters — a'gather'd  tbegither, 
no  in  fear  and  tremblin,  but  wi'  Bibles  in  their  bosoms,  and  swo.-ds 
by  their  sides,  in  a  glen  deep  as  the  sea,  and  still  as  death,  but  for 
the  soun'  «>'  a  stream  and  the  cry  o'  an  eagle.  "  Let  us  sing,  to  the 
praise  and  glory  o'  God,  the  hundred  psalm,"  qjoth  a  loud  clear 
Voice,  though  it  be  the  voice  o'  an  ttuld  man  ;  and  up  to  Heaven 
bauds  he  hi*  strnng  wither'd  hauns,  and  in  the  gracious  wunds  <>' 
heaven  arc  flying  abroad  his  gray  hairH,  or  say  rather,  white  as  the 
•liver  or  the  Miaw. 

North.  O,  for  Wilkic!  t 

Shepherd.  The  eagle  and  the  stream  are  silent,  and  the  heavens 
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and  the  earth  are  brocht  close  thegiiher  by  that  trin/nphin'  psalm. 
Aye,  the  clouds  cease  their  sailing  and  lie  still ;  the  mountains  bow 
their  heads ;  and  the  crags,  do  they  not  seem  to  listen,  as  in  that  re- 
mote place  the  hour  o'  the  delighted  day  is  tilled  with  a  holy  hymn 
to  the  Lord  G<>d  o'  Israel ! 

North.  My  dear  Shepherd  ! 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  if  there  should  be  sittin'  there — even  in  that  con- 
gregation on  which,  like  God's  own  eye,  looketh  down  the  meridian 
sun,  now  shinin'  in  the  blue  region — an  Apostate  ! 

North.  The  thought  is  terrible. 

Sliepherd.  But  na,  na,  na !  See  that  bonny  blue-ee'd,  rosy 
cheeked,  gowden-haired  lassie, — only  a  thought  paler  than  usual, 
sweet  lily  that  she  is, — half  sittin'  half  lyin'  on  the  greensward,  as 
she  leans  on  the  knees  o'  her  stalwart  grandfather — for  the  sermon's 
begun,  and  all  eyes  are  fastened  on  the  preacher — look  at  her  till 
your  heart  melts  as  if  she  were  your  ain,  and  God  had  given  you 
that  beautifu'  wee  image  o'  her  sainted  mother,  and  tell  me  if  you 
think  that  a'  the  tortures  that  cruelty  could  devise  to  inflict,  would 
ever  ring  frae  thae  sweet  innocent  lips  ae  word  o'  abjuration  o'  the 
faith  in  which  the  flower  is  growing  up  aiming  the  dew-diaps  o'  her 
native  hills  ? 

North.  Never — never — never  ! 

Shepherd  She  proved  it,  sir,  in  death.  Tied  to  a  stake  on  the 
sea-sands  she  stood  ;  and  first  she  heard,  and  then  she  saw,  the  white 
roarin'  o'  the  tide.  But  the  smile  forsook  not  l.vi  face  ;  it  briehten'd 
in  her  een  when  the  water  reach'd  her  knee;  calmer  and  calmer 
was  her  voice  of  prayer,  as  it  beat  against  her  bonny  breast;  nae 
shriek  when  a  wave  closed  her  lips  forever;  and  methinks,  sir, — for 
ages  on  ages  hae  lapsed  awa'  sin'  that  martyrdom,  and  therefore 
Imagination  may  without  blame  dally  wi' grief — methinks,  sir,  that 
as  her  golden  head  disappeared,  'twas  like  a  star  sinkin'  in  the  sea! 

North.   God  bless  you,  my  dearest  James  ! 'shake  hands. 

Shepherd.  When  1  think  on  these  things — in  olden  times  the  pro- 
duce o'  the  common  day — and  look  aroun'  me  noo,  I  could  wush  to 
steek  my  een  in  the  darkness  o'  death  ;  for  dearly  as  1  love  it  still, 
alas!  alas!  1  am  ashamed  o'  my  country. 

North,  What  an  outrry,  in  such  a  predicament,  would  have  been 
made  by  Leatherbreeches! 

Shepherd.  Bubble  and  squeak  like  a  pig  plotted.  But  what  waur 
is  he.  than  our  ain  Fortv-Five  ?*  O,  they  mak  me  scunner! 

North.  Does  not  the  Duke  of  Wellington  know  that  mortal  hatred 
of  the  "Great  Measure"  is  in  the  hearts  of  millions  of  his  subjects? 

Shepherd.  His  subjects  ? 

North.  Yes,  Jarnes,  his  subjects  ;  for  I  am   not  now  speaking  of 

*  The  number  of  Members  from  Scotland,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  before  the  ReforiK  Bill 
if  183-2,  by  which  the  number  was  increased  to  5S  — M. 
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bis  slaves.  His  subjects;  and  if  he  has  that  horror  at  the  idea  of 
being  thought  ambitious  of  being  KINO,  which  he  chooses  to  evince 
by  the  prosecution  of  the  Press,  and  an  altuck  oil  its  long-establish- 
ed liberties,  then  must  he  l>e  at  this  hour  the  most  miserable  of  men. 
For  at  this  hour,  he  is  the  King.  No  King  of  England,  l»ut  himself, 
could  I  verily  believe,  even  if  they  would,  have  carried  the  Catholic 
Question.* 

Shepherd.  We  had  better  cry  on  Gurney  no  to  tak  doon  this,  for 
I  jalouse  it's  actionable,  na,  for  oiiy  thing  I  ken,  treasonable ;  and  we 
ma\  be  baith  hanged. 

North.  No,  James,  we  are  loyal  to  the  backbone.  Till  the  day 
of  my  death  will  I  raise  up  my  feeble  voice  in  honor  of  the  hero  of 
Waterloo.  He  saved  Europe — the  world.  Twin-stars  in  England** 
sky,  immortally  shall  burn  the  deified  spirits  of  Nelson  and  Wel- 
lington. 

Shepherd.   Your  wards  gar  me  a'  grue. 

North.  But  of  noble  minds  ambition  is  both  the  first  and  the  last 
infirmity  ;  an  infirmity  it  must,  even  in  its  most  glorious  mood,  be 
called  in  all  noble  minds,  except  that  of  Alfred.  In  war,  Welling- 
ton, the  Gaul-humbler,  is  a  greater  name,  immeasurably  greater  than 
Alfred,  the  Dane  destroyer.  But  in  peace — too,  too  painful  would 
it  be  to  pursue  the  parallel 

Shepherd.  And  therefore  shove  across  the  jug  ;  dicht  your  broo, 
for  you're  sweatin';  look  less  fierce  and  gloomy  ;  and,  wi'  your  per- 
mission, here's  "The  Kirk  o'  Scotland  !" 

North.  Aye,  let  the  Church  of  England  prepare  her  pillars  for  an 
earthquake,  for  1  hear  a  sound  louder  than  all  her  organs;  but  our 
Kirk,  small  and  simple  though  it  be,  is  built  upon  a  rock  that  Vulcan 
himself  may  not  undermine  ;  let  the  storm  rage  as  loud  as  may,  her 
little  bells  will  cheerfully  tinkle  in  the  hurly-burly  ;  no  sacrilegious 
hands  >hall  ever  fling  her  pews  and  pulpits  into  a  bonfire;  on  her 
roofs  shall  ever  fall  the  dews  and  the  sunshine  of  Peace ;  Time  may 
dilapidate,  but  Piety  will  rebuild  her  hol\  altars;  and  her  corner- 
stone shall  endure  till  Christianity  has  prepared  Earth  for  melting 
away  into  Heaven. 

Sliephird.  A  kin  o1  canldness,  and  then  a  fit  «•'  heat's  chasiu'  ane 
anither  through  m\  body  ;  is  the  jug  wi'  me?  1  ax  your  pardon. 

North.  Well,  then,  James,  millions  abhor  the  Great  Measure. 
And  in  their  abhorrence,  must  they  be  dumb?  No.  They  will 
bpeuk  ;  and  it  may  be,  louder  and  longer  too  than  Napoleon's  bat- 
teries. Wellington  hiiiisclf  cannot  silence  their  lire.  And  if  their 
engine — their  organ — the  Press,  speak  Irumpet-toligiled  against  the 
Great  Measure,  and  the  Great  Man  who  carried  it  by  stealing  a 

•  George  IV    WM  hoctiU   to  it,  »nJ   iclu»ll)  w»|>t  wbtn   o..urrj  thai  If  not  griBltii.  U>«rt 
miut  kx  ciTil  w»r  — M. 
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march  on  the  Friends  of  the  Constitution,  so  as  to  take  them  fatal!  v 
on  flank,  and  by  bribing  its  enemies, 'so  as  to  bring  them  down  in 
formidable  array  in  front  of  the  army  of  the  Faithful  surprised  in 
their  position — does  he  hope,  powerful  as  he  is  in  Place,  in  Genius, 
and  in  Fame,  to  carry  by  siege,  by  sap,  or  by  storm,  that  Battery 
which  ere  now  has  played  upon  Thrones  till  they  sunk  in  ruins,  and 
their  crowned  Kings  fled  eleemosynary  pensioners  into  foreign 
lands  ! 

Shepherd.  I  didna  ken,  sir,  you  had  thocht  sae  highly  o'  the  Gen- 
tlemen o'  the  Periodical  Press. 

North.  Periodical  !  Time  is  not  an  element,  James,  that  can 
enter  into  any  just  judgment  on  the  merits  of  such  a  question.  The 
same  minds  are  at  work  for  the  Press  all  over  Britain,  whatever  may 
be  the  seasons  of  their  appearance  in  print.  I  do  think  very  highly 
of  many  of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Press.  Nor  does  it  matter  one 
iota  with  me,  whether  they  set  the  Press  agoing  once  a  year  or  once 
a-day. 

Shepherd.   \  see  there's  nae- essential  distinction. 

North.  With  all  iny  reverence  for  Mr.  Southey,  I  cannot  help 
thinking,  that  by  speaking  so  bitterly  and  contemptuously  in  some 
passages  of  his. admirable  "Progress  and  Prospects  of  Society,"  of 
magazines  and  newspapers,  he  has  glanced  aside  from  the  truth,  and 
be  n  guilty  of  not  a  little  discourtesy  to  his  literary  brethren. 

Shepherd.  He  shou'dna  hae  done  that  but  )e  maunna  be  angry 
at  Mr.  Soothey. 

North.  Nor  am  I.  Why,  James,  the  self-same  men  who  write 
in  the  Quarterly  Review,  of  which,  next  and  equal  to  the  accom 
plished  and  powerful  editor,  Mr.  Southey  is  the  ornament  and  sup. 
port,  write,  and  that  too  not  by  fits  and  starts,  but  regularly,  and  for 
both  fame  and  bread,  in  magazines  and  newspapers.  For  many 
years,  the  editor  of  the  Quarterly  Review,  along  with  our  friend  the 
Professor,*  who  still  lends  me  his  air]  —  contributed,  as  Mr.  Southey 
mid  all  the  world  know,  largely  to  the  Magazine  which  I  have  the 
honor  of  feebly  editing;  and  so  did  and  do  some  of  Mr.  Southey's 
most  esteemed  personal  friends,  such  as  Mr.  Lamb  and  .Mr.  Cole- 
ridge. Indeed  1  could  show  Mi1.  Southey  a  contribution  list  of 
iii'mes  that  would  make  him  stare — from  Sir  Walter  Sc->tt  to  Sir 
Peter  Nimmo. 

Sli.epherd.  Mr.  Southey  maun  hae  meant  to  accepp  Blackwood. 
North.   I  fear  not,  James. 

Shepherd.  That's  stoopit. 

North.  The  editor  of  Colburn's  Magazine  is  illustrious  over 
Europe — the  best  critic,  and  one  of  the  best  poets  of  his  age,t  and 
many  of  his  contributors  are,  elsewhere,  successful  and  influential 

*  Wilson  -  M.  t  Thomas  Campbell.— M. 
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authors.  In  brief,  I  \vouKl  beg  leave  tr,  say  most  kindly  to  th«« 
Laureate,  that  as  iniu-li,  and  perhaps  more,  varied  talent  is  shown  in 
those  two  magazines  every  mouth,  than  in  iliat  Review  everv  qnnr- 
ter  ;  and  that,  wiliiuut  any  disparagement  to  the  best  uf  all  Quar- 
terly Reviews. 

8/tepherd.  1  confess  I  canna  help  ngreein'  w  i'  yon,  sir,  though,  at 
the  same  tin.e,  it's  kiltlier  to  \\nir  in  the  Quarterly  than  in  Ala- a. 
At  ony  rate,  Lock  hart  ay  sends  me  back  my  articles 

North.   \N  liich  I  never  do. 

Shejihfrd.   Dinna\e?  urn. 

North.  Tine,  we  of  Mnga  are  not  so  pompous,  authoritative,  dog- 
matical,  doctorial,  (perhaps,  however,  fully  inoiv  pr«  fes>orial.)  as.\e 
of  the  Quarter!}  ;  we  have  not  the  same  satisfaction  in  constantly 
wearing  wigs,  and  occasionally  shovel-hats;  nor  do  we,  like  ye,  at 
all  times,  every  man's  son  of  \ou,  indite  our  articles  with  a  huge 
pile  of  bonks  encumbering  our  table,  in  a  room  surrounded  l>\  maps, 
and  empty  of  all  bottles  save  one  of  eye-water.  Our  mire  do  not 
come  from  mountains  in  labor,  but  out  of  small  chinks  and  crannies 
behind  the  chimney-cheeks  of  our  parturient  fancies.  When  our 
mountains  are  in  travail  they  produce  mammoths.  Absurd,  trifling, 
and  ridiculous,  we  often — loo  often  are  — ye  never;  but  dull,  heavy, 
nay,  stupid  ye  sometimes  are,  while  with  us  these  are  universally 
admitted  to  be  the  most  impossible  of  all  impossible  events  in 
nature.  In  mere  information — or  what  is  called  knowledge — learn- 
ing, and  all  that — facts,  and  so  forth — we  willingly  give  ye  the  /fas: 
but  neither  are  we  ignorant  ;  on  the  contrary,  we  are  well  acquainted 
with  aits  and  literature,  and  in  the  wa\s  of  the  world,  up  l>oth  to 
trap  and  to  snulT.  which,  save  your  reverences,  you  are  not  always 
to  the  degree  \our  Lest  fiiends  could  wish.  You  have  u  notion  in 
your  wise  heads,  that  you  are  always  walking  in  advance  of  the 
public;  we  have  a  notion  in  our  foolish  ones,  that  we  are  often  run- 
ning  in  the  rear.  Ye  would  tain  lead  ;  we  are  contented  to  drive. 
As  to  divinity,  ye  art;  all  doctors,  .some,  of  \  on  perhaps  bishops ; 
•we,  ht  i  IK-  best,  but  licensed  preachers.  Ye  are  all  Episcopalians, 
and  proud  )e  are  of  showing  it  ;  we  are  all,  or  nearly  all.  1'resby- 
leiians,  and  thii<k  no  shame  to  own  it.  W  hellier  \<  or  we  are  the 
more  or  the  less  bigoted  to  our  respective  creeds,  it  is  not  for  us  to 
Buy;  but  we  do  not  scruple  to  think,  that  on  this  point  we  have 
grcalh  the  advantage  over  our  brethren  of  the  south.  Ami  (.'a (ho- 
lies we  both  are — and  at  the  risk,  perhaps,  of  some  little  tautology, 
we  add — Chiistians.  In  politics  we  are  stcadv  as  the  po|e->lar;  so 
perhiips  are  \e;  but  cloud*  never  ob-enie  <  in  brightnc»N  ;  whereas, 
for  Mime  few  >eais  past,  such  is  the  dense  gloom  in  which  it  has 
been  hidden,  )  our  pole-star  has,  to  the  c\  es  of  miJnitihl  mariners, 
been  invisible  in  the  sky.  To  sum  up  all  in  one  short  and  pithy 
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sentence,  the  Quarterly  Review  is  the  best  periodical  in  the  world 
except  Blackwood's  Magazine,  and  Blackwood's  Magazine  is  the  best 
periodical  in  the  world  except  the  Quarterly  Review. 

Shepherd,  Haw — haw — haw  ! — maist  capital !  O,  sir,  but  you're 
beginnin'  to  wax  wutty.  You  were  rather  a  wee  prosy  about  an 
hour  sin'  syne,  but  the  toddy,  I'm  thinkin',  's  beginnin'  to  work,  and, 
after  a  few  jugs  you  tank  like  an  Opium-eater. 

North.  Opium-eater!  "Where  has  he  hid  his  many-color'd 
head  ?"• 

Shepherd.  I  kenna.  But  he's  like  the  lave  o'  the  Lakers — when 
he  wons  in  Westmoreland,  he  forgets  Maga,  and  a'  the  rest  o'  the 
civileezed  warld. 

North.  Now,  James,  all  this  being  the  case,  why  will  Mr.  Southey 
sneer,  or  worse  than  sneer,  at  Moon-Maga,  and  her  Star-satellites? 

Shepherd.  We  maun  alloo  a  great  man  his  crotchets.  There's 
rae  perfection  in  mortal  man  ;  but  gin  I  were  to  look  for  it  ony 
where,  'twould  be  in  the  life,  character,  and  warks  o'  Robert 
Soothey. 

North.  With  respect,  again,  to  Newspapers — generally  speaking — 
they  are  conducted  with  extraordinary  talent.  I'll  be  shot  if  Junius, 
were  he  alive  now,  would  set  the  world  on  the  rave,  as  he  did  some 
half  century  ago.  Many  of  the  London  daily  scribes  write  as  well 
as  ever  he  did,  and  some  better;  witness  Dr.  Gifford  and  Dr.  Ma 
ginn,  in  that  incomparable  paper  the  Standard,  or  Laabrum  ;  and 
hundreds,  not  greatly  inferior  to  Junius,  write  in  the  same  sort 
of  cutting,  trenchant  style  of  that  celebrated  assassin.  Times,  Chro- 
nicle, Globe,  Examiner,  Herald,  Sun,  Atlas,  Spectator,  one  of  the 
most  able,  honest,  and  independent  of  all  the  weeklies,  are  frequently 
distinguished  by  most  admirable  writing;  and  the  Morning  Jour- 
nal, tliough  often  rather  lengthy,  and  sometimes  unnecessarily  warm, 
constantly  exhibits  specimens  of  most  powerful  composition.  The 
Morning  Post,  too,  instead  of  being  what  it  once  was,  a  mere  record 
of  fashionable  movements,  is  a  political  paper  now,  full,  tor  the  most 
part,  of  a  truly  British  spirit,  expressed  with  truly  British  talent.  If 
Zeta*  be  really  hanged,  the  editor  of  the  Morning  Journal  should 
let  him  alone  ;  if  he  be  really  unhanged,  he  ought  to  give  the  able 
editor  of  the  Morning  Journal  a  good  hiding. 

Shepherd.  He's  aiblins  no  fit.     But  what's  the  meanin'  o'  that? 

North.  Confound  me,  James,  if  I  know. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  Southey,  though,  I'm  thinkin',  does  not  deny  taw- 
lent  to  the  daily  or  weekly  Press ;  he  anathemateeses  their  perni- 
cious principles. 

North.  True.  But  does  he  not  greatly  exaggerate  the  evil  ?   Most 

*  "Zeta  "  was  an  anonymous  letter-writer  in  the  Morning  Pott.   It  Was  even  said  that  Loirf 
tlllenborough  was  the  autiior. — M. 
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pernicious  principles  some  of  them  do.  with  a  truly  wiekod  pertini*. 
city,  disseminate;  but  those  which  love  and  spread  truth,  though 
perhaps  fewer  in  irimber,  are  greater  in  power  ;  and  even  were  it 
not  so,  truth  is  .stronger  than  falsehood,  and  will  ultimately  prevail 
against  her,  and  that  too  at  no  remote  time.  Besides,  1  do  not  know 
vf  any  newspaper  that  is  devoted  to  the  sole  worship  of  falsehood. 
We.  must  allow  some,  nay,  even  great  differences  of  opinion  in  men's 
minds,  even  on  the  most  solemn  and  most  sacred  subjects  ;  we  ought 
not  to  think  every  thing  wicked  which  our  understanding  or  con- 
science cannot  embrace;  as  there  is  sometimes  found  by  ourselves, 
to  our  own  dismay,  much  bad  in  our  good,  so,  if  we  look  with  clear, 
bright,  unjaundiced  eyes,  we  may  often  see  much  good  in  their  bad ; 
nay,  not  (infrequently  we  shall  then  see,  that  what  we  were  too  wil- 
ling to  think  utterly  bad,  because  it  was  in  the  broad  sheet  of  an 
enemy,  is  entirely  good,  and  feel,  not  without  compunction  and  self- 
reproach, 

*  Fas  est  et  ab  hvste  'Iticeri." 

Shepherd.  Are  you  no  in  danger  o1  becomin'  owcr  candid  the  noo, 
sir;  in  danger  o'  rather  trimmin'? 

North.  No,  James;  I  am  merely  trimming  the  vessel  of  mv  own 
moral  reason — removing  to  the  centre  the  shifted  ballast,  that,  on 
my  voyage  to  the  distant  shores  of  truth,  slic  may  not.  b\  making 
lee-way,  drift  out  of  her  course,  and  fall  in  among  the  breakers;  and 
then,  after  putting  ami  seeing  all  right,  I  return  like  a  good  pilot  to 
the  wheel,  and,  with  all  sail  set,  work  up,  with  my  merry  crew,  in 
the  wind's  eye,  to  the  safest  harbor  in  all  the  land  of  promise. 

Shepherd.  That's  a  weel-supportc  d  simile.  You  aye  speak  wi' 
uncommon  smeddum  on  nowtical  afVairs. 

jVor//t.  Question — \Yho  are  the  dangerous  writers  of  the  day? 
Answer — Demagogues  and  infidels ;  there  being  included  in  the  laU 
ter,  and  indeed  also  in  the  former, — so,  in  truth,  there  is  no  such 
distinction — Deists  nnd  Atheists.  The  lowest  and  the  worst  dema- 
gogues are  mostly  all  dunces,  ai.d  therefore,  1  must  opine,  not  alarm- 
ingly dangerous  to  the  stability  of  the -state,  or  the  well-being  of  the 
people.  Still  thcv  tire  |<-t-I  they  pollute  ale-houses,  and  make 
more  disgustful  gin-shops;  the  contagion  of  I  heir  I  ad  thoughts  some- 
times sickens  the  honest  pi  or  man  with  his  humble  ingle — initaie." 
his  weary  heart,  confuses  his  aching  head,  and  makes  him  an  m.h.-tp- 
py  subject,  fit,  and  ripe,  and  rcad\  lor  sedition.  Luckily  the  mem- 
bers ot  this  gang  occasionally  commit  overt  :n  t-  of  which  the  law 
can  take  hold;  and,  instead  of  writing  them  down,  which,  fiom  the 
utter  debasement  of  their  understandings,  as  well  as  that  of  all  their 
unwashed  pronely  ten,  in  below  the  province  of  the  Press,  and  indeed 
impossible,  you  tie  them  down  in  a  cell,  und  order  them  to  Us  well 
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privately  whipt,  or  you  make  them  mount  the  treadmill,  a)--»  insist 
on  their  continuing  to  reason,  step  by  step,  in  a  circle. 

Shepherd.  Besides,  many  o'  them,  sir,  get  handed  for  crimes  not 
at  all  of  a  literary  character,  if  indeed  you  except  forgery — profligacy 
kills  many  more  by  horrid  diseases — and  multitudes  run  away  to 
America,  or  are  sent  to  Sydney-Cove,  or  ihe  'vtill  vexed  Bermoo 
thes."  Sae  I  houp  the  breed's  on  the  decline  by  consumption,' and 
will  afore  long  rin  clean  out,  dregs  an'  a'. 

North.  I  agree  with  Mr.  Smithey,  however,  in  believing  that  in 
London,  and  all  large  towns,  the  number  of  such  ruffians  is  very 
great.  Let  the  police  do  its  duty. 

Shepherd.  But,  sir,  ye  maun  ascend  a  few  grawds  up  the  scale  o' 
iniquity. 

North.  I  do — and  find  some  men  of  good  education  and  small 
talent,  and  more  men  of  bad  or  no  education,  and  considerable  talent 
— demagogues — that  is  to  say,  wretches  who,  from  love  of  mischief 
would  instigate  the  ignorant  to  their  own  ruin,  in  the  ruin  of  the 
state.  They  write  and  they  speak  with  fluency  and  glibness,  and  the 
filthy  and  fetid  stream  flows  widely  over  poor  men's  dwellings, 
especially  those  who  are  given  to  reading,  and  deposits  in  work-shop, 
kitchen,  parlor,  and  bedroom,  a  slime  whose  exhalation  is  poison  and 
death.  They  have  publications  of  their  own,  and  they  gloat  over 
and  steal  and  spread  everything  that  is  bad  and  suited  to  their  ends 
in  the  publications  of  some  other  people,  who,  while  they  would 
scorn  their  alliance,  do  nevertheless  often  purposely  contribute  aid, 
to  their  evil  designs  and  machinations.  To  such  charge  too  large  a 
portion  of  what  is  called  the  Liberal  Press  must  plead  guilty,  or  per- 
haps they  would  glory  in  the  charge.  This  pollution  of  the  press 
can  only  be  cleansed  by  the  pure  waters  of  Truth  showered  over  it 
by  such  men  as  Mr.  Southey  himself;  or  swept  away,  if  you  prefer 
the  image,  by  besoms  in  the  hands  of  the  righteous,  who,  for  the  sake 
of  those  who  suffer,  shun  not  the  nauseous  office  even  of  fuilzie-men 
to  keep  clean  and  sweet  the  high-ways  and  by-ways,  the  streets  and 
alleys  of  social  life. 

Shepherd.  Such  a  righteous  besom-brand isher  is  Christopher  North, 
the  terror  of  traitors  and  the — 

North.  And  thus,  Ja.nes,  are  we  "  led  another  grawd  up  the  scale 
of  iniquity,"  and  reach  the  Liberal  Press.  It  works  mucn  evil,  and, 
1  fear  not  to  say,  much  good. 

Shepherd.  Say  rather  some  good,  sir.      Lay  the  emphasis  on  some. 

North.  Much  (jood.     For  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that  men  ma)'  be 

bigotedly  and  blindly  attached  to  the  right  cause.     Old  institutions 

seem  sacred  to  thVir  imaginations,  beyond   the  sanctity  inherent  in 

their  frame.      Time-hallowed,  they  are  improvement-proof.     But  the 

VOL.  III.—  27 
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new  may  be,  and  often  is,  holier  than  the  old — the  work  of  a  single 
day  belter  than  that  of  a  thousand  yrars.  The  soul  of 

"The  f»uil  adorer  of  departed  fame" 

sometimes  falls  asleep  on  the  toml>  of  the  good  and  great  of  other 
times,  to  the  oblivion  of  far  higher  living  worth;  or  dozes  over  the 
inscription  graven  there  by  the  gratitude  of  a  former  age,  instead  of 
more  wisely  recording  the  triumphs  of  contemporary  genius  or  vir- 
tue. Reason  must  be  awakened  from  her  slumbers  or  her  dreams 
in  the  arms  of  imagination  that  loves  to  haunt  old  places,  and  to 
•walk  in  reveries  among  the  shades  of  antiquity.  The  Liberal  Press 
— I  take  the  word  as  I  find  it  in  general  use  — often  breaks  these  de- 
lusions;  for  they  often  are  delusions,  and  it  oftener  shows  us  to  dis- 
tiii^iii-h  shadow  from  substance — fiction  from  truth — superstition 
from  devotion.  It  thus  does  good  at  times  when  perhaps  it  is  intend- 
ing evil  ;  but  at  times  it  intends  good — does  good — and  therefore  is 
strictly  entitled  to  unqualified  and  fervent  praise.  Such  praise  I 
give  it  now,  James — and  if  Gurney  be  not  asleep,  it  will  ring  in  the 
ears  of  the  public,  who  will  ratify  the  award. 

Shepherd.  liut  are  you  sure  that  the  evil  doesna  greatly  prepon 
derate  in  the  scale  ? 

North.  I  am  sure  it  does  preponderate — but  let  UR,  the  llliberals. 
fling  in  good  into  the  good,  and  we  restore  the  balance. 

Shepherd.  That's  incorreck.  The  evil,  light  in  comparison,  kicks 
the  brain — and  the  good  in  the  other  bucket  o'  the  balance  remains, 
for  the  use  o'  man,  steady  on  a  rock. 

North.  And  here  it  is  that  Sou  they 's  self  authorizes  me  to  contra- 
dict Sou  they.  While  he,  and  others  like  him — a  few  perhaps,  hi* 
equals,  at  least  in  power,  such  as  Sir  Walter,  S.  T.  Coleridge,  and 
William  Wordsworth — and  not  a  few,  his  inferiors  indeed  in  power, 
but  nevertheless  his  equals  in  zeal  and  sincerity — ami  the  many  who, 
without  any  very  surpassing  talents,  do  yet  acquire  force  from  f.iith, 
and  have  reliance  on  religion  —  I  say,  James,  while  that  sacred  band 
move*  on  in  linn  and  united  phalanx,  in  discipline  meet  to  their 
valor,  nor  in  bright  array  wanting  their  music-bands  vocal  and  in- 
strumental, to  hymn  them  on  in  the  march  to  victory  —  who  will 
teat  the  issue  of  the  battle,  or  doubt  that  beneath  the  Champion*  of 
the  Cross  the  Hosts  of  the  Misbelievers  will  sustain  a  signal  and 
fatal  overthrow  ? 

X/te/>/tfrtl.  You've  been  speak  in',  «ir,  I  perceive,  by  implication. 
o1  infidels,  that's  deists  and  atheists,  a'  the  lime  \ou  were  discussin' 
demagogues;  but  hae  \e  ony  thing  rnair  particularly  to  cny  o' 
infub-ls  l.\  ihcmttclU,  an  being  sometimes  a  separate  gang  ?  Let's 
he.ar't. 

North.  1  believe,  James,  that  there  are  many,  t*i>  many,c.onscien- 
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tious>  deists — deists  on  conviction — on  conviction  consequent  on  can- 
diti  ami!  extensive,  but  not  philosophical  and  profound  inquiry  into 
the  evidences,  internal  and  external,  of  Christianity. 

Shepherd.  Ah  !  sir.     That's  scarcely  possible. 

North.  It  is  true.  But  such  men  do  not  often — they  very  rarely 
seek  to  disturb  the  faith  of  others — and  few  of  them  carry  their 
creed  on  with  them  to  old  age,  for  the  Lamp  of  Revelation  burns 
more  brightly  before  eyes  thai  feel  the  dimness  of  years  shrouding 
all  mortal  things--.  In  meridian  manhood,  it  seems  to  them  that  the 
Sun  of  Natural  Theology  irradiates  all  being,  and  in  that  blaze  the 
Star  of  Revelation  seems  to  fade  away  and  be  hidden.  But  as  they 
approach  the  close  of  life,  they  come  to  know  that  the  Sun  of  Natu- 
ral Theology — and  it  is  a  Sun — had  shone  upon  them  with  a  borrow- 
ed light,  and  that  the  Book  of  Nature  had  never  been  so  read  by 
them  but  for  the  Book  of  God.  They  live  Deists,  and  they  die 
Christians. 

Shepherd.  In  gude  truth,  sir,  I  hae  kent  some  affecting  cases  o' that 
kind. 

North.  Now  observe  the  inconsistent  conduct  of  such  men;  an 
inconsistency,  I  believe,  must  attach  to  the  character  of  every  vir- 
tuous deist  in  a  country  where  Christianity  prevails  in  its  Protest- 
ant purity,  and  is  the  faith  of  an  enlightened  national  intellect. 
Rarely,  indeed,  if  ever,  do  they  teach  their  children  their  own  creed. 
Their  disbelief,  therefore,  cannot  be  an  utter  disbelief.  For,  if  it 
were,  a  good  and  conscientious  man — and  I  am  supposing  the  deist 
to  be  such — could  not  make  a  sacrifice  of  the  truth  for  the  sake  of 
them  he  dearly  loved ;  such  sacrifice,  indeed,  would  be  the  height 
of  folly  and  wickedness.  For  if  he  knows  Christianity  to  be  an 
imposture,  beautiful  though  the  imposture  be — and  no  human  heart 
ever  yet  denied  its  beauty, — conscience,  God's  vicegerent  here  be- 
low, would  command  him  to  begin  with  exposing  the  imposture  to 
the  wife  of  his  bosom,  and  the  children  of  their  common  blood. 
But  all  unknown  perhaps  to  himself,  or  but  faintly  known,  the  day- 
spring  from  on  high  has  with  gracious  glimpses  of  light  visited  his 
conscience,  and  that  conscience,  heaven-touched,  trembles  to  disown 
the  source  from  which  comes  that  gentle  visiting,  and,  with  its  still 
small  voice,  more  divine  than  he  is  aware  of,  whispers  him  not  to 
initiate  in  another  faith  the  hearts  of  the  guileless  and  the  innocent, 
by  nature  open  to  receive  the  words  of  eternal  life.  And  thus, 

While  Virtue's  self  and  Genius  did  adorn 
With  a  sad  cliai-m  the  bliuded  deist's  scorn. 
Religion's  self,  by  moral  goodness  won, 
Hatif  smiled  forgiving  on  her  skeptic  son  I 

Shepherd.  They  are  rnuckle  to  be  pitied,  my  dear  sir;  and   it's 
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neither  for  you  nor  me,  nor  ony  body  else,  to  be  hard  upon  (hem  ; 
and  I'll  answer  for  Mr.  Soothey,  that  were  ony  such  to  visit  him  in 
his  ain  hoose  ut  Keswick,  he  wad  be  as  kind  to  him  as  he  was  in 
the  autumn  o'  aughtcen  hunder  and  fourteen  to  mysell,  show  him 
his  beaut ifu'  and  maist  astonishing  leebrary,  toast  breed  for  him  at 
breakfast  wi'  his  ain  hauus,  wi'  that  lang-shank'd  fork,  and  tuk  au 
far  wi'  him  in  a  boat  roun  the  isles,  and  into  the  bays  o'  Derwent- 
water  Loch,  amu.sin'  him  wi'  his  wut,  and  instructin'  him  wi'  hia 
wisdom. 

North.  I  know  he  would,  James.  From  such  deists,  then,  though 
their  existence  is  to  be  deplored,  little  or  no  danger  need  be  feared 
to  revealed  religion.  But  there  are  many  more  deists  of  a  different 
stamp;  the  shallow,  superficial,  insensible,  and  conceited — the  pro- 
fligate, and  the  brutal,  and  the  wicked.  I  hardly  know  which  are 
in  the  most  hopeless  condition.  Argument  is  thrown  away  on  both 
-—for  the  eyes  of  the  one  are  too  weak  to  bear  the  light;  and  those 
of  the  other  love  onlv  darkness.  "They  hate  the  light  because  their 
deeds  are  dark."  The  former  fade  like  insects  ;  liic-  latter  perish 
like  beasts.  But  the  insects  flutter  aw;iv  tlieir  li\v>  among  weeds 
and  flowers,  and  are  of  a  sort  that  s-ting  nobody,  though  they  may 
tease  in  the  twilight ;  while  the  beasts  bellow,  and  gore,  and  toss, 
and  then-fore  must  be  hoodwinked  with  boards, — the  tips  of  their 
hoins  must  be  sawed  off,  a  chain  passed  through  their  noses — they 
must  be  driven  from  the  green  pastures  by  the  living  waters,  on  to 
the  bare  brown  common-  and,  unlit  for  the  shambles,  must  be 
knocked  on  the  head,  and  sold  to  the  hounds — "down  to  the  ground 
at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox." 

Shejihtnl.  There  are  owre  mony  o'  the  insecks  in  Scotland;  but, 
thank  God.  but  few  o'  the  beasts. 

North.  Because  in  Scotland,  James,  the  Church,  as  Wordsworth 
well  says,  holds  over  us  "  the  strong  hand  of  its  purity  ;"  and  thus 
infidelity  has  been  chiefly  confined  to  philosophers  who  would  not 
suffer  the  Church  to  eatch  hold  ;  while,  as  the  beasts  I  speak  of  are 
m«»st  likelv  to  arise  among  the  lower  orders,  the  Church  being  om- 
nipotent there,  the  bulls  of  Bashan  are  but  a  scant  breed.  In  England, 
from  manv  causes,  some  of  them  inevitable  in  a  land  so  rich,  and 
populous,  and  ninny  citied,  and  some  of  them  existing  in  neglect  of 
duties  secular  and  religious,  the  beasts  arc  seen  of  a  larger  size,  and 
in  larger  droves  ;  but  providentially,  by  a  law  of  Nature,  the  bulls 
ralvcd  have  always  been  in  the  proportion  of  a  hundred  to  one  to 
'.lit;  cows;  and  as  that  proportion  is  always  increasing,  we  may  even 
hope  that  in  half  a  century  the  lust  qucy  will  expire,  and  then  the 
male  monsters  will  soon  In-come  utterly  extinct. 

Xhephtrd.  Od    man,  1  never  heuid  }ou  so  feegurative  as  you  are 
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the  nicht;  yet  I  maun  alloo  that  maist  part  o'  them's  capital,  ar.d 
but  few  very  muckle  amiss. 

North.  Now,  James,  with  such  infidels  as  these  how  are  we  to 
deal  2  First  of  all  they  are  doomed,  living  and  dying,  to  universal 
loathing,  ignominy,  scorn,  and  execration.  All  that  is  good.  It 
curses  them  into  hatred  of  their  species — and  that  curse  is  intensi- 
fied by  the  conviction  that  their  hatred  is  of  litt.le  or  no  avail  to  hurt 
the  hair  of  any  one  Christian's  head.  Further,  their  books — for 
they  sometimes  write  books — are  smashed,  pounded  into  pulp,  and 
flung  into  their  faces  till  they  are  blind.  Groping  in  their  darkness, 
they  pick  the  pulp  up — spread  it  out  again,  and  dry  it  in  the  sun, 
whose  Maker  they  blaspheme  ;  and  over  and  over  again,  after  each 
repetition  of  the  blow — the  blash  on  their  eyes — they  re-commence 
their  manufacture  of  blotted  paper,  and  scrawl  ii  over  with  the  same 
impious  and  senseless  scribble,  all  the  while  assured  of  the  same 
result,  yet  instigated  by  the  master  they  serve,  the  Devil.  The 
more  they  are  baffled,  the  more  wickedly  they  persevere,  till  the 
snuff  of  their  wretched  life  goes  out,  like  Tom  Paine's,  in  a  stink, 
and  some  Cobbett  completes  their  infamy,  by  his  consecration  of 
their  bones. 

Shepherd.  Yet  I  fear,  sir  Tom  Paine  worked  great  evil,  even  in 
Scotland. 

North.  No,  James;  very  little  indeed.  The  times  were  then 
troubled,  and  ripe  for  mischief.  Paine's  blasphemy  caused  the  boil 
to  burst.  A  wise  and  humane  physician,  the  illustrious  and  immor- 
tal Richard  Watson,  Lord  Bishop  of  Llandaff,  applied  a  sacred  salve 
to  the  s.ore — the  wound  healed  kindly,  soon  cicatrized,  and  the 
patient  made  whole  again,  bounded  in  j<>y  and  liberty  like  a  deer 
upon  the  hills.* 

Shepherd.  Feegar  after  feegar — in  troops,  bands,  and  shoals ! 
What  a  teeming  and  prolific  imagination  !  And  in  auldest  age  may 
it  never  be  effete  ! 

North  Your  affection  for  your  father,  my  dear  son  Jaines,  sees 
in  my  eye,  and  hears  in  my  voice,  meanings  which  exist  not  in 
them — but  the  light  and  the  breath  touch  your  spirit,  and  from  its 
soil  arise  flowers  and  shrubs  indigenous  to  the  blessed  soil  of  our 
ain  dear  Scotland. 

Shepherd.  Is   the  theme   exhausted — the  well    run  dry- -the  last 

*  When  Oobbett  returned  to  England,  from  the  United  Stales,  in  1819,  he  brought  w.th  him 
•what  he  said  were  the  bones  of  Tom  I'aine— there  are  strong  grounds  for  believing  that  they 
•were  the  remains  of  some  other  person.  Cobbett  did  this  with  the  design  of  indicating  nil 
own  high  opinion  of  i'aine,  as  a  political  and  financial  writer,  in  England,  however,  I'aine 
had  chiefly  been  known  .as  one  who  had  written  against  the  Bible,  and  Cobbett  injuri-d  him- 
self much  by  what  he  had-done.  In  I7!)(i  Bishop  Watson,  (who  twenty  years  before,  had  pub- 
lished '•  An  Apology  for  Christianity,''  in  reply  to  Gibbon,)  undertook  to  refute  1'aine's  theolo- 
rical  book,  and  produced  his  "  Apology  for  the  Bible."  Notwithstanding  the  praise  given  to 
ft  by  North,  Watson's  was  really  so  weak,  that  a  wit  suggested  that  it^  »hmild  be  called  "Tho 
Fourth  part  o(  '  The  Age  of  Reason,"  by  Richard,  BUhop  of  Llandatt."— M. 
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leaf  shaken  frac  the  tree — wull  the  string  no  haud  another  pearl,  or 
is  the  diver  tired — has  your  croon  gotten  <>n  the  centre-tap  the  feenal 
ami  consurinniitin'  diamond,  or  do  the  dark  unfathomed  caves  o1 
ocean  bear  nae  niair — can  the  rim  roun'  it  suppoit  na  great  wecht  o* 
gowd,  or  is  the  mine  wrought  out — wull  the  plumes  o'  thocht  that 
form  the  soarin'  crest  aboon  your  coronet  no  admit  anither  feather 
frae  the  train  o'  the  bird  o'  Paradise,  or  is  the  bird  itsell  flown  awa' 
into  the  heart  o'  the  Garden  o'  Eden  i  Answer  me  that  mony- 
feegar'd  interrogatory  in  the  conceeseness  o'  a  single  word,  or  in  the 
ditlusioii  o'  a  thousan' — let  your  voicn  be  as  the  monotones  of  the 
simplest  Scottish  melody,  or  as  the  imjltitudinousness  of  the  maist 
complex  German  harmony,  the  ain  like  takin'  a  few  short  easy  steps 
up  a  green  gowany  brat*,  and  the  ither  like  rinnin'  up  and  doun  end- 
less flights  o'  stairs  loading  through  a'  the  mazes  o'  some  immense 
cathedral,  frae  the  gloom  o'  cells  and  oratories  on  the  grun-floor,  or 
even  auealh  the  rock  foundation,  to  the  roof  open  within  its  battle- 
ments to  the  night-circle  o'  the  blue  boundless  heavens,  with  their 
moon  and  stars.  There's  a  touch  for  you,  \e  auld  conceited  carle 
o'  the  picturesque,  the  beautifu',  and  shoohlime  ;  nor  ever  dare  to 
think,  much  less  say  again,  that  I,  James  Hogg,  the  Ettriek  Shep- 
herd, am  not  a  poet  equal  to  a'  the  three  pitten  thcgither,  Ramsay, 
Kiimigbatn,  and  Burns,  though  they,  I  acknowledge,  till  the  star  of 
Mount  Benger  arose,  were  the  Tria  Luminu  Scoturum  of  our  north- 
ern sky.  But  I.  sir,  I  am  the  great  fla>hing,  rustling  Aurora  Bore- 
alis,  that  gars  a'  the  Three  "pale  their  ineffectual  tires"  in  my  elec- 
trical blaze,  till  the  ecu  o'  our  millions  are  dazzled  wi'  the  corusca- 
tions ;  and  earth  wonders,  and  <•'  its  wonderin*  finds  no  end,  at  the 
troublous  glory  o'  the  incomprehensible  heaven.  There's  a  touch  o* 
the  magnificent  for  you,  ye  auld  wicked  scoonrel  !  Equal  that,  and 
I'll  pay  the  bill  out  <•"  my  ain  pouch,  and  fling  a  dollar  for  hirnsell 
to  Tappytourie,  without  askin'  for  the  change.  Eli  ! 

North.  The  evil  done  by  the  infidel  writings  you  alluded  to, 
James,  was  not  of  long  duration,  and  out  of  it  sprang  great,  good. 
Many,  it  is  true,  suffered  the  filth  of  I'aine  to  defile  their  Bibles.* 
But  ere  a  few  moons  went  up  and  down  the  sky.  their  hearts  smote 
them  on  account  of  the  insult  done  to  the  holy  leaves;  tears  of  re- 
morse, contrition,  and  repentance,  washed  out.  the  stain  ;  every  re- 
newed page  seemed  then  to  shine  with  a  purer  and  diviner  lustre—- 
they clasped  and  unclasped  with  a  more  reverent  hand 

"TLe  big  hn'  Bible,  aiuce  their  Fathers'  pride." 

Its  black  cloth  cover  was  thenceforth  more  sacred  to  the  eyes  of  all 
the  family  ;  with  more  pious  care  was  it   replaced  by  husband  and 

•  if\nt>fr\j  •Boagli.  it  wo  In  nlieioai,  Bibl«-r*>4ing  (Scotland,  that  Paine'i  "  Ajr«  of  UM> 
•on"  bid  lit  (rr»u*l  ctrculAUca  »ml  popularity.  TbuMM  pruvtd  bjr  uudcniabl*  trivlxno*. 
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wife,  after  morning  and  evening  worship,  in  the  chest  beside  the 
bridal  linen  destined  to  be  their  shroud.  Search,  now,  all  the  cot- 
tages of  Scotland  through,  and  not  one  single  copy  of  the  Age  of 
Reason  will  you  find  ;  but  you  will  find  a  Bible  in  the  shieling  of 
the  loneliest  herdsman. 

Shepherd.  You  speak  God's  truth,  for  I  Uen  Scotland  weel  !  and 
sae  do  you,  for  I  hae  heard  you  was  a  wonderfu'  walker  in  your 
youth  ;  and  for  the  last  twenty  years,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  you 
hae  ridden  on  a  race  o'  surefooted  pownies,  far  better  than  ony  Span- 
ish or  Portuguese  mules,  a'  through  atnang  the  mountains,  by  kittle 
bridle-paths  ;  and  I'm  only  astonished  that  you  never  brak  your 
neck. 

North.  The  main  causes  of  infidelity  lie  in  ignorance  and  misery, 
especially  in  that  worst  of  all  misery— guilt.  But  poverty,  brought 
on  by  either  the  profligacy  of  the  laboring  classes,  or  by  the  igno- 
rance or  folly  of  their  rulers,  embitters  the  heart  into  sullen  or  fierce 
disbelief.  A  wise  Political  Economy,  therefore,  is  one  of  the  strong- 
est and  happiest  safeguards  of  religion. 

Shepherd.  1  can  mi  understaun'  it  ava.  Ilicardo's  as  obscure  as 
Ezekiel. 

North.  Though  dealing  directly  but  with  temporal  things,  it  bears, 
James,  on  those  that  are  eternal.  Statist,  statesman,  philosopher, 
and  priest,  if  they  know  their  duty  and  discharge  it,  all  work  together 
for  one  great  end. 

Shepherd.  That's  geyan  like  common  sense. 

North.  When  the  social  state  of  a  people  is  disturbed  by  the  dis- 
arrangement of  the  natural  order,  and  changes  of  the  natural  course 
of  agriculture,  manufactures,  and  commerce,  will  not  morality  and 
religion,  my  dear*  James,  sink  with  the  sinking  prosperity  -of  the 
country  1 

Shepherd.  They  wull  that. 

North.  The  domestic  virtues  cannot  live  through  the  winter,  pound 
a  starved  \  oard  and  a  cold  hearth.  Sound  sleep  shuns  not  a  haH 
bed — but  no  eye  can  long  remain  closed  on  a  truckle  which  next  day 
may  see  in  a  pauper's  roup  at  the  city -cross. 

Shepherd.  An'  what's  the  drift  o'  a'  thae  vera  true  and  excellent 
observations  ? 

North.  That  much  of  the  worst  spirit  which  we  deplore  in  the  peo- 
ple, though  it  may  be  cruelly  exasperated  and  exacerbated  by  dema- 
gogues and  infidels,  owes  to  them  neither  its  origin  nor  chief  growth 
and  nature,  but  springs  out  of  the  very  frame  and  constitution  of 
society  in  all  great  kingdoms. 

Shepherd.  And  Ts  that  a  consoling  doctrine,  think  ye,  sir,  or  one 
that  gars  us  despair  for  our  species? 

North.  What!  shall  I. despair  of  my  species,  because  I  see  long 
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periods  in  the  history  of  my  own  and  other  countries,  when  the 
moral  condition  if  the  people  has  been  withered  or  blasted  by  the 
cuise  of  an  incapable,  unfeeling,  or  unprincipled  government? 

Shepherd.  But  that's  »;o  the  character  of  the  prestnt  Government 
O1  our  kiiiira.  Mr.  North  ? 

jYor///.  It  mu>t  strengthen  their  hands  and  hearts,  James,  to  know 
that  you  are  not  in  opposition.  But  to  return  for  one  moment  more 
to  the.  subject  of  the  infidelity  of  the  lower  orders,  how  beautifully, 
my  dear  James,  do  all  the  best  domestic  affections,  when  suffered 
to  enjoy  themselves  even  in  toleiable  repose  and  peace,  b'end  into, 
and,  us  it  were,  become  one  and  the  same  w  ith  religion  !  Let  human 
nature  have  but  fair  play  in  life — let  but  his  physical  necessities  be 
duly  supplied — and  all  its  mural  s\  mpathies  and  religious  aspirations 
kindle  and  aspire.  What  other  religion  but  Christianity  was  evt-r 
the  religion  of  the  poor  ?  But  the  poor  sometimes  cease  to  be  Chris- 
tians, and  curse  (heir  existence.  And  Mr.  Huskisson  would  be, 
shocked  to  see  and  hear  how  that  happens,  were  he  to  make  an  occa- 
sional pilgrimage  and  sojourn  in  Spitulfields,  instead  of  abusing  its 
wretched  dwellers. 

Shepherd.  It's  very  unfair,  I  see,  sir,  to  lay  the  blame  o  the  irre- 
ligion  of  the  poor  when  they  are  irreligious,  as  there's  but  ow  re 
mony  o'  them,  according  to  Mr.  Sooihty  and  you,  in  England  at  his 
present  era,  on  the  shout  hers  o'  ihe  priesthood.  What  gude  wull 
preachin'  and  pra)  in'  do  them,  when  folks  tire  starvin'  o'  cauld,  and 
hae  naethin'  either  to  eat  or  drink  ? 

Xorth.  I  have  known  a  poor  old  sailor,  James,  who  had  eat  in-th- 
in' for  two  days,  dismissed  from  her  door  b\  a  pious  lady,  not  with 
a  loaf  in  his  pouch — for  she  referred  him  to  the  parish — but — a 
Bible. 

Shepherd.  That  was  very  wicked.  Let  the  body  be  attended  to 
first,  and  ihesowle  afterward*,  or  you're  fl««-in'  in  tl.e  face  o' the 
Ten  Commandments.  That,  I  dinna  doot,  was  the  pious  teddy's  aiu 
case;  fur  wasna  she  a  widow  w  i'  a  gude  jointure,  fat,  frowsy,  and 
forty,  w  i'  great  big  peony-rose  knots  o'  ribl  oils  a'  num1  her  mulch, 
and  about  to  try  it  on  again,  in  the  way  o'  marriage  w  i'  a  ktrappiu 
Methody  preacher  1 

North.  Befoie  the  consummation  of  that  event  >he  died  of  a  sur- 
feit from  an  inordinate  guzzle  on  a  rrizc-haggi.s.  Much  as  she  talked 
about,  the  Bible,  t-he  showed  in  pi  act  ire,  that  !>hc  preferred  the  pro* 
CepU  <-f  Meg  Dods. *  Ciokei)  was,  in  fact,  her  Christianity,  and 
heiM  a  kitchen  creed  ;  yet  I  heard  her  fitneial  sermon  preached  by 
a  great  greasy  villain,  with  long  black,  l.-u  k.uiU  hair,  and  the  most 
»enstial  face  ever  MTU  on  earth  since  Silcnus,  who  nuUscouHy  whined 

•  Tb«  inmiiUtU  oh!  StvU  l»ndl«.ly  of  Ibt  CUikum  Inn.  in  -fit.  Rc.n«n  »  W«I1."-M. 
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away  about  her  single-mindedness,  (two  husbands,  remember,  and 
within  a  week  )f  a  third,)  her 

Shepherd.  Od  rot  baith  her  and  him.  are  ye  gaun  to  gar  me  spew  ? 

North.  But  take  it  at  the  worst,  James,  and  let  us  believe,  with 
Mr.  Southey,  that  the  Press  is  now  a  mighty  engine  (if  evil  in  the, 
hand  of  the  lovers  of  evil.  What  then  ?  It  is  the  Press  against  the 
Press.  Wherein  lies  our  trust?  In  the  mighty  array  that  might 
be — that  is,  on  the  side  of  heaven.  Where  are  the  twenty  thousand 
ministers  of  religion,  more  or  less?  And  in  their  cures  and  bene- 
fices, rich  or  poor,  what  are  they  about  ?  Are  they  all  broad  awake, 
up,  stirring  and  at  work  ?  Jf  so,  they  are  more  than  a  match  for  the 
miscellaneous  muster  of  infidels,  the  lumbering  levyen-mass  of  the 
godless,  who,  when  brought  into  action,  present  the  singular  appear- 
ance of  a  whole  large  army  consisting  entirely  of  an  awkward  squad. 

Shepherd.  And  if  any  considerable  number  o'  the  clergy  snore 
awa'  the  week  days  weel  on  to  eleven  o'clock,  and  set  the  congrega- 
tion asnore  baith  forenoon  and 'afternoon  ilka  Sabbath,  showin'  that 
they  think  bapteezin',  and  buryin',  and  mam  in',  and  prayin',  and 
preechin',  a  sair  drawback  and  doondracht  on  the  comforts  o' a  recto- 
ry ;  then,  I  say,  let  them  be  ca'd  owre  the  coals  by  ihe  bishop,  and 
if  incorrigible  frae  natural  stupidity  or  acquired  inveteracy  o'  habit, 
let  them  be  deposed  and  pensioned  aft' the  stipen'  o'  their  successors 
\vi'  some  fifety  a-year.  aneuch  to  leeve  on  in  sma'  seaport  towns, 
where  h>h  and  coals  are  cheap  ;  and  then  they  may  stroll  about  the 
sawns,  wi'  their  hauns  ahint  their  I  acks.  gaiherin'  buckles  and  urchins, 
and  ither  shells,  lookin'  at  the  ships  cumin'  in  and  gangin'  out,  and 
not  to  be  distinguished  fiae  half-pny  lieutenants,  except  by  their  no 
swearin'  sae  muck  IP,  or  at  a'  events  no  the  same  queer  kind  o' com- 
ical oaths-,  but  tqually  \\  i'  ihem  daimdeiin'  al  out,  ill  aft'  for  some- 
thing to  do,  and  equally  \\i'thern  red  about  the  nose,  thin  in  the 
caaves,  and  thick  about  the  ankles. 

North.  The  Church  of  Englai.d  is  the  richest  in  the  world,  though 
1  am  far  from  thinking  that  its  riches  are  rightly  distributed.  It 
ought,  then,  to  work  well,  since  it  is  paid  well  ;  and  1  think,  James, 
that  on  the  whole  it  is,  even  as  it  now  stands,  a  most  excellent 
Church.  It  ought,  however,  to  have  kept  down  Dissenters,  which  it 
has  not  done  ;  and  still  more,  it  ought  to  keep  down  Infidels.  Did 
some  twenty  thousand  Infidels,  educated  in  richly-endowed  univer- 
sities of  their  own,  compose  an  anti  Christian  establishment,  O  Satan  ! 
how  they  would  stir  hell  and  earth  ! 

Shepherd.  Universities,  colleges,  schools,  academies,  cathedrals, 
ministers,  abbeysv  churches,  chapels,  kirks,  relief-meeting-houses, 
tabernacles,  and  what  not,  without  number  and  without  end,  and  yet 
the  infidels  triumph  !  Is't  indeed  sae  ?  Then  pu'  them  doon,  or 
con/ert  them,  according  to  their  conveniences,  into  theatres,  and 
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ridin'  schools,  and  amphitheatres  for  Ducrow,  and  racket-courts,  and 
places  for  dry  in'  claes  in  rail  y  weather. 

Xorth.  If  Infidelity  overruns  the  land,  then  this  healthy,  wealthy, 
and  wUe  Church  of  Englaid  has  not  d<>ue  Us  duty,  and  must  he 
made  to  do  it.  If  infidelity  exists  only  in  narrow  lines  and  small 
fiatches,  then  we  may  make  ourselves  easy  about  the  infidel  press,  and 
knowing  that  the  Church  lias  done  the  one  thing  needful,  look  with 
complacency  on  occasional  parson  somewhat  too  jolly,  and  uufre* 
quent  bishop  with  face  made  up  entirely  of  proud  flesh. 

Shepherd.  Sughs  o'  wund,  some  loud  and  some  laigh,  but  pro- 
phetic o'  a  storm,  hae  been  aften  heard  o'  late  roun'  about  the 
square  towers — for  ye  seldom  see  a  spire  yonner — o'  the  English 
churches.  What  side,  when  comes  the  collcyshangee,  wull  ye,  sir, 
espouse  ? 

North.  That  of  the  Church  of  England,  of  which  Misopseudos 
himself,  with  all  his  integrity  and  talent,  is  not  a  sincerer  friend, 
though  lu-  may  lie  a  more  powerful  champion. 

Shepherd.   Eh?      \\hat? 

N»rth.  \Vhi*ht!  Had  you  your  choice,  James,  pray  what  sort  of 
a  bird  would  \  <MI  l>e  I 

Shepherd.  I  wad  transmigrate  intil  a  gae  hantle.  And,  first  and 
foremost,  for  ro\al  ami. it  ion  is  the  poet's  sin,  I  would  !><•  an  Eagle. 
Higher  than  ever  in  his  balloon  did  Lunaidi  soar,  would  i  shoot  up 
into  heaven.  P"ised  in  that  empvieal  air.  where  nae  storm-current 
*lows,  far  uj)  aliune  the  region  <>'  clouds,  with  widespread  and  un- 
quivfring  wing-  woidd  I  h.-ing  in  the  virgin  snn>hiiie.  Nae  human 
ee  should  see  me  in  my  ceinlcan  tabtrnade — l-ut  mine  ,-hnuld  see 
the  human  specks  by  the  xides  and  lock*  o'  rivers,  creeping  and 
crawling,  like  worms  as  they  arc.  i.ver  lhi-ir  miserable  earthly  flats, 
or  toiling,  like  reptiles  as  the\  arc.  up  their  majestic  molehills.  Down 
with  a  sunning  >woop  in  one  moment  would  I  descend  a  league  of 
atmosphere,  still  miles  and  miles  above  all  (he  dwarf  mountain-taps 
and  pigmy  forests.  \<-  headlong  lapse  mair,  and  my  t-ars  would 
drink  the  I'.iint  thunder  of  Mime  pony  cataract  ;  anitlier  mile  in  a 
moment  nearer  the  po»r  liuinl>le  eanh.  and,  ID  !  the  woods  are  what 
men  call  majestic,  the  vales  wide,  and  the  mountains  magnificent. 
That  pitiful  bit  of  Hiioku  is  u  city — a  metropolitan  city.  I  cross  it 
wi'  a  wave  of  my  wing.  An  aimy  is  on  the  plain,  and  they  are  in- 
deed u  ludicrous  lot  of  Lilliputians. 

They  mnrvli  with  wrn|N>n*  in  tlu-ir  bnu<l«. 

Their  lijiiuii-io  liii^'lii  diftplnyiiiK; 
At"l  nil  tl.--  \\lnli-  I  heir  nitric-  l>nn<U 
TriuinjJinut  tuuos  ure  playing  t 

The  rags  are  indeed  moat  sublime,  waving  to  the  squeak  of  penny 
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trumpets.  Aye,  the  cloud  below  my  claws  begins  to  rain,  and  the 
martial  array  is  getting  a  thorough  soaking — those  noble  animals, 
horses,  like  so  many  regiments  of  huif-dr. .wned  rats.  Too  contempt- 
ible to  look  at — so  away  up  again  to  the  sk\ -heart,  and  for  an  hour's 
float,  far,  far  above  the  sea.  Tiny  though  they  be,  I  love  to  look  on 
those  thousand  isles,  mottling  the  main  with  beauty  ;  nor  do  I  de- 
spise the  wave- wanderers,  whom  Britannia  calls  her  men-of  war, 
Guided  by  needle  still  trummlingly  obedient  to  the  pole,  on  go  the 
giant  cockleshells,  which  Heaven  save  from  wreck,  nor  in  storm 
may  one  single  pop-gun  be  flung  overboard  !  But  God-given  instinct 
is  my  compass — and  when  the  blackness  of  night  is  on  my  eyes, 
straight  as  an  arrow  or  a  sunbeam  I  shoot  alang  the  firmament,  nor, 
obedient  to  that  unerring  impeller,  deviate  a  mile-breadth  from  the 
line  that  leads  direct  from  the  Grampians  to  the  Andes.  The  roar 
of  ocean What — what's  that  I  hear?  You  auld  mannerless  ras- 
cal, is  that  you  I  hear  snorin"?  Ma  faith,  gin  I  was  an  eagle,  I  wad 
seart  your  haffets  wi'  tawlons,  and  try  which  o'  our  nebs  were  the 
sharpest.  \Veel,  that's  maist  extraordinar — he  absolutely  snores  on 
different  a  key  wi'  each  o'  his  twa  individual  nostrils — snorin'  a  first. 
and* second  like  a  catch  or  glee.  I  wunner  if  he  can  snore  by  the. 
notes,  or  trusts  entirely  to  his  dreaming  ear.  It's  really  no  that  un 
harmonious — and  I  think  I  hear  him  accompanying  Mrs.  Gentle  on 
the  spinnet.  Let's  coomb  his  face  \vi'  burned  cork. 

(The  SHEPHERD  applies  a  cork  to  the  .fire,  and  makes  NORTH  a 
Blackamoor.") 

North.  Kiss  me,  my  love.  Another.  Sweet — sweet — oh!  'tis 
sweet ! 

Shepherd.  Haw — haw — haw!  Mrs.  Gentle,  gin  ye  kiss  him  the 
noo,  the  pat  '11  no  need  to  ca'  the  kettle 

North.  Be  not  so  coy — so  cold — my  love.  ''  Can  danger  lurk 
within  a  kiss  ?'' 

Shepherd.  Othello— Othello— Othello  ! 

North,  (awakening  with  a  tremendous  yawn.)  'Tis  gone — 'twas  but 
a  dream  ! 

Shepherd.  Aye,  aye,  what's  that  you  were  dreamin'  about,  sir? 
Your  face  is  a'  ower  blushes — just  like  a  white  rose  tinged  with  the 
setting  sun. 

North.  \  sometimes  speak  in  my  sleep.     Did  I  do  so  now  ? 

Shepherd.  If  you  did,  sir,  1  did  not  hear  you — for  I  hae  been 
takin'  a  nap,  mysell,  and  just  awauken'd  this  moment  \\i'  a  fa'  (Van 
the  cock  on  a  kirk-steeple.  1  hae  often  od-l  dreams;  and  1  thocht  1 
had  got  astride  o'.the  cock,  and  was  haudin'  on  by  the  tail,  when  the 
feathers  gave  way," and  had  it  not  been  a  dream  1  should  infallibly 
have  been  dashed  to  pieces.  Do  you  ever  dream  o'  kissin',  s'r  ? 

North.  Fie,  James ! 
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Shtp/urJ.  O,  but  you  look  quite  captivatin',  quite  seducirT,  when 
you  blush  that  gate,  sir!  1  never  could  admire  a  dark  cnniplexioned 
man. 

North.  I  do  —  and  often  wished  mine  had  Keen  dark  -- 

Shepherd.  Ye  made  a  narrow  escape  the  m»o,  sir  ;  for  out  o'  re- 
venge for  you're  having  ancecoombed  my  face  when  1  fell  asleep  on 
my  chair,  I  was  within  an  ace  of  cooiuhin'  yours;  l.ut  when  I  had 
the  cork  ready,  my  respect,  my  veneration  for  you,  held  my  hawn, 
and  I  flung  it  into  the  awse-hole  ay  out  the  fender. 

North.  Mv  dear  James,  your  filial  affection  for  the  old  man  is 
touching.  Yet,  had  you  done  so,  I  had  forgiven  you  - 

Shepherd.  But  I  never  could  hae  foigiYn  mysell,  it  would  hae 
been  sae  irreverent.  Mr.  North,  1  often  wish  that  we  had  some 
leddies  at  the  Nodes.  When  you're  married  to  Mrs.  Gentle,  you 
maim  liring  her  r-ometimes  to  Pieardy,  to  mationecze  the  ither 
females  that  there  may  be  nae  Kcandaliim  imnjitatum.  And  then 
what  pairtics!  Nei>t  time  she  comes  to  Embro'.  we'll  hae  the  Ile- 
mans,  and  she'll  aihlins  sing  to  us  some  o'  her  ain  beautifu*  sai:gs, 
get  to  tunes  by  that  delighlfu'  musical  genius  her  sister. 

N»rlh.  Ami  she  shall  sit  at  my  rij:ht  hand  — 
.  And  me  on  hers  - 


North.  And  with  her  wit  she  shall  brighten  the  dimness  her 
pathos  brings  into  our  eyes,  till  teats  and  smiles  struggle  together 
beiuath  the  witchery  of  the  fair  iiecromanccress.  And  L.  E.  L.,  I 
hope  will  not  refuse  to  sit  on  the  old  man's  left 


O  man!  but  1  wu-h  I  could  sit  next  to  her  too  :  but 
it's  impossible  to  be,  like  a  bird,  in  tun  places  at  ance,  sae  1  maun 
Submit  — 

North.  Miss  Landon,  I  understand,  is  a  brilliant  creature,  full  of 
animation  ami  enthusiasm,  and,  like  Mrs.  Hemans  too,  n<>ne  of  \otir 
lachrymose  muses,  "melancholy  and  yenllemanlikt"  Inn,  like  the 
daughters  of  Adam  and  Eve,  earnest  l\  and  keenly  alive  to  nil  the 
cheerful  and  pleasant  humanities  and  chaiities  of  liiis  every-«iay  sub- 
liinniy  wmld  of  ours,  where,  besidi  s  poetry,  the  inhabitant*  live  on 
a  \:i-t  \.-i  i.-t\  of  other  esculents,  and  like  e\er  and  anon  to  take  a 
gla>«a  of  Berwick's  beer  or  Perkins's  porter  between  even  draughts  of 
Hippncrme  or  Helicon. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  character  o'  a'  real  geniu>cs,  baith  males  and 
frmales.  They're  ae  thing  wi'  a  pen  in  their  hann,  at  a  green  desk, 
»!'  only  an  ink-bottle  oti't  and  a  sheet  o'  paper—  and  ajiither  thing 
entirely  at  a  white  table  a*  covered  wi'  plates  and  trencher  «,  soop  in 
the  middle,  nawmon  at  the  head,  and  a  sirloin  o'  lieef  or  mutton  at 
the  fit,  wi'  turkeys,  ami  howtowdies,  and  tongues,  and  hams,  and  »' 
mainner  of  vegetables,  roun  the  aide*  —  to  say  naething  o'  tails  and 
flummeries,  and  the  Delap,  Stilton,  or  feenal  cheese  —  Parmesan. 
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Nor'h.  You  surely  don't  mean  to  say,  James,  that  poetesses  are 
fond  of  good  eating? 

Shepherd.  Na.  But  I  mean  to  say  that  they  are  not  addicted, 
like  green  girls,  totatin'  lime  out  of  walls,  or  chowin'  chalk,  or  even 
Book  in'  barley -sugar  and  sweeties  in  the  forenoon  to  the  spoilin'  <>' 
their  natural  and  rational  denner;  but,  on  the  conn-air,  tliat  they 
are  mistress  of  a  moderate  slice  o'  roast  and  biled  butcher's  mtat  ; 
after  that  the  wing  or  the  merry- thocht  o'  a  fule;  and  after  ihat 
again  some  puddin',  perhaps,  or  some  berry-pie,  some  jeely,  or  some 
blawmange  ;  taukin'  and  smilin'  an. I  Inuchin'  at  intervals  a'  the 
while  to  their  neist-t-hiiir  neighbor,  waxing  wutty  on  his  hauns  wi'  a 
little  encouragement,  and  joinin'  sweetly  or  gaily  wi'  the  general 
discoorse,  when,  after  the  cloth  has  been  drawn,  the  dmin'-rooin  be- 
gins to  murmur  like  a  hive  of  honey-bees  after  a'  the  drones  are 
dead;  and  though  a'  present  hae  stings,  nane  ever  think  o'  nsin' 
them,  but  in  genial  employment  are  busy  in  the  sunshine  o'  sociality 
wi'  probosces  and  wings. 

North.  What  do  you  mean  by  a  young  lady  being  busy  with  her 
proboscis,  James  1 

Shepherd.  O,  ye  coof !  it's  allegorical ;  sae  are  her  wings.  Pro- 
boscis is  the  Latin  for  the  month  o'  a  bee,  and  its  instrument  for 
making  honey,  that  is,  for  extracting  or  inhaling  it  out  o'  the  inner 
speerit  o'  flowers.  Weel.  then,  why  not  allegorically  spe;ik  of  a 
young  lady's  proboscis — for  drops  not,  distils  not  honey  I'rae  her 
sweet  mouth]  And  where  think  ye,  ye  auld  crabbit  critical  carle, 
does  her  proboscis  find  the- elementary  particles  thereof,  but  hidden 
amang  the  saftest  leaves  that  lie  faulded  up  in  the  heart  o'  the  hea- 
ven-sawn flowers  o'  happiness  that  beautify  and  bless  the  bosom  o' 
this  itherwise  maist  dreary  and  meeserable  earth? 

North.   Admirable!      Proboscis  let  it  be  — 

Shepherd.  Yes,  just  sae.  And  neist  time  your  dreamin'  <>'  Mrs. 
Gentle,  murmur  out  wi'  a  coomcd  face,  '•  O,  'tis  sweet,  >weet!  One 
ither  taste  of  your  proboscis!  O,  'tis  sweet,  sweet!  " 

North,  (storting  ttpfttriaus/y.)  With  a  coomlxd  face?  Have  you 
dared,  you  swineherd,  to  cork  my  face?  If  3011  have,  you  shall 
repent  it  till  the  latest  day  of  your  life. 

Shepherd.   You  surely  will  forgive  me  when  you  hear  I'm  on  my 

deathbed  

North,  (at  the  mirror.')   Blackguard  ! 

Shepherd.  Tweel  you're  a'  that.  1  ca'  that  epithet  mnltum  in 
ptirvo.  You're  a  mai>t  complete!  blackguard — that's  beyond  a'  man- 
ner o'  doot.  Whatn'  whites  o'  een  !  and  whatn'  whites  o'  teeth  ! 
But  your  hair's  no  half  grizzly  aneuch  for  a  blackamoor — at  least  an 
African  ane — and  gies  you  a  sort  o'  uncanny  mongrel  appearance 
that  wud  frichten  the  King  o'  Congo. 
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North.  Talking  of  Mrs.  Remans  and  Miss  Landon  with  a  face  an 
black  a>  the  crown  of  my  hat! 

Shepherd.  And  a  great  deal  blacker.  The  croon  o'  your  hat's 
broon  and  I  wunner  you're  no  ashauu'd,  sir,  to  wear'l  on  the  streets! 
but  vour  face,  sir,  is  as  I. lack  as  the  back  o'  that  chimley,  and  baith 
w  ud  l.e  muekle  the  better  o'  the  sweeps. 

Nurllt.  James,  I  have  ever  found  it  impossible  to  be  irate  with 
\ou  more  than  half  a  minute  at  a  time  during  these  last  twenty  years. 
I  furgive  you — and  do  you  know  that  I  do  not  look  so  much  amiss  in 
cork.  'Pon  honor 

Shrpherd.  It's  a  great  improvement  on  you,  sir — and  I  would  se- 
riously advise  you  to  cooinb  your  face  every  day  when  you  dress  for 
denner.  But  wimna  you  ask  Miss  Jewsbury  to  the  first  male  and 
female  Noctes.  She's  really  a  maist  superior  lassie.* 

North.  Both  in  prose  and  verse.  Her  Phantasmagoria,  two  mis- 
cellaneous volumes,  teem  with  promise  and  performance.  Always 
acute  and  never  coarse 

Shepherd.  Qualities  seldom  separable  in  a  woman.  See  Leddjr 
Morgan. 

North.  But  Miss  Jewsbury  is  an  agreeable  exception.  Always 
acute  and  never  coarse,  this  amiable  and  most  ingenious  young 
leddy 

Shrpherd.  Is  she  bonny  ! 

North.  I  believe  she  is.  James.  But  I  do  not  pretend  to  bo  posi- 
tive on  that  point,  for  the  only  time  I  ever  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Miss  Jewsbury,  it  was  but  for  a  momentary  glance  among  the 
mountains.  Mounted  on  a  pretty  pony,  in  a  pretty  rural  straw  hat, 
and  a  pretty  rural  riding  habit,  with  the  sunshine  of  a  cloudless 
heaven  blended  on  her  countenance  with  that  of  her  own  clou<l)cs<i 
soul,  the  \oung  author  of  PhuntiiMiiugoria  r<  de  smilingly  along  a 
beautiful  vale,  with  the  illustrious  Word* worth,  whom  she  i  ene- 
ratcx,  pacing  in  his  poetical  way  by  her  side,  and  pouring  out  poetry 
in  lhat  glorious  recitative  of  hi*,  till  "the  vale  was  overflowing  with 
the  -«iiii  ii."  Wha,  Jamie,  xvudna  line  luck'd  bonny  in  sic  a  predeec- 
mneni  ? 

Shepherd.  Mony  a  ane  wad  hae  Inked  desperate  ugly  in  sic  a  pre- 
decMtnent — far  mair  ugly  than  when  walking  on  lit  wi'  some  re- 
ipvctalilc  common-place  young  man,  in  a  gingham  gown,  by  tho 
liaiikH  of  a  canawl  in  a  level  kintra.  Place  a  positively  plain 
woman  ill  a  poetical  predeecament,  especially  where  she  doesna 

•   Miinn  J«n»  J»w»bunr  »»t  »  r^idi-nt  <  f  M»nrbr.tcr.     H«r  "  Ph»n(«*m»c"ri»"  inim- 
it  »i.>   t  •••  |HI|  rinr.     Sh«  afurward*  wrot«  "  The  Thr»»  Iftitorie*."  io  which  f  he  aavf  a  i  • 

•ketch  ol  Mr>    ll»nian«,  (who.  by  th«  way,  wa»  murh  llwkM  in  Ihr  iv  r.  a'  d  had  foxy  hair!) 
»  t-  .  !.  h»«  lw»n  [.artially  <u|i>>U  into  tli*   t>i»cra|ihim  by  Chorlcy  and    her  m*l«r.     Sht  mad* 
W< f'.»orih'»  arquainUncr.  and  »i»it»-d   him  at  Rydal.     Shf  marriod  a  rlrreyman    n»m«J 
>':•«•  t.ff.  whim  in*  arrcmf>ani*d  to  the  Karl  Indir*.  wh*r*  *h*  »prrdily  di«d.    Hrr  »i> ' 
feat  wntua  "Tl<«  T«o  SUun,"  "'/'*»,''  and  elbcr  worlu  of  fiction,  r**td«i  in  Manclie»Ur.-  H. 
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clearly  comprehend  the  significance  o?t,  and  yet  has  been  tnuld  that 
it  is  incumbent  on  her  to  show  that  she  enjoys  it,  and  it  is  reallv 
painfu'  to  ane's  feelin's  to  see  how  muckle  plainer  she  gets  aye  the 
langer  she  glowers,  till  at  last  it's  ti<>  easy  to  thole  the  face  o'  her  ; 
but  you  are  forced  to  turn  a\va  your  head,  or  to  steek  your  een,  nei- 
ther o'  \vhilk  modes  o'  procedure  perhaps  is  altogether  consUtent 
with  the  maist  perfect  propriety  o'  mainners  that  ought  ever  to  sub 
sist  atween  the  twa  different  sexes. 

North.  My  dear  James 

Shepherd.  I'm  thinkin'  Miss  Jewsbury  maun  be  a  bit  bonny  lassie, 
wi'  an  expressive  face  and  fine  figure,*  and,  no  to  minchthc  nuiitter, 
let  me  just  tell  you  at  ance,  that  it's  no  in  your  power,  Mr.  North, 
to  praise  wi'  ony  warmth  or  cordiality  neither  an  ugly  woman  nor 
an  auld  one — but  let  them  be  but  young  arid  fresh  and  fair,  or 
"black  but  comely,  and  then  hoo — you  wicked  rabinwtor — do  you 
keep  casting  a  sheep's  ee  upon  the  cutties!  pretendin'  a'  the  while 
that  it's  their  genius  you're  admirin' — whereas  it's  no  their  genius 
ava,  but  the  livin'  temple  in  which  it  is  enshrined. 

North.  I  plead  guilty  to  that  indictment.  Ugly  women  are 
shocking  anomalies,  that  ought  to  be  hunted,  hooted,  and  hissed  out 
of  every  civilized  and  Christian  community  into  a  convent  in  Cock- 
aigne. But  no  truly  ugly  woman  ever  yet  wrote  a  truly  beautiful 
poem  the  length  of  her  little  finger ;  and  when  beauty  and  genius 
kindle  up  the  same  eyes,  why,  gentle  Shepherd,  tell  me  why  should 
Christopher  North  not  fall  down  on  his  knees  and  adore  the  divinity 
of  his  waking  dreams'? 

Shepherd.  The  seldorner,  sir,  you  fall  down  on  your  knees  the 
better;  for  some  day  or  ithe.r  you'll  find  it  no  such  easy  matter  to 
get  up  again,  and  the  adored  divinity  of  your  waking  dreams  may 
have  to  ring  the  bell  for  the  servant  lad  or  lass  to  help  you  on  your 
feet,  as  I  have  somewhere  read  a  French  leddy  had  to  do  in  regard 
to  Mr.  Gibbons  o'  the  Decline  and  Fa.'f 

North.  Nor  must  our  festal  board,  that  happy  night,  miss  the 
light  of  the  countenance  of  the  fascinating  Mrs.  Jameson. 

Shepherd.   Wha's  she  1 

North.  Read  ye  never  the  Diary  of  an  Ennuyee? 

Shepherd.  O'  a  what?  An  N,  6,  E  ?  Is't  a  man  or  a  woman's 
initials? 

North.  Nor  the  Loves  of  the  Poets? 

Shepherd.  Only  what  was  in  the  Manga/in.  But  oh  ?  sir,  you 
were  maist  beautifu'  specimens  o'  eloquant  and  impassi. mate  prose 
composition  as  ever  drapped  like  hiniiy  frae  woman's  lips.  We 
maun  hae  Mrs.  Jameson — we  maun  indeed.  And  wull  ye  hear  til) 

*  f-ha  -was  net  handsome,  but  had  a  singularly  sweet  expression  of  featurei     M. 
+  A  fact.-   M. 
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me,  sir,  there's  n  fine  enthusiastic  bit  lassie,  ca'd  Browne — AJa 
Brown«\  1  think,  wha  maun  get  an  inveet,  if  she's  no  ower  \oung 
to  gang  out  to  sooper  ;* — hut  Miss  Milford,  or  Airs.  Marv  II:>witt, 
will  aiblins  bring  the  bit  timid  cretur  under  their  wing — and  as  for 
mysell,  1  shall  be  as  kind  till  her  as  if  she  were  rny  ain  dochler. 

North.      "  Visions  of  jrlory  spare  my  acliiug  sight — 
Ye  uuborn  Noctes,  press  not  on  my  soul  1" 

Sktplierd.  What  think  ye,  sir,  o'  the  dogmas  that  high  imagina- 
tion is  incompatible  wi'  high  intellect,  and  that  as  Science  flourishes 
Poetry  decays  ? 

North.  The  dogmata  of  dunces  beyond  the  reach  of  redemption. 
Imagination,  my  dear  James,  as  you  who  possess  it  must  know,  is 
intellect  working  according  to  certain  laws  of  feeling  or  passion.  A 
man  may  have  a  high  intellect  with  little  or  no  imagination;  but  he 
cannot  have  a  high  imagination  with  little  or  no  intellect.  The  In- 
tellect of  Homer,  Dante,  Milton  and  Shnkspeare,  was  higher  than 
that  of  Aristotle,  Newton,  and  Bacon.  \\  hen  eh-vated  by  feeling 
into  imagination,  their  Intellect  became  transcendent — and  thus  they 
were  Poets — the  noblest  name  by  far  and  away  that  belongs  to  any 
of  the  children  of  men.  So  much,  in  few  words,  for  the  first  dogma 
of  the  dunces.  Is  it  damned  ? 

Shepherd.   1  dinna  doot.      What  o'  the  second  ? 

North.  That  the  blockheads,  there  too,  bray  the  most  asinine  as- 
sertion that  was  ever  lahoriou>ly  elongated  from  the  lungs  of  an 
Emeritus  donkey  retired  from  public  life  to  his  native  common  on 
an  annual  allowance  of  thistles. 

Shepherd,  That's  funny  aneuch.     You're  a  curious  cretur,  sir. 

North.  Pray,  what  is  science  ?  True  knowledge  of  mind  and  mat- 
ter, as  far  as  it  is  permitted  to  us  to  know  truly  an\  thing  of  the 
world  without  and  the  world  within  us,  congenial  in  their  co-exist- 
ence. 

Shepherd.  That  sotirfs  weel,  and  maun  be  the  right  definition.  Say- 
on —  xou've  a  pleasant  vice. 

North.  What  is  Poetry  f  The  true  exhibition  in  musical  and  met- 
rical speech  of  the  thoughts  of  humanity  when  colored  by  its  feel- 

•  The  young  lady  wa»  Mary  Ann  Drown*.  wtioee  r  em  of  "  Ada"  wai  published  in  lft/7, 
before  I'll*  wn«  fifteen  Many  other  poetical  work*  fi.l  jvd  in  due  couroe  o!  tune,  of  which 
•  IJTII.VI  .  "  »  pawjonate  t»lr  of  love,  wa*  the  l—»i.  H.r  contributed  rainy  articles  to  the 
ltxi.il*  l'ntviT*i<m  .Vnpn:mr,—  in  which  American  r»nder»  may  recollect  h«-r  "  Oem*  fro.n  the 
Antique."  and  a  Geauiilul  »erie«  of  pr<»e  done*  railed  "  Kecollertioni  of  a  Portrait  t'ajnler." 
Fhe  ».•>»  marrird  in  her  i.lnh  year  to  Mr.  Jamei  liiey,  (a  nephew  i.l  the  Klirick  Sh«ph«>rd,)  a 
fen'l«-man  much  r,|.!er  thin  her»elf,  and  went  with  him  to  re«iJe  in  Ireland  ."bf  died,  al 
r  i.  •  •  Writ.  Cork,  in  IHI.  Her  later  po«in».  wnilrn  plier  t  ,.•  ttruccl**  "'  lif'  had  taufhl 
bvr  K>  lonk  into  her  own  heart,  exhibited  creat  force  and  ferhnj;,  with  a  depth  of  thought  l-e- 
jrond  what  lady-auttiur*  unuajy  expreo.  fhe  wu,  in  many  r«  »j  «•.•(»,  one  of  the  moul  •  I 
w^men  I  ever  Knew  ;  certainly  the  mo»t  loveable  auihorek*  She  wan  not  hand»oiiie.  ' 
t^«  were  remarkably  line  in  their  dark  beauty,  and  tier  ringing  laugh,  (fur  she  waa  a  mirthful 
treal'irr,  playful  M  a  ycuj(  lawn  an-'  natural  u  a  young  elilid,)  walled  muitc  IB  IU  nivcr) 

ICUJJf     -M. 
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ings,  throughout  the  whole  range  of  the  physical,  moral,  intellectual 
and  spiritual  regions  of  its  being. 

Shepherd.  That's  shooblime.  I  wuss  I  could  get  it  aff  by  heart  to 
spoot  at  the  petty  soopies  o'  the  Blues.  But  I  fear  that  I  suld  for- 
get sum  o'  the  prime  words — the  fundamental  features  on  which  the 
feelosophical  definition  hinges,  and  fa'  into  ow re  great  nonsense. 

North.  You  thus  see  with  half  an  eye,  James,  that  Poetry  and 
Science  are  identical.  Or  rather,  that  as  Imagination  is  the  highest 
kind  of  Intellect,  so  poetry  is  the  highest  kind  of  Science. 

Shepherd.  I  see't  as  plain  as  a  pike-staff,  or  the  nose  on  your  face. 
Indeed,  plainer  than  the  latter  simile,  for  your  face  being  still  in 
coomb,  or,  as  you  said,  in  cork,  your  nasal  promontory  is  involved 
in  deepest  shadow,  and  is  in  fack  invisible  on  the  general  surface, 
and  amang  the  surrounding  scenery  o'  your  face. 

North.  Thus,  James,  it  is  only  in  an  age  of  Science  that  Anything 
worthy  the  name  of  Poetry  can  exist.  In  a  rude  age  there  may  be 
bursts  of  passion — of  imagination  even,  which,  if  you  or  any  other 
man  whom  I  esteem,  insist  on  calling  them  poetry,  I  am  willing  so 
to  designate.  In  that  case,  almost  all  human  language  is  poetry,  nor 
am  I  sure  that  from  the  province  of  such  inspiration  are  we  justified 
in  excluding  the  cawing  of  rooks,  or  the  gabbling  of  geese,  and  cer 
tainly  not  the  more  impassioned  lyrical  effusions  of  monkeys. 

Shepherd.  Queer  devils,  monkeys  ! 

North.  Will  any  antiquary  or  archaeologist  show  me  a  bit  of  poe 
try  as  broad  as  the  palm  of  my  hand,  worth  the  toss  up  of  a  tinker's 
farthing,  the  produce  of  uncivilized  man?  O  lord,  James,  is  not 
such  stuff  sufficient  to  sicken  a  whole  livery  stable!  In  the  light  of 
knowledge  alone  can  the  eye  of  the  soul  seethe  soul — or  those  flam- 
ing ministers,  the  Five  Senses — 

Shepherd.  Seven,  if  you  please — and  few  aneuch  too,  considerin' 
the  boundless  extent  and  variety  o'  the  universe. 

North.  Or  the  senses  do  their  duties  to  the  soul — for  though  she 
is  their  queen,  and  sends  them  forth  night  and  day  to  do  her  work 
among  the  elements,  yet  seem  they,  material  though  they  be,  to  be 
Kith  and  kin  even  unto  her  their  sovereign,  and  to  be  imbued  with 
some  divine  power  evanescent  with  the  moment  of  corporeal  death, 
and  separation  of  the  spirit. 

Shepherd.     Hech  ! 

North.  Therefore,  not  till  man,  and  nature,  and  human  life  lie  in 
the  last  light  of  Science,  that  is,  of  knowledge  and  of  truth,  will  poo- 
try  reach  the  acme  of  its  triumph.  As  Campbell  sings, 

Come,  bright  Improvement,  on  the  car  of  Time, 
And  rule  the  spacious  world  from  clime  to  clime ; 

and  still  Poetry  will  be  here  below  Prime  Minister  and  High  Priest 
of  Nature. 

VOL.  III.— 28 
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Sheplifrd,  (with  a  grunt.)  What's  that  you  was  saying  about  the 
Prime  Minister  and  the  High  Priest  1  Is  the  Dyuck  gangin' out? 
an<i  has  ony  thing  happened  to  tlie  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  1 

North.  But  it  is  farther  asserted,  that  the -human  mind  will  cease 
to  look  on  nature  poetically,  or  poetically  to  feel  her  laws,  in  pro- 
portion as  the  Revelation  becomes  ampler  and  clearer  of  her  myste- 
ries, and  that's 

Shepherd.  1  begin  to  think,  sir,  that  considerin'  the  natur  o'  a  twa- 
handed  crack,  you're  rather  trespassing  upon  the  rights  o'  the  ither 
interlocutor  in  the  dialogue — and  that  it  would  only  be  ordinar' 
gude  mainners  to  alloo  me  to 

North.  As  if  an  ignorant  were  higher  and  more  imaginative,  that 
is,  more  poetical,  than  an  enlightened  wonder! 

Shepherd.  Sumphs! 

North.  Does  the  philosopher  who  knows  what  a  rainbow  is,  cease 
with  delight  to  regard  the  glory  as  it  spans  the  storm  ?  Does  the 
knowledge  of  the  fact,  that  lightning  is  electricity,  destroy  the  gran- 
deur of  those  black  abysses  in  the  thunderous  clouds,  which  fla>hing 
it  momentarily  reveals,  and  then  leaves  in  eternal  darkness?  Clouds, 
rain,  dew,  light,  heat,  cold,  frost,  snow,  &c.,  are  all  pretty  well  un- 
derstood now-a-days  by  people  in  general,  and  yet  who  feels  them  to 
be  on  that  account  un poetical  ?  A  drop  of  dew  on  a  flower  or  leaf, 
a  tear  on  cheek  or  eye,  will  be  felt  to  be  beautiful,  after  all  man- 
kind have  become  familiarly  acquainted  wilh  the  perfected  philos- 
ophy of  all  secretions. 

Shfjtherd.  Are  you  quite  positive  in  your  ain  mind,  that  you're 
no  gettin'  tiresome,  sir?  Let's  order  sooper. 

North.   Well,  James,  be  it  so. 

(As  the  Si  i  Km  K  KM  rises  to  ring  the  bellr  the  timepiece  strikes 
Ten.  and  1'icardy  enters  with  his  Tail. 

Shepherd.  Ye  dinna  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Awmrose,  that  that's  a'  the 
sooper  ?  Only  the  roun',  a  cut  o'  sawmon,  beefsteaks,  and  twa 
brodds  o' eisters !  This '11  never  do,  Awmrose.  liemember  there's 
A  couple  o'  us — and  that  a  sooper  that  may  be  no  amiss  for  ane,  may 
be  little  better  than  starvation  to  twa;  especially  if  them  twa  be  in 
the  prime  and  vigor  o'  life,  haecome  in  frae  the  kintra,  and  got  yaup 
owre  some  halfdizzcn  jugs  o'  strang  w  husky  toddy. 

Ambrose,  (bowing.)  The  boiled  turkey  and  the  roasted  ducks  will 
be  on  the  table  forthwith — unless,  Mr.  Hogg,  you  would  prefer  a 
goose  which  last  week  won  a  sweepstakes  — 

Shfpherd.  What?  at  Perth  Race*  ?  Was  he  a  bluid-gusc,  belong- 
ing t<>  a  member  o'  the  Caledonian  Hunt? 

Ambrose,  (tmiltng  )  No,  Mr.  Hogg.  There  was  a  competition  be- 
tween six  parishes  which  should  produce  the  greatest  goose,  and 
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I  hud  the  good  fortune  to  purchase  the  successful  candidate,  who  was 
laid,  hatched,  and  brought  up  at  the  Manse  of 

Shepherd.  1  ken  the  successful  candidate  brawly.  Wasua  he  a 
white  ane,  wi'  a  tremendous  doup  that  soopt  the  grim,  and  hadna  he 
a  contracted  habit  o'  turnin'  in  the  taes  o'  his  left  fit? 

Ambrose.  The  same,  sir.  He  weighed,  ready  for  spit,  twenty 
pounds  jump — feathers  and  giblets  four  pounds  more.  Nor  do  I 
doubt,  Mr.  North,  that  had  your  Miss  Nevisun  had  him  for  a  fort- 
night  longer  at  the  Lodge,  she  would  have  fattened  him,  (for  he  is  a 
gander,)  up  to  thirty, — that  is  to  say,  with  all  his  paraphernalia. 

Shepherd.  Show  him  in  ;  raw  or  roasted,  show  him  in. 

(Enter  KING  PEPIN  and  SIR  DAVID  GAM,  with  the  successful 

candidate,  supported  by  Mon.  CADET  and  TAPPYTOURIE.) 
What  a  strapper  !  Puir  chiel,  I  wudna  hae  kent  him,  sae  charged  is 
he  frae  the  time  I  last  saw  him  at  the  Manse,  takin'  a  walk  in  the 
cool  o'  the  Saturday  e'ening,  wi'  his  wife  and  family,  and  ever  and 
anon  gabblin'  to  himsell  in  a  sort  o'  undertone,  no  unlike  a  minister 
rehearsin'  his  sermon  for  the  comin'  Sabbath. 

North.  How  comes  he  to  be  ready  roasted,  Ambrose  ? 

Ambrose.  A  party  of  twenty  are  about  to  sup  in  the  Saloon, 
and  — 

Shepherd.  Set  him  doon ;  and  if  the  gentlemen  wuss  to  see  North 
cut  up  a  goose,  show  the  score  into  the  Snuggery. 

(The  successful  candidate  is  safely  got  on  the  board.} 
Hear  hoo  the  table  groans ! 

North.  I  feel  my  limbs  rather  stiffish  with  sitting  so  long.  Sup- 
pose, James,  that  we  have  a  little  leap-frog. 

Shepherd.  Wi'  a'  my  heart.  Let  me  arrange  the  forces  roun' the 
table.  Mr.  Awmrose,  staun  you  there — Mon.  Cadet,  fa'  intil  the 
rear  o'  your  brither — Pippin,  twa  yards  ahint  Awmrose,  junior — - 
Sir  Dawvit,  dress  by  his  Majesty — and  Tappytourie,  turn  your  back 
upon  me.  Noo,  loot  doon  a'  your  heads.  Here  goes.  Keep  the 
pie  warm. 

(The  SHEPHERD  vaults  away,  and  the  whole  circle  is  in  per 
petual  motion ;  NORTH  distinguished  by  his  agility  in  the 
ring.} 

North,  (piping.}  Heads  all  up — no  louting.  There  James,  I 
topped  you  without  touching  a  hair. 

Shepherd.  Mirawculous  auld  man !  A  lameter,  too !  I  never 
felt  his  hauns  on  my  shouther ! 

Ambrose.  I'm  rather  short  of  breath,  and  must  drop  out  of  the 
line. 

(MR.  AMBROSE  drops  out  of  the  line,  and  his  place  is  supplied 
by  TICKLER,  who  at  that  moment  has  entered  the  room  un- 
observed.} 
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Shtphtrd,  (coming  unexpectedly  upon  TICKLER.)  Here's  a  steeple  t 
What  glamoury's  this? 

North.  Stand  aloof,  James,  and  I'll  clear  the  weathercock  on  the 
•pi  re. 

(NORTH,  using  his  crutch  as  a  leaping  pole,  clears  TICKLER  «/» 
grand  style ;  but  TAPPVTOURIK,  the  mxt  in  the  series,  boa- 
gles,  and  remains  balanced  on  SournsiDE'ts  shoulders.) 

Tickler.  Firm  on  your  pins,  North,  I'm  coming. 

(TICKLER,  with  TAPPYTOCRIE  on  his  shoulders,  clears  CURISTO- 
PHER  in  a  canter.) 

Omnes.  Huzza!  huzza!  huzza! 

North,  (addressing  TICKLER.)  Mr.  Tickler,  it  gives  me  great 
pleasure  to  present  to  you  the  Silver  Frog,  which  I  am  sure  will 
never  be  disgraced  by  your  leaping. 

(TICKLKR  stoops  his  head,  and  NORTH  hangs  the  Prize  Silver 
Frog  by  a  silver  chain,  round  his  neck  ;  TAPPYTOURIE  dis- 
mounts, and  the  Three  sit  down  to  supper.) 

Shepherd.  Some  sax  or  seven  slices  of  the   breist,  sir,   and   dinna 
spare  the   stuffin'.     Mr.  Awmrose,  gie   my  trencher  a  gude  clash  o' 
aipple-sass.     Potawtoes.     Thank  ye.     Noo,  some  o'  the  smashed 
Tappy.  the  porter.     What  guse  !  !  ! 

Tickler.  Cut  the  apron  off  the  bishop,  North;  but  you  must  have 
A  longer  spoon  to  get  into  the  interior. 

Ambrose.  Here  is  a  punch  ladle,  sir. 

Shepherd.  Gie  him  the  great  big  silver  soup  ane.     Sic  sage  ! 

Tickler.   Why,  that  is  liker  the  leg  of  a  sheep  than  of  H  goose. 

Sliepherd.  Awmrose,  my  man,  dinna  forget  the  morn  to  let  us  hae 
the  giblets.  Pippin,  the  rnoostard.  Mr.  North,  as  naebody  seema 
to  be  axin  for't,  gie  me  the  bishop's  apron,  it  seems  sappy.  What 
are  ye  gaun  to  oat  yoursell,  sir !  Dinna  mind  hulpin'  me,  but  at- 
tend to  your  nain  sooper. 

North.  James,  does  not  the  side  of  the  breast  which  I  have  now 
oeen  hewing,  remind  you  o'  Salisbury  Craigs  ? 

Shepherd.  It's  verra  precipitous.  The  skeleton  maun  be  sent  to 
the  College  Museum,  to  staun  at  the  fit  o'  the  elephant,  the  rhinoce- 
rus,  and  the  cammyleopardawlis ;  and  that  it  mayna  be  spiled  by 
jn-kiltVil  workmanship,  1  vote  we  finish  him  cau'd  the  morn  af  >re 
We  yoke  to  the  gibleUpie.  Carried  nem.  con. 

Tickler.  Goose  always  gives  me  a  pain  in  my  stomach.  But  to 
purchase  pleasure  at  a  certain  degree  of  p«in,  is  true  philosophy. 
r.r-i'lr*,  in  pleasure,  I  belong  to  the  s»ect  Kpicure.an  ;  and  in  pain, 
am  a  budge  doctor  of  the  Stoic  Fur;  therefore  I  shall  eat  on  So, 
luy  dear  North,  another  plaU-ful.  James,  a  calkcr! 

Hhephtrd.  What's  your  wull? 
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Tickler.  Oh !  nothing  at  all.  Ambrose,  the  Glenlivet  to  Mr. 
North.  Mr.  Hogg,  I  believe  never  takes  it  during  supper. 

(The  SHEPHERD  tips  AMBROSE   the  wink,  and  the  gurgle  yocs 

round  the  table.} 

(Silence,  with  slight  interruptions,  and  no  conversation  for  about 
three  quarters  of  an  hour.)  NATHAN  GURNET. 

Shepherd.  I  had  nae  previous  idea  that  steaks  eat  sae  capital  after 
guse.  Some  sawmon. 

North,  Stop,  James.  Let  all  be  removed,  except  the  fish — to 
wit,  the  salmon,  the  rizards,  the  spaldrins,  the  herring,  and  the  oys- 
ters. 

Shepherd.  And  bring  some  mair  fresh  anes.  Mr.  Awmrcse,  you 
maun  mak  a  deal  o'  siller  by  selJin'  your  eister-shelis  for  mannur  to 
the  farmers  a'  roun'  about  Embro'  ?  They're  as  gude's  lime — in- 
deed I'm  thinkin'  they  are  lime — a  sort  o'  sea-lime,  growin'  ou 
rocks  by  the  shore,  and  a  coatin'  at  the  same  time  to  leevin'  and 
edible  creturs.  Oh  !  the  wonnerfu'  warks  o'  Nature  ! 

North.  Then  wheeling  the  circular  to  the  fire,  let  us  have  a  part- 
ing jug  or  two. 

Shepherd.  Each? 

Enter  MR.  AMBROSE  with  LORD  ELDON. 

North.  Na!  here's  his  Lorship  full  to  the  brim.  He  holds  exactly 
one  gallon,  Imperial  Measure;  and  that  quantity,  according  to  Mrs 
Ambrose's  recipe,  cannot  hurt  us 

Shepherd.  God  bless  the  face  o'  him  ! 

Tickler.  Pray,  James,  is  it  a  true  bill  that  you  have  had  the 
hydrophobia] 

Shepherd.  Owere  true — but  I'll  gie  you  a  description  o't  at  our 
next.  Meanwhile,  let's  ca'  in  that  puir  cretur  Gurney,  and  gie  him 
a  drap  o'  drink.  Nawthan  !  Nawthan  !  Nawthan  ! 

Gurney.  (In  a  shrill  voice  from  the  interior  of  the  Ear  of 
J)ionysius.)  Here — here — here. 

Shepherd.  What'n  a  vice !  Like  a  young  ration  squaakin  ahint 
the  lath  and  plaister. 

North.  No  rations  here,  James.     Mr.  Gurney  is  true  as  steel. 

Shepherd.  Reserve  that  short  simile  for  yoursell,  sir.  O,  sir, 
but  you're  elastic  as  a  drawn  Damascus  swurd.  Lean  a'  your 
wechl;  on't,  wi'  the  pint  on  the  grun,  but  fear  na,  while  it  bends,  that 
it  will  break ;  for  back  again  frae  the  semicircle  springs  it  in  a  se 
cond  intil  the  straight  line ;  and  woe  be  to  him  wha  daurs  that  cut- 
and-thrust!  for  it  gangs  through  his  body  like  light  through  a  wun- 
dow,  and  before  the  sinner  kens  he  is  wounded,  you  turn  him  owre 
on  his  back,  sir,  stane-dead  ! 

(MR.  GURNEY  joins  the  party,  and  the  curtain  of  course  fall*.) 
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NO.  XLV1IL— APRIL,  1830. 

SCENE — The  Saloon,  illuminated  by  the  grand  Gas  Orrery.  TIMB 
— First  of  April — Six  o'clock.  PRKSKNT — NOKTH,  (he  ENGLISH 
OPIUM-EATER,  the  SSiiEi'iiEKU,  TICKLKR,  t/t  Court  Dresses. —  The 
three  celtbrated  youny  Scottish  LKAXDKKS,  with  their  horns  in  the 
hanyiiig  galkry.  Am,  ''  Brose  and  Jjrochan  and  a'." 

TICKLER. 


•dnog 


Scotch  Broth. 


Potato  Soup. 


White  Soup. 


ENGLISH  OPIUM-EATKR. 

Shepherd.  An'  that's  an  Orrery  !  The  infinitude  o'  the  starry 
heavens  reduced  sae  as  to  suit  the  ceilin'  o'  the  saloon.  Wharc's 
Virgo  ? 

Teller.  Yonder  she  i«.  James — smiling  in  the  shade  of 

Shepherd.  I  see  her — ju>t  uboon  the  cocky-leeky.  Wcel,  sic  an- 
ither  contrivance !  Some  o'  the  stars  and  planets — mo<ms  and  suns 
lichter  than  ither*,  I  jalnuso.  by  lettin'  in  upon  them  a  greater  power 
o' coal-gas;  and  ith<-rs  ng.iin,  just  by  moderatin1  the  pipc-cotnluc- 
tors,  faint  and  far  awa'  in  the  system,  sac  that  yo  scarcely  ken 
whether  they  are  lichtcd  wi*  the  gawz»'ous  va^>r  uva',  or  only  a  sort 
o'  fine,  tender,  delicate,  porcelain,  radiant  in  its  ain  transparent  na- 
ture, and  tl»on«h  thin,  yet  stronger  than  the  storms. 

fforth.  Th<»  firwt  astnuiomers  were  shepherds 

Shepherd.  Aye,  Chaldrim  >h«'f»hi'rds  like  mysi-11— but  no  a  mother's 
BOD  u*  them  could  hue  writu-u  the  Mauuscripp.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
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Tickler.  What  a  misty  evening  ! 

Shepherd.  Nae  wonder — wi'  thirteen  soups  a'  steamin'  up  to  the 
skies !  O  !  but  the  Orrery  is  sublime  the  noo,  in  its  shroud. 
Naethin  like  hotch-potch  for  gien  a  dim  grandeur  to  the  stars.  See, 
yonder  Venus — peerless  planet — shinin'  like  the  face  o'  a  li.gin 
bride  through  her  white  nuptial  veil !  He's  a  grim  chiel,  yon  Sa- 
turn. Nae  wonder  he  devourit  his  weans — he  has  the  coontenance 
o'  a  cannibal.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Awmrose,  for  opening  the  door — for 
this  current  o'  air  has  swept  awa'  the  mists  from  heaven,  and  gien  us 
back  the  beauty  o'  the  celestial  spheres. 

North,  (aside  to  the  ENGLISH  OPIUM-EATER.)  You  hear,  Mr.  De 
Quincey,  how  he  begins  to  blaze  even  before  broth. 

Opium-Eater,  (aside  to  NORTH.)  I  have  always  placed  Mr.  Hogg, 
in  genius,  far  above  Burns.  He  is  indeed  "of  imagination  all  com- 
pact." Burns  had  strong  sense — and  strong  sinews — and  brandished 
a  pen  pretty  much  after  the  same  fashion  as  he  brandished  a  flail. 
You  never  lose  sight  of  the  thresher 

Shepherd.  Dintia  abuse  Burns,  Mr.  De  Quinshy.  Neither  you 
nor  ony  ither  Englishman  can  thoroughly  understaun  three  sentences 
o'  his  poems 

Opium-Eater,  (with  much  animation.}  I  have  for  some  years  past 
longed  for  an  opportunity  to  tear  into  pieces  that  gross  national  de- 
lusion, born  of  prejudice,  ignorance,  and  bigotry,  in  which,  from, 
highest  to  lowest,  all  literary  classes  of  Scotchmen  are  as  it  were  in- 
carnated— to  wit,  a  belief  strong  as  superstition,  that  all  their  various 
dialects  must  be  as  unintelligible,  as  1  grant  that  most  of  them  are 
uncouth  and  barbarous,  to  English  ears — even  to  those  of  the  most 
accomplished  and  consummate  scholars.  Whereas,  to  a  Danish, 
Norwegian,  Swedish,  Saxon.  German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  and 
let  me  add,  Latin  and  Greek  scholar,  there  is  not  even  a  monosylla- 
ble that  — 

Shepherd.   What's  a  gowpen  o'  glaur  ? 

Opium- Eater.  Mr.  Hogg — Sit,  1  will  not  be  interrupted  — 

Shepherd.  You  cannot  tell.     It's  just  tua  neif-fu's  o*  darts. 

North.  James — James — James  ! 

Shepherd.  Kit — Kit — Kit.  But  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  De  Quinshy 
—afore  dinner  I'm  aye  unco  snappish.  I  admit  you're  a  great  gram- 
marian. But  kennin'  something  o'  a  language  by  bringin'  to  bear 
upon't  &'  the  united  efforts  o'  knowledge  and  understaunin' — baith 
first-rate — isae  thing,  and  feelin'  every  breath  and  every  shadow  that, 
keeps  playin'  owre  a'  its  syllables,  as  if  by  a  natural  and  born  in- 
stinct, isai.ither — the  first  you  may  aiblins  hae — naebody  likelier — 
but  to  the  second  nae  man  may  pretend  that  hasna  had  the  happi- 
ness and  the  honor  o'  havin'  been  born  and  bred  in  bonny  Scotland. 
What  can  ye  ken  o'  KL'meny  ? 
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Opium- Enter,  (smiling  graciously.)  'Tis  a  ballad  breathing  the 
sweetest,  simplest,  wildest  spirit  of  Scotch  traditionary  song — mu>ii>, 
as  some  antique  instrument  long-lost,  but  found  at  last  in  the  1 
among  the  decayed  roots  of  trees,  and  touched,  indeed,  as  by  an  in- 
stinct, by  the  only  man  who  could  reawaken  its  sleepiu'  chords — the 
Ettrick  Shepherd. 

Shepherd.  Na — if  you  say  that  sincerely — and  I  never  saw  a  broo 
smother  wi'  truth  than  your  ain — I  maun  qualify  my  former  apoph- 
thegm, and  alloo  you  to  be  an  exception  frae  the  general  rule.  1  wish, 
sir,  you  wou'd  write  a  Glossary  o'  the  Scottish  Language.  1  ken 
naebody  fitter. 

North.  Our  distinguished  guest  is  aware  that  this  is  "  All  ] 
Day,"  and  must,  on   that  score,   pardon   these  court  dresses.     We 
consider  them,  my  dear  sir,  appropriate  to  this  Anniversary. 

Shepherd.  Mine  wasna  originally  a  coort-dress.  It's  the  uniform 
o*  the  Border  Club.  But  nane  o'  the  ilher  members  wou'd  wear 
them,  except  me  and  the  late  D)  uk  o'  Buccleugh.  So  when  the  King 
came  to  Scotland,  and  expeekit  to  be  introduced  to  me  at  Ilolyrood- 
Ilouse,  I  got  the  tiler  at  Yarrow-Ford  to  cut  it  doon  after  a  patron 
frae  Embro'  — 

Opium- Eater.  Green  and  gold — to  my  eyes  the  most  beautiful  of 
colors — the  one  characteristic  of  earth,  the  other  of  heaven — and, 
therefore,  the  two  united,  emblematic  of  genius. 

Shepherd.  Oh!  Mr.  l)e  Quinshy — sir,  but  xou're  a  pleasant  crotur 
— and  were  I  ask't  to  gie  a  notion  o'  your  mainners  to  them  that 
had  never  seen  you,  1  shou'd  just  use  twa  words,  Urbanity  and 
Amenity — meanin',  by  the  first,  that  saft  bricht  polish  that  a  man 
gets  by  leevin'  amang  gentlemen  scholars  in  towns  and  cilies,  bur- 
nished on  the  solid  metal  o'  a  happy  natur'  hardened  by  the  rural 
atmosphere  o'  the  pure  kintra  air,  in  which  1  ken  you  hae  ever  de- 
lighted ;  and,  by  the  ither,  a  peculiar  sweetne>s,  amaist  like  that  o'  a 
woman,  yet  sae  far  frae  bein'  feminine,  as  masculine  as  that  o'  Allan 
Ramsay's  ain  Gentle  Shepherd — and  breathin'  o*  a  harmonious  union 
between  the  heart,  the  intelleek,  and.  the  imagination,  a'  the  three 
keepin'  their  ain  places,  and  thus  makiu'  the  vice,  speech,  gesture, 
and  motion  o'  a  man  as  composed  as  a  figur'  on  a  pictur'  by  some 
painter  that  wan  a  master  in  his  art,  and  produced  his  effects  easily 
—and  ane  kens  na  hoo — by  his  liehts  and  shadows.  Mr.  North,  am 
na  I  richt  in  the  thocht,  if  no  in  the  expression  ? 

North.  You  have  always  known  my  sentiments,  James  — 

Shepherd.  I'm  thinkin' we  had  better  lay  aside  ourswiiidx.  They're 
kittle  dealin',  when  a  body's  stannin'  or  walkin';  but  the  very  dee- 
vil'.«  in  them,  when  ane  claps  his  doup  on  a  chair ;  for  here's  the 
hilt  o'  mine  interfcrin'  wi'  my  ladle-hand. 

Tirkler.  Why,  James,  you  have  buckled  it  on  the  wrong  side. 
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Shepherd.  What?     Is  the  richt  the  wrang? 

North.  Let  us  all  untackle.  Mr.  Ambrose,  hang  up  each  man's 
sword  on  his  own  hat-peg.  There. 

Shepherd.  O,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  !  but  you  luk  weel  in  a  singlc- 
breested  snuff-olive,  wi'  cut-steel  buttons,  figured  waistcoat,  and  — 

Opium-Eater.  There  is  a  beautiful  propriety,  Mr.  Hogg,  in  a 
court-dress,  distinguished  as  it  is,  both  by  material  and  form,  from 
the  apparel  suitable  to  the  highest  occasions  immediately  below  the 
presence  of  royalty,  just  as  that  other  apparel  is  distinguished  from 
the  costume  worn  on  the  less  ceremonious — 

Shepherd.  Eh  ! 

Opium-Eater  Occasions  of  civilized  life, — and  that  again  in  due 
degree  from  that  sanctioned  by  custom,  in  what  I  may  call,  to  use 
the  language  of  Shakspeare,  and  others  of  our  elder  dramatists-,  the 
'  worky-day"  world, — whether  it  be  in  those  professions  peculiar,  or 
nearly  so,  to  towns  and  cities,  or  belonging  more  appropriately, — 
though  the  distinction,  perhaps,  is  popular  rather  than  philosophical 
— to  rural  districts  on  either  side  of  your  beautiful  river  the  Tweed. 

Shepherd.  Oh,  sir!  but  I'm  unco  fond  o'  the  English  accent.  It's 
like  an  instrument  wi'  a'  the  strings  o'  silver, — and  though  1  canna 
help  thinkin'  that  you  speak  rather  a  wee  owre  slow,  yet  there's  sic 
music  in  your  vice,  that  I'm  just  perfectly  enchanted  wi'  the  s<>un' 
while  a  sense  o'  truth  prevents  me  frae  sayin'  that  I  aye  a'thegither 
comprehend  the  meaning, — for  that's  aye,  written  or  oral  alike,  sae 
desperate  metapheesical.  But  what  soup  will  you  tak,  sir  ?  Let  me 
recommend  the  hotch-potch. 

Opium-Eater.  I  prefer  vermicelli. 

Shepherd.  What?  Worms!  They  gar  me  scunner,  the  verra 
luk  o'  them.  Sae,  you're  a  worm-eater,  sir,  as  weel's  an  Opium- 
eater  1 

Opium-Eater.  Mr.  Wordsworth,  sir,  I  think  it  is,  who  says,  speak- 
ing of  the  human  being  under  the  thraldom  of  the  senses, — 

"  He  is  a  slave,  the  meanest  we  cau  meet." 

Shepherd.  I  beseech  ye,  my  dear  sir,  no  to  be  angry  sae  sune  on 
in  the  afternoon.  There's  your  worms — and  I  wusyou  nuickle  gude 
o'  them — only  compare  them — thank  you,  Mr.  Tickler — wi'  this  bowl- 
deep  trencher  o'  hotch-potch — an  emblem  of  the  haill  vegetable  and 
animal  creation. 

Tickler.  Why,  James,  though  now  invisible  to  the  naked  eye, 
boiled  down  as  they  are  in  baser  matter,  that  tureen  on  which  your 
face  has  for  some  minutes  been  fixed  as  gloatingly  as  that  of  a  Satyr 
on  a  sleeping  Wood-nymph,  or  of  Pan  himself  on  Matron  Cvbele, 
contains,  as  every  naturalist  knows,  some  scores  of  snails,  a  gowpen- 
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full  of  gnats,  countless  caterpillars,  of  our  smaller  British  insects 
numbers  without  number  numberless  as  the  sea-shore  sands — 

Shepherd.  No  at  this  time  o'  the  year,  you  gowk.  You're  think- 
ing o'  simmer  col  ley  floor — 

Tickler.  But  their  larvae,  James — 

Shepherd.  Confound  their  larvae  !    Awmrnse  !  the  pepper.    (Dashe» 
in  the  pepper  alony    with    the  silver  top  of  the  cruet.)      Pity   me 
wharo's  the  cruet?     It   has  sunk  do<»n  intill  the  hotch-potch,  like  ;i 
mailed  horse  and  his  rider  intill  a  swamp.     I   maun  tak  tent  no  to' 
swallow  the  bog-trotter.     What  the  deevil,  Awmrose,  you've  gii-n 
me  the  Cay  warn* ! ! 

Ambrose,  (trcmens.)  My  dear  sir,  it  was  Tappytourie. 

Shepherd,  (to  Tappy.)  You  wee  sinner,  did  ye  tak  me  for  Moshy 
Bhawbertt 

Opinm-JSuter.  I  have  not  seen  it  recorded,  Mr.  IJogsr,  in  any  of  the 
Public  Journals,  at  least  it  was  not  so  in  the  Standard, — in  fact  the 
only  newspaper  I  now  read,  and  an  admirable  evening  paper  it  is, 
unceasingly  conducted  with  consummate  ability, — that  that  French 
charlatan  had  hitherto  essayed  Cayenne  pepper  ;  and  indeed  such  an 
exhibition  would  be  preposterous,  seeing  that  the  lesser  is  contained 
within  the  greater, and  consequently  all  the  hot  varieties  of  thnt  plant 
— all  the  possibilities  of  the  pepper-pod — are  included  within  Pho* 
phorus  and  Prussic  acid.  Meanly  as  I  think  of  the  logic — 

Shepherd.  O  ma  mouth!  ma  mouth!  Logic  indeed!  I  didna 
think  there  had  been  sic  a  power  o'  pepper  about  a'  the  preiiiises. 

Opium-Eattr.  The  only  conclusion  that  can  be  legitimately 
drawn — 

Shfplierd.  Whist  wi' your  College  clavers — and,  Awnvose,  gie 
me  a  caulker  o*  Glenli vet  to  cool  the  roof  o'  my  pallet.     My  loi  ••. 
like  red-het  aim — and   blisters  my  verra  lips.     Na  !  it'll   melt  the 
siller  spoon — 

North.   1  pledge  you,  my  dear  James 

Qpium-Eater.  Vermicelli  soup,  originally  Italian,  has  bern  so  long 
naturalized  in  this  island,  that  it  may  now  almost  bu  said,  by  tlioso 
not  ambitious  of  extremes!  accuracy  of  thought  and  expiession,  Itt 
be  indigenous  in  Britain — and  as  it  sips  somewhat  insipid,  may  1  use 
the  freedom,  Mr.  Tickler, — scarcely  pardonable,  perhaps,  from  our 
whorl  acquaintance — to  request  you  to  join  me  in  a  glass  of  the  same 
truly  Scottish  liquor? 

Tickler.  Most  happy  indeed  to  cultivate  the  friendship  of  Mr.  !  >. 
Quincey.  (The  four  turn  up  their  little  Jinprr*.) 

Shepherd.   Mirawculous !      My  tongue's  a'  ul  aince  as  cauld  'a 
rim  o'  a  cart-wheel  on  a  winter's  nicht !     My  pallet  cool  us  the  lift 
o'  a  bpiing-moriuV !     And  the  iunde  o1  mu  mouth  just   like  a  \MV 
mountain  well  ufore  sunrise,  w  hen  (he  bit  moorland  birdies  arc  hop- 
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pin'  on  its  margin,  about  to  wat  their  whustles  in  the  blessed  bever- 
age, after  their  Jove-dreams  arnang  the  dewy  heather! 

Opium-Eater.  I  would  earnestly  recommend  it  to  you,  Mr.  Hogg, 
to  abstain 

Shepherd.  Thank  you,  sir,  for  your  timeous  warnin' — for,  without 
thinkin'  what  I  was  about,  I  was  just  on  the  verra  eve  o'  fa'in'  to 
again  till  the  self-same  fiery  trencher.  It's  no  every  bodv  that  has 
your  philosophical  composure.  But  it  sits  weel  on  you.  sir — and  I 
like  baith  to  look  and  listen  to  you  ;  for,  in  spite  o'  your  classical 
learning,  and  a'  your  outlandish  logic,  you're  at  a'  times — and  I'm 
nae  bad  judge — shepherd  as  I  am — intuset  in  cute — that  is,  tooth  and 
nail— naething  else  but  a  perfeck  gentleman.  But  oh  !  you're  a  lazy 
cretur,  man,  or  you  would  hae  putten  out  a  dizzen  volumes  syne  the 
Confessions. 

Opium-Eater.  I  am  at  present,  my  dear  friend, — allow  me  to  call 
myself  so, — in  treaty  with  Mr.  Blackwood  for  a  novel 

Shepherd.  In  ae  vollumm — in  ae  vollumm,  1  hope — and  that'll 
tie  you  doon  to  where  your  strength  lies,  condensation  at  aince 
vigorous  and  exquisite — like  a  man  succinct  for  hap-step-and-loup 
on  the  greensward — each  spang  langer  than  anither — till  he  clears 
a  peat  hand-barrow  at  the  end  like  a  catastrophe.  Hae  I  eaten  an- 
ither dish  o'  hotch-potch,  think  ye,  sirs,  without  bein  aware  o't  ? 

Tickler.  No,  James — North  changed  the  fare  upon  you,  and  you 
have  devoured,  in  a  fit  of  absence,  about  half  a  bushel  of  peas. 

Shepherd.  I'm  glad  it  was  na  carrots — for  they  aye  gie  me  a  sair 
belly.  But  hae  ye  been  at  the  Exhibition  o'  Pictures  by  leevin' 
artists  at  the  Scottish  Academy,  Mr.  North,  and  what  think  ye  o't  1 

North.  I  look  in  occasionally,  James,  of  a  morning,  before  the 
bustle  begins,  for  a  crowd  is  not  for  a  crutch. 

Shepherd.  But  ma  faith,  a  crutch  is  for  a  crood,  as  is  weel  kent 
o'  yours,  by  a'  the  blockheads  in  Britain.  Is't  gude  the  year? 

North.  Good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  like  all  other  mortal  exhibi- 
tions. In  landscape,  we  sorely  miss  Mr.  Thomson  of  Dudd ing- 
stone. 

Shepherd.  What  can  be  the  matter  wi'  the  minister?  He's  no 
deed  ? 

North.  God  forbid!  But  Williams  is  gone* — dear  delightful 
Williams — with  his  aerial  distances  into  which  the  imagination 
sailed  as  on  wings,  like  a  dove  gliding  through  sunshine  into  gentle 
gloom — with  his  shady  foregrounds,  where  Love  and  Leisure  re- 
posed— and  his  middle  regions,  with  towering  cities  grove-embow- 
ered, solemn  with  the  spirit  of  the  olden  time — and  all,  all  embalm- 
ed in  the  beauty-of  those  deep  Grecian  skies  ! 

Shepherd.  lie's  deed.      What   mailers  it!      In   his  virtues  he  was 

•  This  was  Hugh,  commonly  called  "  Grecian"  Wiiliams,  from  his  subjects. — M. 
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happy,  and  in  his  genius  he  is  immortal.  Hoots,  man  !  If  tears 
are  to  drap  for  ilka  freen  "  who  is  not,"  our  een  wud  be  seldom  dry. 
— Tak  some  mair  turtle. 

North.  Mr.  Thomson  of  Duddingstone  is  now  our  greatest  land- 
scape painter.  In  what  sullen  skies  he  sometimes  shrouds  the  soli- 
tary moors ! 

Shepherd.  And  wi'  what  blinks  o'  beauty  ha.  often  brings  out 
frae  beneath  the  clouds  the  spire  o'  some  pastoral  parish  kirk,  till 
you  feel  it  is  the  Sabhath  ! 

North.  Time  and  decay  crumbling  his  castles  seem  to  be  warring 
against  the  very  living  rock — and  we  feel  their  endurance  in  their 
de-solation. 

Shepherd.  I  never  look  at  his  ronrin'  rivers,  wi'  a'  their  precipices, 
without  thinkin'  some  hoo  or  ither.  o'  Sir  William  Wallace  !  They 
seem  to  belang  to  an  unconquerable  country. 

North.  Yes,  James  !  he  is  a  patriotic  painter.  Moor,  mountain 
and  glen — castle,  hall,  and  hut — all  breathe  sternly  or  sweetly  o' 
auld  Scotland.  So  do  his  seas  and  his  friths — roll,  roar,  blacken 
and  whiten  with  Caledonia — from  the  Mull  of  Galloway  to  (,'ape 
Wrath  Or  when  summer  stillness  is  upon  tht-'in,  are  not  all  the 
soft  shadowy  pastoral  hills  Scottish,  that  in  their  still  deep  transpa 
rency,  invert  their  summits  in  the  transfiguring  magic  of  the  far 
sleeping  main  ? 

Tickler.  William  Simpson,  now  gone  to  live  in  London,  is  in 
genius  no  whit  inferior  to  Mr.  Thomson,  and  superior  in  mastery 
over  the  execution  of  the  Art. 

North.  A  first-rater.  Kwbank's  moonlights  this  season  are  meri- 
torious; but  'tis  difficult  to  paint  Luna,  though  she  is  a  still-sitter 
in  the  sky.  Be  she  veiled  nun — white-robed  vestal — blue-cinctured 
huntress — full-orbed  in  Christian  meekness — or,  bright  misbeliever  ! 
brow-rayed  with  the  Turkish  crescent — still  meetest  is  she,  spiritual 
creature,  fur  the  Poet's  love  ! 

Shepherd.  They  tell  me  that  a  lad  o'  the  name  o'  Fleming  frae 
the  west  kintra  has  shown  some  bonny  landscapes. 

North.  His  pictures  are  rather  deficient  in  depth,  James — hia 
»cenes  are  scarcely  sufficiently  like  portions  of  the  solid  globe — but 
ho  has  a  sense  of  beauty — and  with  that  a  painter  may  do  almost 
uny  thing — without  it,  nothing.  For  of  the  painter  as  of  the  poet, 
\  e  may  employ  the  exquisite  image  of  Wordsworth,  that  beauty 

"  Pitch*  her  tcuU  before  him." 

For  example,  there  is  Gibb,  who  can  make  a  small  sweet  pastoral 
world  out  of  a  bank  and  a  brae,  a  pond  and  a  couple  of  cows,  with 
a  simple  lassie  sitting  in   her  plaid  upon  the  stump  of  an  old 
Or,  if  a  morning  rair.bow  spans  the  moor,  he  shows  you  brother  and 
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sister — it  may  be — or  perhaps  childish  lovers — facing  the  showery 
wind — in  the  folds  of  the  same  plaid — straining  merrily,  with  their 
colley  before  them,  towards  the  hut  whose  smoke  is  shivered  as 
soon  as  it  reaches  the  tops  of  the  shekel  -ing  grove.  Gibb  is  full  of 
feeling  and  genius. 

Shepherd.  But  is  na  his  colorin'  owre  blue  ? 

North.  No — James.  Show  me  any  thing  bluer  than  the  sky — at 
its  bluest — not  even  her  eye 

Shepherd.  What !  Mrs.  Gentle's?  Her  een  aye  seemed  to  me  to 
be  greenish. 

North.  Hush — blasphemer  !  Their  zones  are  like  the  skylight  of 
the  longest  night  in  the  year — when  all  the  earth  lies  half  asleep  and 
half  awake  in  the  beauty  of  happy  dreams. 

Shepherd.  Hech  !  hech  ! 

"  0  love  !  love  !  love ! 

Love's  like  a  dizziness ; 
It  wunna  let  a  puii1  bodie 

Gaug  about  his  bizziness  1" 

Opium-Eater.  I  have  often  admired  the  prodigious  power  of  per- 
spective  displayed  in  the  large  landscapes  of  Nasmyth.*  He  gives 
you  at  one  coup  d^oeil  a  metropolitan  city — with  its  river)  bridges, 
towers,  and  temples — engirdled  with  groves,  and  far-retiring  all 
around  the  garden-fields,  tree-dropped,  or  sylvan-shaded,  of  merry 
England.  I  allude  now  to  a  noble  picture  of  London. 

North.  And  all  his  family  are  geniuses  like  himself.  In  the  mi- 
nutias  of  nature,  Peter  is  perfect — it  would  not  be  easy  to  say  which 
of  his  unmarried  daughters  excels  her  sisters  in  truth  of  touch — 
though  I  believe  the  best  judges  are  disposed  to  give  Mrs.  Terry  the 
palm — who  now  —  since  the  death  of  her  lamented  husband — 
teaches  painting  in  London  with  eminent  success. 

Tickler.  Colvin  Smith  has  caught  Jeffrey's  countenance  at  last-r- 
and  a  fine  countenance  it  is — alive  with  intellect — armed  at  all 
points — acute  without  a  quibble — clothed  all  over  with  cloudless 
perspicacity — and  eloquent  on  the  silent  canvas,  as  if  all  the  air 
within  the  frame  were  murmuring  with  winged  words.f 

*  Alexander  Nasmyth  was  not  only  an  artist  of  high  merit,  (he  was  greatly  valued,  profes- 
sionally and  personally,  by  Scott,)  but  his  children  also  were  greatly  gifted.  One  of  his 
daughters,  who  married  Terry  the  actor,  supported  her  family  by  the  pencil  after  her  husbard's 
death.  His  son  Peter,  who  settled  in  London,  (and  indeed  was  there  called  the  English  Heb- 
bina,)  died  in  1831.  The  old  man  survived  him  nine  years.  From  what  I  saw  of  his  works, 
(chiefly  in  the  Edinburgh  Exhibition,  at  Abbotsford,  at  Lord  Jeffrey's,  and  at  the  house  ot 
Lord  Aiackenzie.  my  kinsman,}  I  am  inclined  to  rank  the  elder  Nasmyth  among  the  very  best 
of  the  Scottish  landscape  painters — certainly  over  Thompson,  of  Duddingstone,  whose  works 
always  struck  me.  as  did  those  of  Sir  George  Beaumont  in  England,  as  being  only  the  perfec- 
tion of  amateur  painting. — M. 

I  No  artist  could  paint  Jeffrey.  His  expression  was  so  variable,  that  in  different  moods  he 
seemed  a  different  marr:  At  the  Bar.  in  Parliament,  on  the  Bench,  or  in  the  romantic  scenery 
of  his  own  Craig-Crook,  there  was  a  different  man — and  yet  there  were  not  half-a-dozen  Jeffreys, 
but  one  !  To  hear  him  talk,  in  that  sharp  shrill  voice,  whose  lowest  whisper  floated  through 
the  air,  and  was  heard  by  all,  was  indeed  a  pleasure  and  delight.  Above  all,  he  had  tlia 


4:30  NOCTE8   AMBROSIANA 

Worth.  Not  murmuring — his  voice  tinkles  like  a  silver  bel  . 

Shepherd.  But  wha  can  tell  that  frae  the  canvas? 

North.  James,  on  looking  at  a  portrait,  you  carry  along  with  }ou 
all  the  characteristic  individualities  of  the  original — his  voice — his 
gesture — his  action — his  motion — his  manner — and  thus  the  likeness 
is  made  up  "of  what  you  half-create  and  half-perceive," — else  dead 
— thus  only  spiritualized  into  perfect  similitude. 

Shepherd.  Mr.  De  Quinshy  should  hae  said  that. 

Opium-Eater.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Hogg,  I  could  not  have  said  it 
nearly  so  well — and  in  this  case,  I  doubt  not,  most  truly — as  Mr. 
North. 

North.  No  one  feature,  perhaps,  of  Mr.  Jeffrey's  face  is  very  fine, 
except  indeed  his  mouth,  which  is  the  firmest,  and,  at  the  same  time 
the  mildest — the  most  resolute,  and  yet,  at  the  same  time,  the  sweet- 
est, I  ever  saw — inferior  in  such  mingled  expression  only  to  Canning's, 
which  was  perfect;*  but  look  on  them  all  together,  and  they  all  act 
togelher  in  irresistible  union;  forehead,  eyes,  cheeks,  mouth,  and 
chin,  all  declaring,  as  Burns  said  of  Matthew  Henderson,  that 
'•  Francis  is  a  bright  man," — ever  in  full  command  of  all  his  great 
and  various  talents,  with  just  enough  of  genius  to  preserve  them  al) 
in  due  order  and  subordination — for,  with  either  more  or  less  genius, 
we  may  not  believe  that  his  endowments  could  have  been  so  finely 
yet  so  firmly  balanced,  so  powerful  both  in  speculative  and  practical 
skill,  making  him  at  once,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  the  most  philoso- 
phic critic  of  his  age,  and,  beyond  all  comparison,  the  most  eloquent 
orator  of  his  country. 

Opium-Eater.  To  much  of  that  eulogium,  Mr.  North,  great  as  mv 
admiration  is  of  Mr.  Jeffrey's  abilities,  1  must  demur. 

Shepherd.  And  rne  too. 

Tickler.  And  1  also. 

North.  Well,  gentlemen,  demur  away  ;  but  such  for  many  years 
has  been  my  opinion,  and  'tis  the  opinion  of  all  Scotland. 

Opium-Muter.  Since  you  speak  of  Mr.  Jeffrey,  and  of  his  nchieve- 
inriits  in  law,  literature,  and  philosophy,  in  Scotland,  and  without 
meaning  to  include  the  southern  intellectual  Empire  of  Britain,  why, 
then,  with  one  exception,  (bowiuy  to  Mr.  North,)  I  do  most  cordially 

fenllnrt  eourteey  toward*  wom«a,  irmt<«ctiv«  of  Iheir  age.  And,  to  crown  all,  h«  wa»  toad, 
really  and  truly,  of  children.  (I  never  knew  a  bad  man  who  wan.  I  lun,  and  Hie  inference  i* 
inevitable  !)  It  wa*  at  borne,  that  Jeffrey  wu  ever  M«n  to  full  advantage  ;  — but  I  am  n«e«4- 
le**ly  prolonging  here  what  might  find  a  more  suitable  place  in  "  Recollection*  of  the  Life  of 
•  M»n  of  Letter*."— M. 

*  Wilton,  who  wai  intimately  acquaint*!  with  Canning,  therefore  wan  well  qualified 
to  «j"-Rk  on  thi»  mat i»r.  But  I,  w  bo  met  him  only  t«ir<>, — one*  at  a  j. rival*  dinner-party,  and 
agi  n  in  »n  interview  of  an  hour,  in  l-'-TJ,  when  h*  wu  Prim*  MimXer,— n«v«r  could 
anything  like  futrtr  in  hi*  countenance  I  have  repeal  idly  board  him  tpeak  :  I  have  reported 
In.  parliamentary  irx-ecbr*  for  a  London  daily  paper  ,  I  lav*  tfn  him  out  of  the  lloiue,  and 
mrin  could  diK-orer  anything  twyund  a  haadeoine  far*  (at  Ihi*  lime  be  Ma*  37,)  with  th« 
Appearance  of  eihaiuuon  ana  fatigue,  and  a  luuuta  wkic  did  •*(  expire*  tirmn*** 
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agree  with  you,  though  of  this  law  T  know  nothing,  and  nothing  of 
his  oral  eloquence,  but  judge  of  him  solely  from  the  Edinburgh 
Review,  which,  (bowing  again  to  Mr.  North,)  with  the  same  con- 
spicuous exception,  maugre  all  its  manifold  and  miserable  mistakes, 
unquestionably  stands,  or  did  stand — for  I  have  not  seen  a  number 
of  it  since  the  April  number  of  1826 — at  the  head  of  the  Periodical 
Literature  of  the  Age;  and  that  the  Periodical  Literature  of  the  Age 
is  infinitely  superior  to  all  its  other  philosophical  criticism — for  ex- 
ample the  charlatanrie  of  the  Schlegels,  el  id  genus  omne,  is  as  certain 
• — Mr.  Hogg,  pardon  me  for  imitating  your  illustrative  imagery,  or 
attempting  to  imitate  what  all  the  world  allows  to  be  inimitable — 
as  that  the  hotch-potch  which  you  are  now  swallowing,  in  spite  of 
heat  that  seems  breathed  from  the  torrid  zone — 

Shepherd.  It's  no  hotch-potch — this  platefu's  cocky-leeky. 

Opium-Eater .  As  that  cocky-leeky  which,  though  hot  as  purgatory, 
(the  company  will  pardon  me  for  yielding  to  the  influence  of  the 
genus  loci,)  your  mouth  is,  and  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  has  been, 
vortex-like  engulfing,  transcends,  in  all  that  is  best  in-  animal  and 
vegetable  matter  — worthy  indeed  of  Scotland's  manly  Shepherd — 
the  soup  maigre,  that,  attenuated  almost  to  invisibility,  drenches  the 
odiously  guttural  gullet  of  some  monkey  Frenchman  of  the  old 
school,  by  the  incomprehensible  interposition  of  Providence  saved 
at  the  era  of  the  Revolution  from  the  guillotine. 

Omi/es.   Bravo!   bravo!   bravo! — Encore — encore — encore! 

Shepherd.  That's  capital — it's  just  me — gin  ye  were  aye  to  speak 
that  gait,  man,  folk  wou'd  understaun'  you.  Let's  hae  a  caulker 
thegither.  There's  a  gurgle — your  health,  sir,  no  forgettin'  the  wife 
and  the  weans.  It's  a  pity  you're  no  a  Scotchman. 

Nwth.  John  Watson's  "  Lord  Dalhousie"is  a  noble  picture.* 
But  John's  always  great ;  his  works  win  upon  you  the  longer  you 
study  them,  and  that,  after  all,  is  at  once  the  test  and  the  triumph  of 
the  art.  On  some  portraits  you  at  once  exhaust  your  admiration  ; 
and  are  then  ashamed  of  yourself  for  having  mistaken  the  vulgar 
pleasure,  so  cheaply  inspired,  of  a  staring  likeness,  for  that  high 
emotion  breathed  from  the  mastery  of  the  painter's  skill,  and  blush 
to  have  doated  on  a  daub. 

Titkler.  Duncan's  "  Braw  Wooer,"  from  Burns's 

*  Tliitis  not  the  present  Marquis  of  Dalhousie,  Governor-General  of  India,  [July,  1854]  but 
hi*  fatb  sr.  A  gallant  gentleman.  He  fought  through  the  Peninsular  War,  and  at  "  bloody 
but  mof  t  bootless  Waterloo."  After  having  been  Lieutenant-General  of  Nova  Scotia,  lie  was 
made  G  ivernor-General  of  British  North  America,  in  1819.  Five  years  later  he  founded  the 
Literarj  and  Historical  Society  of  Quebec.  He  subsequently,  (being  a  saving  man,)  planted 
Wolfe's  Plain  with  oats,  whersnpon  the  following  epigrim  was  written  : 

.  "  Some  men  love  honor. 

Other  men  love  groats  ; 
Here  Wolfe  reaped  laurels. 
Lord  Dalhuusie,  oats." — M. 
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"  Yestreen  a  braw  wooer  cam  down  the  lang  glen, 

And  suir  v'f  his  love  be  did  leave  me  ; 
I  said  there  was  niictliing  I  hated  like  men, — 

The  deuce  g»ug  wi*  him  to  believe  me," 

is  a  master-piece.  What  a  fellow,  James!  Not  unlike  yourself  in 
younger  days,  perhaps,  hut  without  a  particle  of  the  light.of  genius 
that  ever  ennobles  your  rusticity,  and  makes  the  plaid  on  our  in- 
comparable Shepherd's  shoulders  graceful  as  the  poet's  mantle.  But 
rather  like  some  son  of  yours,  James,  of  whom  you  had  not  chanced 
to  think  it  worth  your  while  to  take  any  very  particular  notice,  yet 
who,  by  hereditary  talents,  had  made  his  way  in  the  world  up  to 
head-shepherd  on  a  four-thousand  acre-hill-farm — his  face  glowing 
with  love  and  health  like  a  peony  over  which  a  milk-pail  had  hap- 
pened to  be  upset — bonnet  cocked  as  crousely  on  his  hard  brow  as 
the  comb  upon  the  tappin'  o'  a  chanticleer  when  sidling  up,  with 
dropped  wing,  to  a  favorite  pullet — buckskin  breeches,  such  as  Burns 
used  to  wear  himself,  brown  and  burnished  to  a  most  perilous  pol- 
ish— and  top-boots,  the  images  of  your  own,  my  beloved  boy — ou 
which  the  journey  down  the  lang  glen  has  brought  the  sumrner-dnst 
to  blend  with  the  well-greased  blacking — broad  chest,  gorgeously 
apparelled  in  a  flapped  waistcoat,  manifestly  made  for  him  by  his 
great-grandmother,  out  of  the  damask  hangings  of  a  bed  that  once 
must  have  stood  firm  on  a  1 1  a'  on  four  posts,  though  now  haply  in 
a  hut  but  a  trembling  truckle — strong  harn  shirt,  clean  as  a  lily, 
bleached  in  the  showery  sunshine  on  a  brent  gowany  brae,  nor  un- 
tinged  with  a  faint  scent  of  thyme  that,  in  oaken  drawer,  will  lie 
odorous  for  vears  upon  years — and  cravat  with  a  knot  like  a  love-- 
posy,  and  two  pointed  depending  stalks,  tied  in  the  gleam  of  a  water- 
pail,  or  haply  in  the  mirror  of  the  pool  in  which  that  Apollo  had  just 
been  floundering  like  a  porpoise,  and  in  which,  when  drought  had 
dried  the  shallows,  he  had  lister'd  many  a  fish  impatient  of  the  sea; 
there,  James,  he  sits  on  a  bank,  leaning  and  leering,  a  lost  and  love- 
sick man,  vet  not  forgetful  nor  unconscious  of  the  charms  so  prodi- 
gally lavished  upon  him  both  by  nature  and  art.  the  HKAW  WOOER, 
who  11 1:1  \  not  fail  in  his  suit,  till  bluod  be  wernh  as  water,  and  ll<  >ti 
indeed  fushionless  as  grass  growing  in  a  sandy  desert. 

Shepherd.  Hemember,  Mr.  Tickler,  what  a  lee-way  you  hae  t.i 
mak  up,  on  the  sea  o'  soup,  and  be  na  sa  descriptive,  for  we've  a* 
gotten  to  windward  ;  you  HCCIII  to  hae d rapt  anchor,  and  baith  main- 
Kail  and  foresail  are  flappin'  to  the  extremity  o'  their  sheets. 

Tickler.   And    is    not    she,    indeed,    James,  a   <|iiecn-)ike  quean  J 
What  Hcorn  and  skaith  in  the  large  full  orbs  of  her  imperial  « 
How  she  IOSHUS  back  her  head  in  triumph,  till  the  yellow  lust 
her  locka  -cnns  about  to  escape  from  the  bondage  of  that   riband, 
lh«  hope-gift  of  another  buitor  who  wooed  her  under  huppier  auspice.-, 
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among  last  year's  "  rigs  o'  barley,"  at  winter  s  moonless  midnight, 
beneath  the  barn-balk  where  roosts  the  owl, — by  spring's  dewy  eve 
on  the  dim  primrose  bank,  while  the  lark  sought  his  nest  among  the 
green  braird,  descending  from  his  sunset-song!. 

Shepherd.  Confound  me,  if  this  be  no  just  perfectly  intolerable; 
Mr.  North,  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  Mr.  Tickler,  and  a'  men,  women,  and 
children,  imitatin'  ma  style  o' colloquial  oratory,  till  a'  that's  specific 
and  original  about  me's  lost  in  universal  plagiarism. 

Tickler.  Why,  James,  your  genius  is  as  contagious — as  infectious 
as  the  plague — if,  indeed,  it  be  not  epidemical,  like  a  fever  in  the 
air. 

Shepherd.  You're  a'  glad  to  sook  up  the  miasmata.  But  mercy 
on  us !  a'  the  tureens  seem  to  me  amaist  dried  up — as  laigh's  wells 
in  midsummer  drought.  The  vermicelli,  especially,  is  drained  to  its 
last  worms.  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  you've  an  awfu'  appeteet ! 

Opium-Eater.  1  shall  dine  to-day  entirely  on  soup,  for  your  Edin 
burgh  beef  and  mutton,  however  long  kept,  are  difficult  of  mastica- 
tion,— the  sinews  seeming  to  rne  to  all  go  transversely,  thus, — and 
not  longitudinally, — so  — 

North.  Hark  !  my  gold  repeater  is  smiting  seven.  We  allow  an 
hour,  Mr.  De  Quincey,  to  each  course — and  then  — 

(The  Leanders  play  "  The  Buatie  Rows," — the  door  flies  open, 
— enter  Picardy  and  his  clan.) 

Second  Course. — Fish. 
TICKLER. 


Turbot 
Windermere  Char. 

Soles. 
ENGLISH  OPIUM-EATER. 

Shepherd.  I'm  sittre  wecanna  be  sufficiently  gratefu'  for  having  got 
rid  o'  thae   empty  tureens  o'  soop,  so  let  us  noo  set   in   for  serious 
eatin',  and  tackle  to  the  inhabitants  o'  the  Great  Deep.     What's 
VOL.  III.— 29 
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that  bit  body  North  been  about?  Daidlin  wi'  'he  mock-turtle.  I 
hate  a'  things  mock — soops,  pearls,  fawse  tails,  baith  bustles  and 
queues,  wigs,  cawves,  religion,  freeiibhip,  l«»ve,  glass-een,  roii_ 
the  face  o*  a  woman,  rn»  exceppin'  even  cork  l*-gs,  for  timmer  anes 
are  far  better,  there  bein'  nae  attempt  at  deception,  which  ought 
never  to  be  practised  on  ony  o1  God's  reasonable  creatures,  it's  sa« 
insultin'. 

Opium-Eater.  Better  open  outrage,  than  hidden  guile,  which 

Shepherd.  Just  sac,  sir.  But  it's  no  a  bonny  instrument,  that 
key-bugle  ?  I've  been  tryin'  to  learn't  a'  this  wunter,  beginnin'  at 
first  wi'  the  simple  coo's  horn.  But  afore  I  had  weel  gotten  the 
gamut,  1  had  nearly  lost  my  life. 

Tickler.  W  hat  1  From  mere  loss  of  breath — positive  exhaustion  1 
An  abscess  in  the  lungs  James? 

Shepherd.  Nothing  o'  the  sort.  I  hae  wund  and  lungs  for  ony 
thing,  even  for  roarin'  you  doon  at  argument,  whan,  driven  to  the 
wa',  you  begin  to  storm  like  a  Stentor,  till  the  verra  neb  o'  the  jug 
on  the  dirlin'  table  regards  you  wi'  astonishment,  and  the  speeders 
are  seen  mining  alang  the  ceilin'  to  shelter  themselves  in  their  cor- 
ner  cobwebs.  (Canna  ye  learn  frae  Mr.  DeQuin>hy,  man,  to  speak, 
laigh  and  lown,  trustin'  mair  to  sense  and  less  to  sotin',  and  >ou'li 
find  your  advantage  in  it?)  But  1  allude,  sir,  to  an  adventure. 

North.   An  adventure,  James? 

Shepherd.  Aye — an  adventure  — but  as  there's  nane  o'  you  for 
cod's-head  and  shouthers,  I'll  first  fortify  mysell  wi'  some  forty  or 
fifty  flakes — like  half-crown  pieces. 

Ticklrr.  Some  cod.  James,  if  you  please. 

Shepherd.  Help  yoursell — I'm  unco  throng  the  noo.  Mr.  De 
Quinshy,  what  fish  are  you  devoorin'  ? 

Opium- Eater.  Soles. 

Shepherd.  And  you,  Mr.  North? 

North.  Salmon. 

Shepherd.  And  you,  Mr.  Tickler? 

Tickler.  C*>(\. 

Shepherd.  You're  a'  in  your  laconics.  I'm  fear'd  for  tha  banes, 
otherwise,  after  thi*  cod's  dune,  I  su'd  like  gum'  to  gie  that  pike  a 
yokin.'  I  ken  him  for  a  Linlithgow  loim  by  the  length  o'  his  lantern 
jaws,  and  the  peacock-neck  color  o*  his  dorsal  riilge — and  1  *e<-  l>y 
the  jut  o'  his  gtammach  there's  store  o'  .-tuflin'.  There'll  be  DM  thing 
IM-I  ;\  ecu  him  and  me,  when  the  <•"<!>  dun<*  for,  l.nt  halibut  and  tin 
bot — the  f\r*l  the  wershest  and  niaist  fushionless  o'  a'  swiiumin 
crettirs — and  the  Hoeotid  owre  rich,  unless  you  intend  eatin'  no  HUT 
npi-cie*  o'  fish. 

Tickler.  Now.  for  your  adventure,  my  dear  Shepherd. 

Shepiierd.  Whisht — and  you'ne  hear't.  1  gaed  out,  ae  day,  ayont 
the  kuowu — the  »ame,  Mr.  North,  that  kythes  aboon  the  bit 
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whare  I  tried,  you  ken,  to  raise  a  conterband  crap  o'  tobacco — and 
sat  doun  on  a  brae  amang  the  brackens — then  a'  red  as  the  heavens 
in  sunset — tootin'  awa  on  the  horn,  ettlin  first  at  B  fiat,  and  then  at 
A  sharp — when  I  heard,  at  the  close  o'  a  lesson,  what  I  thocht  the 
grandest  echo  that  ever  came  from  a  mountain  tap — an  echo  like  a 
rair  o'  the  ghost  of  ane  o'  the  Bulls  o'  Bashan,  gane  mad  amang 
other  horned  spectres  like  himsell  in  the  howe  o'  the  cloudy  sky  — 

Opium-Eater.  Mr.  North,  allow  me  to  direct  your  attention  to 
that  image,  which  seems  to  me  perfectly  original,  and  at  the  same 
time,  perfectly  true  to  nature.  Original  I  am  entitled  to  call  it, 
since  1  remember  nothing  resembling  it,  either  essentially  or  acci- 
dentally, in  prose  or  verse,  in  the  literature  of  antiquity — in  that  of 
the  Middle,  ordinarily,  but  ignorantly,  called  the  Dark  Ages, — in 
that  which  arose  in  Europe  after  the  revival  of  letters — though  as- 
suredly letters  had  not  sunk  into  a  state  from  which  it  could  be  said 
with  any  precision  that  they  did  revive, — or  in  that  of  our  own 
times,  which  seem  to  me  to  want  that  totality  and  unity  which  alone 
constitute  an  age,  otherwise  but  a  series  of  unconnected  successions, 
destitute  of  any  causative  principle  of  cohesion  or  evolvement.  True 
to  nature;  no  less  am  I  entitled  to  call  the  image,  inasmuch  as  it 
giveth,  not  indeed  "  to  airy  nothing  a  local  habitation  and  a  name," 
but  to  an  "airy  something"  namely,  the  earthly  bellowing  of  an 
animal,  whose  bellow  is  universally  felt  to  be  terrific,  nay,  moreover, 
and  therefore,  sublime — (for  that  terror  lieth  at  the  root — if  not 
always,  yet  of  verity  in  by  far  the  greater  number  of  instances 
— of  the  true  sublime,  from  early  boyhood  my  intellect  saw,  and  my 
imagination  felt,  to  be  among  the  great  primal  intuitive  truths  of 
our  spiritual  frame) — because  it  giveth,  I  repeat,  to  the  earthly 
bellowing  of  such  an  animal,  an  aerial  character,  which,  for  the  mo- 
ment, deludes  the  mind  into  a  belief  of  the  existence  of  a  cloudy  kine, 
spectral  in  the  sky-region,  else  thought  to  be  the  dwelling-place  of 
silence  and  vacuity,  and  thus  an  affecting,  impressive, — nay,  most 
solemn  and  almost  sacred  feeling,  is  impressed  on  the  sovereign  reason 
of  the  immortality  of  the  brute  creatures — a  doctrine  that  visits  us  at 
those  times  only  when  our  own  being  breathes  in  the  awe  of  divining 
thought,  and,  disentangling  her  wings  from  all  clay  encumbrances,  is 
strong  in  the  consciousness  of  her  DEATHLESS  ME — so  Fichte  and 
Schndling  speak 

Shepherd.  Weel,  sir,  you  see,  doon  came  on  my  "DEATHLESS  ME" 
the  Bonassus,  head  cavin',  the  tail-tuft  on  high,  hinder  legs  visible 
owre  his  neck  and  shouthers,  and  his  hump  clothed  in  thunder,  louder 
in  his  ae  single  sell  than  a  wheeling  charge  o'  a  haill  regiment  o' 
dragoon  cavalry  otf  the  Portobt-llo  sands — doun  came  the  Bonassus, 
I  say,  like  the  Horse  Lifeguards  takin'  a  park  o'  French  artillery  at 
"Waterloo,  right  doon,  Heaven  hae  mercy  !  upon  me,  his  ain  kind 
master,  wha  had  fed  him  on  turnips,  hay,  and  straw,  ever  syne 
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Lammas,  till  the  monster  was  fat's  he  could  lie  in  the  hide  o'  him 
— and  imething  had  1  to  defend  my  sell  wi'  l»ut  that  silly  coo's  horn. 
A'  the  col  leys  were  at  hame.  Yet  in  my  fricht,  deadly  as  it  was,  1 
was  thank t'n'  wee  Jamie  was  not  there  looking  for  primroses,  for  ho 
iiiii-ht  hae  lost  his  judgment.  You  understand,  the  Bonassus  had 
mista'en  my  B  sharp  for  anither  Bonassus  challengin'  him  to  single 
combat. 

Opium-Eater.  A  very  plausible  theory. 

Shepherd.  Thank  you,  sir,  for  that  commentary  on  ma  text — for  it 
has  given  me  time  to  plouter  amang  the  chowks  o'  the  cod.  Faith 
it  was  nae  theory,  sir,  it  was  practice;  and  afore  I  could  fin'  my 
feet,  he  was  sae  close  upon  me  that  I  could  see  up  his  nostrils.  Just 
at  that  moment  I  remembered  that  I  had  on  an  auld  red  jacket — the 
ane  that  was  ance  sky-blue,  you  ken,  Mr.  North,  that  I  had  gotten 
dyed — and  that  made  the  Bonassus  just  an  evendoun  Bedlaii'ite. 
For  amaist  a'  horned  cattle  hate  and  abhor  red  coats. 

North.  So  1  have  heard  the  army  say — alike  in  town  and 
country. 

Shepherd.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  I  thoeht  o' tootin' the  horn, 
as  the  trumpeter  did  when  run  afYwi'  in  the  mouth  o'  a  teeger;  but 
then  1  recollected  that  it  was  a'  the  horn's  blame  that  the  Bonassutl 
was  there,  so  I  lost  no  time  in  that  speculation,  but  slipping  all'  my 
breeks,  jacket,  waistcoat,  shirt  and  a',  just  as  you've  seen  an  actor 
on  the  stage,  I  appeared  suddenly  before  him  as  naked  as  the  day  I 
was  born  ;  and  sic  is  the  awe  sir,  wi'  which  a  human  being,  in  puri* 
naturalibus,  inspires  the  maddest  of  the  brute  creation,  (1  had  tried 
it  ance  before  on  a  mastiff,)  that  he  was  a'  at  aince,  in  a  single  mo- 
ment, stricken  o'  a  heap,  just  the  very  same  as  if  the  butcher  had 
sank  the  head  o'  an  aix  intill  his  harn-pan — his  knees  truni ruled  like 
a  new-drapped  lamb's,  his  tail,  tuft  and  a',  had  nae  mair  power  in't 
than  a  broken  thristle  stalk,  his  een  goggled  instead  o'  glowered,  a 
heartfelt  difference,  1  assure  you  — 

Opium-Eater.  It  seems  to  me,  Mr.  Ilopg — but  you  will  pardon 
me,  if  1  am  mistaken — a  distinction  without  a  difference,  as  the  logi- 
cians say 

Slifphtrd.  Aye,  De  Quinshy,  ma  man — logician  as  you  are,  had 
you  stood  in  my  shoon,  you  had  gotten  yoursell  on  baith  hoins  o' 
the  (111. -i n ma. 

North.  Did  you  cut  olT  his  retreat  to  the  Loch,  James,  and  take 
him  prisoner? 

Shepherd.  I  did.     Poor  silly  sumph  !  I  canna  help  thinkin'  that  he 
swarfed  ;  though  perhaps  he  was  only  pretend  in* — so  I  mounted  him, 
and,  puttin'  my  worntfd  garters  through  his  nose — it  had  been  ' 
when  he  was  a  wild  beast  in  a  caravan — I  keepit  peggin' his  rii»  \\  T 
my  heels,  till,  after  gruntin*  and  gracniti',  and  raisin'  his  great  big 
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unwieldy  red  bowk  half  up  frae  the  earth,  and  then  swelterin'  doon 
again,  ifaince,  at  least  a  dozen  times,  till  1  began  absolutely  to  weary 
o'  my  situation  in  life,  he  feenally  recovered  his  cloots,  and,  as  if  in- 
spired wi'  a  new  speerit,  aft' like  lichtnin'  to  the  mountains. 

North.  What! — without  a  saddle,  James  1  You  must  have  felt 
the  loss — I  mean  the  want,  of  leather 

Shepherd.  We  ride  a'  mainner  o'  animals  bare-backed  in  the  For- 
est, sir.  I  hae  seen  a  bairn,  no  aboon  fowre  year  auld,  ridin'  hame 
the  Bill  at  the  gloamin' — a'  the  kye  at  his  tail,  like  a  squadron  o' 
cavalry  nhint  Joachim  Murat  King  o'  Naples.  Mr.  North,  gin  ye 
keep  eatin'  sae  vorawciously  at  the  sawmon,  you'll  hurt  yourself. 
Fish  is  heavy.  Dinna  spare  the  vinegar,  if  you  will  be  a  glutton. 

North.  Ma  ! 

Shepherd.  But,  as  I  was  sayin',  awa'  went  the  Bonassus  due  west. 
Though  you  could  hardly  ca't  even  a  snaffle,  yet  I  soon  found  that  I 
had  a  strong  purchase,  and  bore  him  doun  frae  the  heights  to  the 
turnpike-road  that  cuts  the  kintra  frae  Selkirk  to  Moffat.  There  does 
I  encounter  three  gig-fu's  o'  gentlemen  and  leddies  ;  and  ane  o'  the 
latter — a  bonny  cretur — leuch  as  if  she  kent  me,  as  I  gaed  by  at  full 
gallop — and  I  remembered  haein  seen  her  afore,  though  where  I 
couldna  tell ;  but  a'  the  lave  shrieked  as  if  at  the  visible  superstition 
o'  the  Water-Kelpie  on  the  Water  Horse  mistakin'  day  for  nicht,  in 
the  delirium  o'  a  fever — and  thinkin'  that  it  had  been  the  moon  shin- 
ing down  on  his  green  pastures  aneath  the  Loch,  when  it  was  but  the 
shadow  o'  a  lurid  cloud.  But  I  soon  vanished  into  distance. 

Tickler.  Where  the  deuce  were  your  clothes  all  this  time,  my  dear 
matter-of-fact  Shepherd  1 

Shepherd.  Aye — there  was  the  rub.  In  the  enthusiasm  of  the  mo- 
ment I  had  forgotten  them — nay,  such  was  the  state  of  excitement 
to  which  1  had  worked  myself  up,  that,  till  1  met  the  three  gig-fu's 
o'  leddies  and  gentlemen — a  marriage-party — full  in  the  face,  1  was 
not,  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  aware  of  being  so  like  the  Truth.  Then  I  felt, 
all  in  a  moment,  that  1  was  a  Mazeppa.  But  had  I  turned  back,  they 
•would  have  supposed  that  1  had  intended  to  accompany  them  to  Sel- 
kirk; and  therefore,  to  allay  all  such  fears,  I  made  a  show  of  fleeing 
far  awa'  affinto  the  interior — into  the  cloudland  of  Loch  Scene  and 
the  Gray  Mare's  Tail. 

Opium-Eater.  Your  adventure,  Mr.  Hogg,  would  furnish  a  much 
better  subject  for  the  painter,  or  for  the  poet,  than  the  Mnzeppa  o 
Byron.  For,  it  is  not  possible  to  avoid  feeling,  that  in  the  image  of 
a  naked  man  on  horseback,  there  is  an  involution  of  the  grotesque 
in  the  picturesque — of  the  truly  ludicrous  in  the  falsely  sublime. 
But,  farther,  the  thoOght  of  bonds — whether  of  cordage  or  of  leather 
— on  a  being  naturally  free,  is  degrading  to  the  moral,  intellectual, 
and  physical  dignity  of  the  creature  so  constricted  ;  and  it  ought 
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ever  to  be  the  grand  aim  of  poetry  to  elevate  and  exalt  Moreover. 
Mazeppa,  in  being  subjected  to  the  scornful  gaze  of  hundreds — nay, 
haply  of  thousands  of  spectators — the  base  retinue  of  a  barbarous 
power — in  a  state  of  uttermost  nudity,  was  subjected  to  an  ordeal  of 
shame  and  rage,  which  neither  the  contemplative  nor  imaginative 
mind  could  brook  to  see  applied  to  even  the  veriest  outcast  scum  of 
our  race.  He  was,  in  fact,  placed  naked  in  a  moving  pillory — and 
the  hissing  shower  of  scornful  curses  by  which  he  was  by  tho«e  bar- 
barians assailed,  is  as  insupportable  to  our  thoughts  as  an  irregular 
volley,  or  street-firing,  of  rotten  eggs,  discharged  .by  the  hooting  rab 
Lie  against  some  miscreant  standing  with  his  face  through  a  hole  in 
the  wood,  with  his  crime  placarded  on  his  felon-breast.  True,  that 
as  Mazeppa  "recoils  into  the  wilderness,''  the  exposure  is  less  repul- 
sive to  common  imagination;  but  it  is  not  to  common  imagination 
that  the  highest  poetry  is  addressed  ;  and,  therefore,  though  t«>  t he- 
fit  reader  there  be  indeed  some  relief  or  release  from  shame  in  the 
"deserts  idle,"  yet  doth  not  the  feeling  of  degradation  so  subside  as 
to  be  merged  in  that  pleasurable  state  of  the  soul,  essential  to  the  filed 
of  the  true  and  legitimate  exercise  of  poetical  power.  Shame  pur- 
sues him  faster  than  the  wolves;  nor  doth  the  umbrage  of  the  fi>iv>t 
trees,  that  fly  past  him  in  his  flight,  hide  his  nakedness,  which,  in 
some  other  conditions,  being  an  attribute  of  his  nature,  might 
l>e  the  source  to  him  and  to  us  of  a  high  emotion,  but  which  here 
being  forcibly  and  violently  imposed  against  his  will  by  the  will  of 
a  brutal  tyrant,  is  but  an  accident  of  his  position  in  space  and  lime, 
and  therefore  unfit  to  be  permanently  contemplated  in  a  creature  let 
loose  before  the  Imaginative  Faculty.  Nor  is  this  vital  vice — so  let 
me  call  it — in  any  wise  cured  or  alleviated  by  his  subsequent  tri- 
umph, when  he  returns — as  he  himself  tells  us  he  did — at  the  head 
of  "twice  ten  thousand  horse!"  — for  the  contrast  only  serve*  to 
deepen  aad  darken  the  original  nudity  of  his  intolerable  doom.  The 
mother-naked  man  still  seems  to  be  riding  in  front  of  all  his  cavalry  ; 
nor,  in  this  case,  has  the  poet's  art  sufliecd  to  reinstate  him  in  his 
pristine  dignity,  and  to  efface  all  remembrance  of  the  degrading  pi •••- 
cess  of  stripping  and  binding,  to  which  of  yore  the  miserable  Niulo 
had  been  compelled  to  yield,  as  helpless  as  an  angry  child  ignomin- 
inusly  whipt  by  a  nurse,  till  its  mental  sntlerings  may  be  said  to  be 
lota  in  its  physical  agonies.  Think  not  that  1  wish  to  withhold  fnnu 
B\  ron  the  praise  of  considerable  spirit  and  vigor  of  execution,  in  his 
narrative  of  the  race;  but  that  praise  may  duly  In-long  to  very  inte- 
rior powers;  and  I  am  now  speaking  of  Mazeppa  in  the  light  of  a 
fPoem.  A  great  I'oem  it  assuredly  is  not ;  and  how  small  a 
Vern,  it  assured ly  i«,  must  be  felt  by  all  who  have  read,  an<i  ate 
worthy  to  read,  Homer'*  description  of  the  dragging,  and  driving, 
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and  whirling  of  the  dead  body  of  Hector  in  bloody  nakedness  behind 
the  chariot-wheels  of  Achilles. 

Shepherd.  \  never  heard  ony  thing  like  th.it  in  a'  my  days. 
Weel,  then,  sir,  there  were  nae  wolves  to  chase  me  and  the  Bonas- 
sus,  nor  yet  mony  trees  to  overshadow  us,  but  we  made  the  cattle 
and  the  sheep  look  about  them,  and  mair  nor  ae  hooded  craw  and 
lang-necked  heron  gat  a  fricht,  as  we  came  suddenly  on  him  through 
the  mist,  and  gaed  thundering  by  the  cataracts.  In  an  hour  or  twa 
I  began  to  get  as  firm  on  my  seat  as  a  Centaur ;  and  discovered  by 
the  chasms  that  the  Bonassus  was  not  only  as  fleet  as  a  racer,  but 
that  he  could  loup  like  a  hunter,  and  thocht  nae  mair  o'  a  thirty 
feet  sprang  than  ye  wad  think  o'  stepping  across  the  gutter.  Ma 
faith,  we  were  na  lang  o'  being  in  Moffat ! 

Opium-Eater.  In  your  Flight,  Mr.  Hogg,  there  were  visibly  and 
audibly  concentrated  all  the  attributes  of  the  highest  poetry.  First, 
freedom  of  the  will  ;  for  self-impelled  you  ascended  the  animal  : 
Secondly,  the  impulse,  though  immediately  consequent  upon,  and 
proceeding  from  one  of  fear,  was  yet  an  impulse  of  courage;  and 
courage  is  not  only  a  virtue,  and  acknowledged  to  be  such  in  all 
Christian  countries,  but  among  the  Romans — who  assuredly,  how 
ever  low  they  must  be  ranked  on  the  intellectual  scale,  were  never- 
theless morally  a  brave  people — to  it  alone  was  given  the  name 
virtus:  Thirdly,  though  you  were  during  your  whole  flight  so  far 
passive  as  that  you  yielded  to  the  volition  of  the  creature,  yet  were 
you  likewise,  during  your  whole  course,  so  far  active,  that  you 
guided^  as  it  appears,  the  motions,  which  it  was  beyond  your  power 
entirely  to  control  ;  thus  vindicating  in  your  own  person  the  rights 
of  the  superior  order  of  creation  :  Fourthly,  you  were  not  so  subju- 
gated by  the  passion  peculiar  and  appropriate  to  your  situation,  as 
to  be  insensible  to  or  regardless  of  the  courtesies,  the  amenities,  and 
the  humanities  of  civilized  life. — as  witness  that  glance  of  mutual 
recognition  that  passed,  in  one  moment,  between  you  and  "  the 
bonny  creature"  in  the  gig ;  nor  yet  to  be  inattentive  to  the  effect 
produced  by  yourself  and  the  Bonassus  on  various  tribes  of  the  in- 
ferior creatures, — cattle,  sheep,  crows,  and  herons,  to  say  nothing  ot 
the  poetical  delight  experienced  by  you  from  the  influence  of  the 
beautiful  or  august  shows  of  nature, — mists,  clouds,  cataracts,  and 
the  eternal  mountains:  Fifthly,  the  constantly  accompanying  sense 
of  danger  interfused  with  that  of  safety,  so  as  to  constitute  one  com- 
plex emotion,  under  which,  hurried  as  you  were,  it  may  be  said 
with  perfect  truth  that  you  found  leisure  to  admire,  nay,  even  to 
wonder  at,  the  stcange  speed  of  that  most  extraordinary  animal — 
and  most  extraordinary  he  must  be,  if  the  only  living  representative 
of  his  species  since  the  days  of  Aristotle — nor  less  to  admire  and 
wonder  at  your  own  skill,  equally,  if  not  more  miraculous,  and  well 
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entitled  to  throw  into  the  shade  of  oblivion  the  art  of  the  moait 
illustrious  equestrian  that  ever  "  witched  the  world  with  noble 
borMflUUUhip."  Sixthly,  the  sublime  feeling  of  penetrating,  like  & 
thunderbolt,  cloudland  and  all  the  mist-cities  that  evanished  as  you 
galloped  into  their  suburbs,  gradually  giving  way  to  a  feeling  no 
less  sublime,  of  having  left  behind  all  those  unsubstantial  phantom* 
regions,  and  of  Hearing  the  habitation  or  tabernacle  of  men,  known 
by  the  name  of  Mofiat — perhaps  one  of  the  most  imaginative  of  all 
the  successive  series  of  states  of  your  soul  since  first  you  appt-ari-il 
among  the  hills,  like  Sol  entering  Taurus  :  Aud,  Finally,  the  deep 
trance  of  home-felt  delight  that  must  have  fallen  upon  your  spirit — 
true  still  to  all  the  sweetest  and  most  sacred  of  the  social  affections 
— when,  the  Gray  Mare's  Tail  left  streaming  far  behind  that  of  the 
Bonassus,  you  knew  from  the  murmur  of  that  silver  stream  that 
your  flight  was  about  to  cease — till,  lo!  the  pretty  village  of  which 
you  spoke,  embosomed  in  hills  and  trees — the  sign  of  the  White 
Lion,  peradventure,  motionless  in  the  airless  calm — a  snug  parlor 
with  a  blazing  ingle — reapparelling  inptant.  almost  as  thought — food 
both  for  man  and  beast — for  the  Ettrick  Shepherd — pardon  my 
familiarity  for  sake  of  my  friendship — and  his  Bonassus;  yea,  from 
goal  to  goal,  the  entire  Flight  is  Poetry,  and  the  original  idea  of 
nakedness  is  lost — or  say  rather  veiled — iu  the  halo-light  of  imagi- 
nation. 

Shepherd.  Weel,  if  it's  no  provokin',  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  to  hear 
you,  who  never  was  on  u  Bonassus  a'  your  days,  analeczin',  wi'  the 
maist  comprehensive  and  acute  philosophical  accuracy,  ma  complex 
emotion  during  the  Flight  to  MolTat  far  better  than  1  could  do  my- 
sell 

North.  Your,  genius,  James,  is  synthetical. 

Shepherd.  Synthetical !  1  houp  no — at  least  nae  mair  sae  than 
the  genius  o'  Burns  or  Allan  Kimiinghame — or  the  lave — for 

Opium- Eater.   What  is  the  precise  Era  of  the  Flight  to  Mofl'it  ? 

Shepherd.  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  you're  like  a'  ither  great  philnso- 
phers,  ane  o'  the  mai-t  credulous  o'  mankind  !  You  wad  bdii-ve 
me,  were  1  to  say  that  I  had  ridden  a  whale  up  the  Yarruw  frae 
Newark  to  Eltrive!  The  hail)  story's  a  lee!  and  sac  free  o1  »ny 
foundation  in  truth,  that  I  would  hae  nae  objections  to  tak  my  Bible 
oath  that  sic  a  beast  as  a  Bonassus  never  was  creawted — aiul  it's 
lucky  for  him  that  he  never  was,  for  tteeing  that  he's  said  t«>  f»n- 
Biime  three  bushel  o'  ingans  to  dinner  every  day  o'  his  lilt. 
Would  never  hae  letten  him  intill  the  Ark,  and  he  would  lii\ 
found,  after  the  subsiding  o'  the  wains,  a  skeleton  on  the  tuj>  o 
Mount  Ararat. 

0 [>in in- Hater.  Hi*  non-existence  in  nature  is  alto<Mh»-r  distinc* 
from  his  existence  in  the  imagination  of  the  j>u»  I — and  in  good 
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truth,  redounds  to  his  honor — for  his  character  must  be  viewed  in 
the  light  of  a  pure  Ens  rationis — or  say  rather 

Shepherd.  Just  let  him  be  an  Ens  rationis.  But  confess,  at  the 
same  time,  that  you  was  bammed,  sir. 

Opium-Eater.  I  recognize  the  legitimate  colloquial  use  of  the  word 
Bam,  Mr.  Hogg,  denoting,  I  believe,  "  the  willing  surrendering  of 
belief,  one  of  the  first  principles  of  our  mental  constitution,  to  any 
statement  made  with  apparent  sincerity,  but  real  deceit,  by  a  mind 
not  previously  suspected  to  exist  in  a  perpetual  atmosphere  of  false- 
hood." 

Shepherd.  Just  sae,  sir, — that's  a  Bam.  In  Glasgow,  they  ca't  a 
ggegg.  But  what's  the  matter  wi'  Mr.  North !  Saw  ye  ever  the 
cretur  lookin'  sae  gash  ?  I  wish  he  may  no  be  in  a  fit  o'  apoplexy. 
Speak  till  him,  Mr.  De  Quinshy. 

Opium,- Eater.  His  countenance  is,  indeed,  ominously  sable, — but 
'tis  most  unlikely  that  apoplexy  should  strike  a  person  of  his  spare 
habit;  nay,  I  must  sit  corrected  ;  for  I  believe  that  attacks  of  this 
kind  have,  within  the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  become  comparative- 
ly frequent,  and  constitute  one  of  the  not  least  perplexing  phenom- 
ena submitted  to  the  inquisition  of  Modern  Medical  Science.  Mr. 
North,  will  you  relieve  our  anxiety  ? 

Shepherd  (starting  up  and  flying  to  MR.  NORTH.)  His  face  is  a' 
purple.  Confoun'  that  cravat ! — for  the  mair  you  pu'  at  it,  the  tichter 
it  grows, 

Opium-Eater.  Mr.  Hogg,  I  would  seriously  and  earnestly  recom- 
mend more  delicacy  and  gentleness. 

Shepherd.  Tuts.  It's  fastened,  I  declare,  ahint  wi'  a  gold  buckle, 
— and  afore  wi'  a  gold  prin, — a  brotch  fra  Mrs.  Gentle,  in  the  shape 
o'  a  bleeding  heart  ?  'Twill  be  the  death  o'  him.  Oh  !  puir  fallow! 
puir  fallow  ! — rax  me  owre  that  knife.  What's  this  ?  You've  given 
me  the  silver  fish-knife,  Mr.  De  Quinshy.  Na, — that's  far  waur, 
Mr.  Tickler.  That  sword  for  carvin'  the  round.  But  here's  my  ain 
jockteleg. 

(SHEPHERD  unclasps  his  pocket-knife, — and  while  brandishing  it 
in  great  trepidation,  MR.  NORTH  opens  kin  eyes) 

North.  Emond  !  Emond  !  Emond  !— Thurtell— Thurtell— Thur- 
tell! 

Shepherd.  A  drap  o'  bluid's  on  his  brain, — and  Reason  becomes 
Raving  !  What's  Man  ? 

Tickler.  Cut  away,  James.  Not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  Be  firm 
and  decided,  else  he  is  a  dead  heathen. 

Shepherd.  Wae's  me, — wae's  me !  Nae  goshawk  ever  sae 
glowered, — and  only  look  at  his  puir  fingers  hoo  they  are  workin' ! 
1  cauna  thole  the  si^ht, — I'm  as  weak's  a  wean, — and  fear  that  I'm 
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gaun  to  fent.  Tak  the  knife,  Tickler.  O,  look  at  his  hauns, — look 
at  his  hauns ! 

Tickler  (bending  over  MR.  NORTH.)  Yes,  yes,  rny  dear  sir, — 1  com- 
prehend you — I — 

Shepherd  (in  anger  and  astonishment.)  Mr.  Tickler  !  are  you  mad  ! 
— fingerin'  your  fingers  in  that  gate, — as  if  you  were  mockin'  him  ' 

Opium-Eater.  They  are  conversing,  Mr.  Hogg,  in  that  language 
which  originated  in  Oriental — 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  they're  speakin'  on  their  fingers  ! — then  a's  richt, 
— and  Mr.  North's  comin'  roun'  jigain  until  his  seven  senses.  It's 
been  but  a  dwawm  ! 

Tickler.  Mr.  North  has  ju>t  contrived  to  communicate  tome,  gen- 
tletnen,  the  somewhat  alarming  intelligence,  that  the  backbone  of  the 
pike  has  for  some  time  past  lieen  sticking  about  halt-way  down  his 
throat;  that  being  unwilling  to  interrupt  the  conviviality  of  the  com* 
pany,  he  endeavored  at  tir>t  t<>  conceal  the  circumstance,  and  then 
made  the  most  strenuous  efforts  to  dislodge  it,  upwards  or  down- 
wards, without  avail ;  but  that  you  must  not  allow  yourselves  to  fall 
into  any  extravagant  Consternation,  as  he  indulges  the  fond  hope 
that  it  may  be  extracted,  even  without  professional  assistance,  by 
Mr.  De  Quincey,  who  has  an  exceedingly  neat  small  Bymnwh  hand, 
and  on  whose  decision  of  character  he  places  the  most  unfaltering 
reliance. 

Sit epherd  (in  a  Iniff.}  Does  he?  Very  weel — syne  he  forgets  auld 
freens' — let  him  do  sae — 

North.  Ohrr  Flogrwhu — chru — n — u — u — Hogruwhuu — 

Sliepherd.  Na  !  1  canna  resist  sic  pleadin'  eloquence  as  that — here's 
the  screw,  let  me  try  it.  Or,  what  think  ye,  Mr.  Tickler, — what 
think  ye,  Mr.  De  Quinshy — o1  this  pair  o'  boot-hooks.  Gin  I  could 
get  a  cleik  o'  the  bane  by  ane  o'  the  vertebrae,  I  might  hoise  it  gen- 
tly up,  by  slaw  degrees,  sae  that  ane  could  yet  at  it  wi'  their  linpTs 
and  then  pu'  it  out  o'  his  mouth  in  a  twinklin' !  But  first  let  me  look 
doon  his  throat.  Open  your  mouth,  my  dearest  sir. 

(Mit.  NoitTH  leans  back  his  /tend,  and  opens  his  mou/A.) 

Shepherd.  1  see't  like  a  harrow.  Kin  ben,  baith  o'  je,  lor  Mr. 
A  win  lose.  (TifKLKR  and  MK.  DK  QCINCKY  olny.) 

Weel  ackit.  sir — weel  ackit — I  was  ta'en  in  mysell  at  first,  for  yaur 
cheeks  were  like  coals.  Here's  the  back-bane  o'  the  pike  on  the 
trrnchcr — I'll — 

(lie  enter  TICKLER  and  OPIUM-EATER,  with  MR.  AMBROSE,  paU 

as  death.) 
It's  all  over,  gentlemen — it's  all  over. 

Ambrose.  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !     (Faints  away  into  TICKLER'S  arms.) 

Shephtrd.  What  the  deevil's  the  matter  wi'  you,  you  set  o'  fulcs  ? 
--I've  gotten  out  the  bane.  Look  here  at  the  skeleton  o  the  shark  ! 
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Opium-Eater.  Monstrous  ! 

North,  (running  to  the  assistance   of  MR.   AMBROSE.)    We   have 
sported  too  far,  I  tear,  with  his  sensibilities. 

Opium-Eater.  A  similar  case  of  a  fish-bone' in  Germany — 
Shepherd.  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  can  you  really  swallow  that? 

(Looking  at  the  pike  back,  about  two  feet  long.) 
But  the  hour  has  nearly  expired. 

(The  Leanders  play — "Hey,  Johnny  Cope,  are  you  wauken  yet?1' 
— MR.  AMBKOSH:  starts  to  his  feet — runs  off — and  re-appears 
almost  instunter  at  the  head  of  the  force*. 


Third  Course.— Flexh. 
TICKLER. 


Beef-steak  Pie.     Haunch  of  Veuison. 


Fillet  of  Veal. 


ENGLISH   OPIUM-EATER. 

Shepherd,  (in  continuation.}  And  do  you  re.illy  think,  Mr.  North, 
that  the  kintra's  in  great  and  general  distress,  and  a' orders  in  a  state 
o'  absolute  starvation  ? 

North.  Yes,  James,  although  the  Duke*  cannot  see  the  sufferings 
of  his  subjects,  I  can — and  — 

Shepherd.  Certain  appearances  do  indicate  national  distress  ;  yet 
I  think  I  cou'd,  withouten  nieikle  difficulty,  lay  my  haun  the  noo  on 
ithers  that  seem  to  lead  to  a  different  conclusion. 

North.  No  sophistry,  James.  True,  that  we  ar^  now  sitting  at  a 
Feast.  But  remember,  James,  that  All  Fools'  Day  has  been  duly 
celebrated  by  us  ever  since  the  commencement  of  our  career,  and 
that  one  omission  of  observance  of  such  anniversary  might  prove 
fatal  to  the  existence  of  "  The  Magazine." 

Shepherd.  At  least  ominous.  For  sure  aneuch  it  wou'd  be 
ungratefu'  to  forget  our  subscribers. 

•  Of  Wellington  ;  then  Prime  Minister.— M 
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North.  And  are  we  to  violate  a  sacred  custom,  merely  because 
the  country  has  been  brought,  by  an  incapable  and  unprincipled 
ministry,  to  the  brink  of  ruin? 

Opium- Eater.  Yet,  I  have  seen  nothing  in  the  condition  of  the 
people,  to  incline  me  to  doubt  the  truth  of  the  doctrine,  originally 
stated  by  Say,  afterwards  expounded  by  Ricardo,  and,  since  the 
Jeath  of  that  illustrious  discoverer,  (happier  than  Cook,  who  by 
twice  circumnavigating  the  glob**, — for  on  his  third  voyage  he  was 
cut  off  by  the  savage  Sand  wichers,  the  problem  unsolved — ascertained 
the  non-existence  of  Terra  Incognita  Australia ;  yea,  more  felicitous 
even  than  Columbus,  who,  while  he  indeed  found  a  new  world, 
mistook  it  for  an  old  one,  and  dreamt  that  he  beheld  isles  that  of 
old  had  been  visited  for  their  golden  store  by  the  ships  of  Solomon  ;) 
— I  say,  since  the  death  of  David  Kieardo  unmercifully  and  labori- 
ously overloaded  with  a  heap  of  leaden  words  that  love  the  ground, 
by  Smith,  and  Mac  Culloch,  [whose  pages  are  the  most  arid  spots  in 
that  desert  of  Politico-Economical  science  which  the  genius  of  the 
Jew  mapped  out,  indicating  the  direction  in  which  all  the  main 
caravan  roads  ought  to  run  by  the  banks  of  the  rivers,  by  the  wells, 
and  by  the  oases] — that  doctrine  which,  being  established  by  argu- 
ments a  priori,  would  indeed  remain  in  my  reason  immutable  as  an 
axiom  in  ihe  mathematics,  in  spite  of  all  the  seeming  opposition  of 
mere  outward  facts,  or  phenomena  from  which  the  blind  leading  the 
blind,  owl  like  in  mid-day,  would  seek  to  draw  conclusions  at  vital 
enmity  with  those  primal  truths  subsisting  effectually  and  necessa- 
rily in  (he  Relations  of  Things; — (which  relations  indeed  they  are. 
shadowed  or  figured  out  to  ordinary  apprehension  under  various 
names;) — the  Doctrine,  in  short,  that  Production  is  the  Cause  of 
Production,  that  Vents  create  Vents,  and  thence,  that  a  universal 
Glut  is  a  Moral  and  Physical  Impossibility,  the  monster  of  a  sick 
merchant's  dream. 

Shepherd.  That  Vents  creawte  Vents  !  Do  you  mean,  in  plain 
language,  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  to  say  that  lurns  cre.awte  lums — that  ae 
chimlev  procreawtes  anither  chimley  — 

North.  My  dear  James,  you  know  nothing  of  Political  Economy 
—so  hold  your  — 

Shepherd.  Heaven  be  praised!  for  a'  them  that  pretends  they  do 
— 1  mean  the  farmers — aye  break.  I  ken  a«  puir  fallow,  a  cock- 
laird,  wi'  a  pleasant  mailin'  <>'  his  am.  thnt  had  been  in  the  family 
jrincc  Seth,  that  got  his  death  by  study  in'  the  Slot.  "  Stimulate 
production!  Stimulate  production!"  was  aye  puir  Watty's  cry— 
"  Mae  fear  o' consumption.  Th<»  nuti  conxumere  fmyti" — (for  the 
Slot  had  taught  him  to  quote  some  rare  lines  o'  Latin) — "  will  aye 
b*  hungr>  and  thirsty,  and  need  to  wear  claes ;" — but  Watty  diave 
baith  his  pigs  und  hia  sheep  to  a  laigh  market ;  he  fund  that  lb*»Stot 
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was  likewise  far  wrang  in  tellin'  him  that  competition  cou'd  no  pos- 
sibly reduce  profits — an  apothegm  you  would  hue  thocht  aforehaun' 
that  wud  hae  scunner'd  a  natural-horn  idiot — yet  still  wud  Watty 
study  the  Stot — for  he  was  a  dour  cretur — till  ae  nicht,  ridin'  hame 
A'ae  Selkirk,  wi'  MacCulloch's  Principles  in  the  right-haun  pouch  o' 
his  big  coat,  he  was,  as  you  rnicht  easily  hae  conjectured,  thrawn 
afl' his  balance,  and  cowpin'  ower  till  that  side,  was  dragged  wi'  his 
flt  in  the  stirrup  till  he  was  as  dead  as  the  Slot's  ain  doctrine  about 
Absentees. 

North.  Besides,  gentlemen,  remember  that  our  board  to-day  is 
chiefly  supplied  by  presents,  among  which  are  many  love-gifts  from 
the  fair  — 

Shepherd.  And  then,  The  Fragments  — 

North.  The  Reliquw  JJanaum  — 

Shepherd.  Are  the  property  o'  the  poor  — 

North.  And  will  all  be  distributed  to-morrow,  by  ticket,,  accord- 
ing to  the  arrangement  of  Mrs.  Gentle 

Shepherd.  The  maist  charitable  o'  God's  cretur's — exceptin'  your- 

sell,  my  dear  sir — whose  haun'   is  open   as   clay Oh,  man  !  but 

there's  a  heap  o'  hatefu'  rneanin'  in  the  epithet,  close-fisted!  1  like 
aye  to  see  the  open  pawm,  for  it's  amaist  as  expressive 's  the  open 
broo.  A  greedy  chiel,  him  that's  ony  way  nu-eserly,  aye  sits,  you'll 
observe,  wi'  his  nieves  crunkled  up  unconsciously  through  the  power 
o'  habit,  or  keeps  them  in  the  pockets  o'  his  breeks  as  if  fumblin' 
amang  the  fardens;  and  let  the  conversation  be  about  what  it  wull, 
there's  aye  a  sort  o'  mental  reservation  in  his  een,  seemin'  to  say. 
that  if  the  talk  should  tak  a  turn,  and  ony  hint  lie  drapt  about  a  sub 
scription  to  a  droon'd  fisherman's  widow  and  weans,  or  the  like,  he'll 
instantly  thraw  cauld  water  on't,  suggest  inquiries  intill  her  character, 
and  ring  the  bell  for  his  hack.  North,  luk  atthac  twa  creturs  gutlin' 
— the  tane  at  the  saiddle,  and  the  tither  at  the  fillet  !  Awmrose, 
change  the  position  o'  the  foure  principal  dishes  answeriii'  to  the 
Foure  Airts.* 

"  AMBROSE  makes  the  saddle  exchange  places  with  the  fillet,  the  sir- 
loin with  the  round.") 

By  this  dispensation,  each  o'  us  gets  easy  access,  feenally,  to  a'  the 
dishes,  sereawtim  ;  can  carve  in  his  ain  way,  and  taks  his  fair  chance 
o'  the  tidbits; — but  d'ye  ken,  sirs,  that  I'  m  getting  melancholy — 
fa' in  into  laigh  spirits — weary  o'  life.  I  houp  it's  but  the  reaction 
frae  that  daffin' — but  really  the  verra  skies  seem  to  me  een  as  if  I 
were  lookin'  up  to  them,  lyin'  on  my  back  aneath  a  muddy  stream 
— while,  as  for  this  globe,  it's  naelhing  bntglaur!  The  poetry  o' 
life  is  dead  and  buTied,  sir,  and  wha  can  boar  to  be  wadin'  frae  morh- 
iu'  lill  nicht,  up  to  his  oxters,  in  prose?  The  verra  deevil  himsell's 

*  dirts—  winds. — M 


446  NOCTES    AMBROSIAL  JE. 

got  dull  in  llit,  haun's  o'  that  Rub  Montgomery*  —  eauldrifcd,  as  if 
hell  were  out  o'  coals,  —  n'  its  blaKt-funrnvefl  choked  up  wi'  blue  si- 
lent ashes  —  and  ihe  damned  coorin'  and  chitteriu'  in  corners,  a>  if 
fire  were  frost. 

North.  J-imes!  James  ! 

Shepherd.  Dinna  be  feared  for  me  bein'  blasphemous.  Rathe; 
than  sin  sae,  micht  I  cease  to  breathe,  or  gang  ftighin'  and  sahhin*  in 
insanity  through  the  woods  and  moors!  The  deevil's  ju^t  as  utter 
a  nonentity  us  t»ny  ither  dream  ;  or  if  no,  at  the  maist,  he's  but  a. 
Map-babble.  Mind  ye,  I'm  speakin'  o'  an  external  deevil  —  a  shaped 
Satan  —  a  limb'd  Lucifer  —  a  Beelzebub  \\i'  a  belly  —  goin'  bodily 
about,  wi'  clouts  and  horns,  seeking  whom  he  may  devour. 

North.  The  saving  superstition  of  th<-  imagination. 

Shepherd.  Just  sae  —  shadows  seen  by  sin  movin'  at  ween  and  the 
sky  in  the  gloamin,'  when  naebody's  near,  but  some  glowerin'  and 
listenin'  auld  motionless  tower  —  shadows  o'  its  ;iin  thoclits,  at  which 
it  alien  gangs  demented  —  nor  will  they  subside  awa'  intill  nnething, 
but,  unsubstantial  as  they  are,  far  mair  enduiable  than  substance  —  • 
just  as  ghosts  continue  to  glide  about  for  centuries  after  the  bodies 
have  amaist  ceased  to  be  even  banes,  and  haunt  a'  the  hills  ni:d  glens, 
sunshine  and  moonlight  alike,  loun  or  stormy  days  ;  nor  unprivileged 
are  they  by  conscience  to  enter  —  just  as  if  a  thunder-cloud  were  >it)e 
o'  the  Hiincr,  even  on  the  Sabbath  —  and  keepin'  fixed  on  his  thrir 
dismal  een,  they  can  frighten  the  immortal  spirit  within  him,  SHO 
that  his  ears  nae.  mair  transmit  to  it  (he  singin'  o1  the  psalm  —  tin  I  CM 
you  ca1  that  singin,'  which  is  mair  like  the  noise  o'  ever  >ae 
many  swarms  o'  bees  a*  cast  in1  thegither  on  a  het  day  on  the  same 
sycamore,  ami  murderin'  ane  anilher  in  the  confusion  o'  queeiis.  l>v 
hail  I  hives,  till  the  winged  air  is  in  torment,  and  a'  the  grun'  aneath 
crawliu*  wi1  wrathfu'  mutilation  ! 

North.  1'ollok  was  a  true  poet  —  and  the  Course  of  Time,  though 
not  a  poem,  overflows  with  poetry  ;  but  the  apes  of  that  angel  must 
be  bagged,  and  stifled  in  the  cess-pools  of  the  cities  where  they  - 

Shepherd.  Suppose  we  begin  wi'  the  Embro1  apes.  There's  that 
cretur  - 

North.  Let  him  stand  over  for  a  season  —  one  other  chatter  —  nnd 
he  dins. 

Shepherd.  I  c«/u'd  greet  —  I  hae  grat  —  to  think  o'  puir  1'ollok  hae- 
in*  been  ca'd  sae  sune.  awa'  —  but  his  country  ma)  be  said  to  hae 
bigged  a  monument  ower  his  remains. 

North.    Poor   Blitnco    White's   London   Review  —  got    up 


•  Tb«  Rrv    Rob*n  Vontrotncry,  now  (I'M]  Mm  »lrr  of  IVrcjr  Kpi*ro|>»l   Chup^l.  I 
«M  a  ilodcnt  at  Oxford  IP  1^1.     Th*  »uccr*«  of  bi<  "  (>mnipmt*nc*  of   i 
W«J  lw«-nn  •«  o».  had  mad*  Inrn  what    i»  called  "a   popular   |<»t.  '  nnd  ha  r  itt.lr,»ly  • 
•  i»  up   with  "  '1'hr   1  ni»rr»»l  I'rajrrr,"  and  a  ton  ofcpio  callxl  ••Silan,"  w  itli  other  TolutiM*. 
—  for  *om«  jrcan,  Montgomcrj  nai  b»«n  a  flowery  and  popular  pn.-u.hnr.-M 
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some  of  the  most  formal  of  the  Oxford  prigs — for  Whateley*  surely 
could  never  countenance  such  a  concern — the  only  number  that  ever 
got  printed  ordered  the  world  to  despise  Pollok.  The  Course  of 
Time — Miltonic  in  design  and  execution — was  tried  by  the  Oriel 

critic  as  a  prize  poem 

-  Shepherd.  1  recolleck.  sir.     Yon  Number's  used  at  Mount  Benger 
still,  as  a  stane  weight 

North.  Each  paltry  periodical,  James,  that,  born  of  poorest  pa- 
rents, and  fed  from  the  first,  as  pauper's  brats  must  be,  on  pap  pro- 
vided by  charity,  begins  soon  as  it  is  dropped,  drab-an  d-d  itch  deliv- 
ered, instinctively  to  caterwaul  after  the  fashion  of  its  progenitors, 
like  a  nest  o'  kittens,  snoking  about  the  straw  with  their  little  red 
snub-noses,  and  sealed  swoln  eyes,  which  are  plainly  doomed  never 
to  see  the  day,  except  perhaps  one  single  blink  on  the  morning  they 
are  all  plopped  piteously  into  a  pond,  to  be  fished  out  and  flung  in 
again,  every  spring-Saturday,  by  schoolboys  learning  the  elements 

of  angling Each  paltry   periodical,  James,  weekly,  monthly,  or 

quarterly — while  like  a  bubble  in  a  cart-wheel  rut,  it- attempts  to  re- 
flect the  physiognomy  of  Christopher  North — employs  the  very  first 
moments  of  its  transitory  existence  in  showing  its  gums — for  time  is 
not  given  it  for  teeth — at  ME — at  Us — at  the  MAGAZINE — who  would 
not  even  take  the  trouble  of  treating  it  as  a  Newfoundland  dog  has 
been  sometimes  seen  to  treat  a  troublesome  turnspit. 

Shepherd.  Out  they  gang,  ane  after  the  ither,  like  sae  mony  far- 
den  candles,  stickin'  intill  turnips — and  och  !  what  a  shabby  stink  ! 
Ae  single  sneer,  frae  you,  sir,  smeeks  and  smithers  them  in  their 
ain  reek  ;  and  yet,  sic  is  the  spite  o'  stupidity,  that  ae  fule  taks  nae 
warnin'  frae  the  fate  o'  the  fule  afore  him.  but  they  are  a'  like  sae 
mony  sheep,  jum pin'  o'  their  ain  accord  into  the  verra  shambles — 
although  the  Shepherd — that's  me — does  a'  he  can'  wi'  his  colleys  to 
keep  them  out  o'  the  jaws  o'  destruction,  and  get  them  a'  safely  col- 
lected in  a  staring  squad  on  the  common,  where  they  may  feed  on 
herbage  little  or  none  the  waur  for  the  goose-dung.  Hoo's  the  Em- 
bro'  Review  gaun  on  ? 

North.  Very  well  indeed,  James.  Methinks,  under  the  new  edi- 
tor,* it  hath  more  pith  and  smeddum. 

Shepherd.  O'  late  years  it  has  aye  reminded  me  o'  an  aold  worn- 
out  ram,  whom  the  proprietor  does  na  like  either  to  let  dee  <>'  hun- 

*  Dr.  Richard  Whately.  when  President  of  St.  Alban's  Hall  and  Professor  of  Political  Econ- 
omy, at  Oxford,   in  1831,  was  made  Archbishop  of  Dublin.     He  was  intimate  with  the  Rev. 
Blanco  White,  who  had  been  a  priest  in  Spain,  and  passed  through  Protestantism  into  the  Uni- 
tarian faith.     Archbishop  Whateley's  Manual  of  Lopic  has  become  a  school-book.     His  "Hii. 
t.iic  Doubts  on  the  existence  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte"  (on  the  model  of  Horace  Walpole's  bra- 
eJturc  on  Richard  III..)  h~as  gone  into   a  great  many  editions.    In  1854,  he  is  sixty-seven  yean 
cf  age.     The  annual  income  of  his  Archbishopric  is  nearly  £8000. 

*  In  1H2S>  Macvey  Napier  succeeded  Jeffrey  in  the  Editorship  of  the   Edinburgh  Kevieut 
— M. 
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ger,  or  a'  at  aince  to  put  out  o'  its  meesery— but  syne  he's  of  nae 
use  DUO.  and  wunna  sell  either  for  woo'  or  meat,  the  master  ll'm^s 
him  nuo  and  then  a  turnip,  and  nco  nnd  then  alloos  him  a  wu<|i  o' 
strae — as  he  stauns  wi'  his  taw  ty -sides,  spceral  horns,  and  beard 

that  has  never  been  shorn  in  the  memory  o'  man the  Km  age 

rather  than  the  Reality  o'  a  Ham. 

North.  Why,  James,  the  youth  of  the  animal  seems  in  some 
measure  restored,  and  he  butts  away  with  much  animation  and  — 

Skepherd.  Let  him  tak  tent  he  does  na  break  his  horns.  Them 
that's  beginning  to  bud's  tender,  but  them  that's  dune  wi'  j»rowm' 
's  frush  ;  I  hae  nae  faith  in  the  renewal  o'  youlh  ;  and  though  the 
Ram,  videlicet,  the  Review,  may  be  better  fed  noo  than  tor  some 
wunters  by-past — puir  beast! — yet  he  can  only  be  patched  up.  Ye 
may  aiblins  tntu-n  his  sides — but  I'll  defy  you  to  harden  his  horns. 
Wash  him  in  the  Sky-blue  Pool,  but  still  wull  his  woo'  be  like  a 
species  o'  hair  on  some  outlandish  dug;  and  as  for  continuin'  his  — 

Nortk.  Southey's  Colloquies  are,  in  the  opinion  of  yuung  Macau- 
lay,*  exceedingly  contemptible  — 

Shepherd.  And  wha's  young  Macaulay  ? 

North.  The  son  of  old  Macaulay. 

Shepherd.  And  wha  the  deevil's  auld  Macaulay  ? 

North.  Zachary. 

Shepherd.  What]  The  Sierra  Leone  saint,  who  has  been  the 
means  of  sendin'  sae  mony  sinners  to  Satan  through  that  accursed 
settlement  '. 

North.  The  same — whom  our  friend  Macqueen  has  squabashed 
— and  whom  that  able  nnd  accomplished  man  Charles  M'Kcnzie, 
late  consul-general  at  Hayti  — 

Shepherd.  Charles  M'Keiizie  !  I  see  his  Notes  on  Hayti  advertized 
by  Colburn.  I'll  warrant  they'll  be  gude — lor  1  remember  him  lung 
ago,  a  medical  student  at  the  college  here,  afore  he  turned  himsrll 
to  mercantile  atliiirs,  and  a  cleverer  young  man  wanna  in  a'  Kmbio'. 

North.  He  is  about  to  be  sent  out  by  government  to  Cuba — on* 
<>f  the  judges  to  inquire  — 

Sltcplurd.  I'm  glad  to  hear't — I  boup  noo  he'll  send  me.  hame 
some  rum  and  limes — wi'  u  hogshead  o' sugar  — 

•  Tbomae  lUl.inf  ton  Macanlay,  the  eminent  >p*ak«r  [of  prepared  oration*.]  pott,  critic,  and 
iii'toriio  About  iucb  a  man  information  cannot  !••  «u|  rrtlumin.  Therefore  I  >»v  that  )i« 
wa«  born  at  Kolbley  Temple,  Lctcoitcnibiro.  in  IHJU  ;  pra.luaird  at  Trinity  Cnllei:*,  dm- 
bridge  :  wa»  elected  to  tbe  Craven  Fellow. tap  in  l-*l  ;  to  a  fellowship  in  Trinity  i, 
wade  U.  A.  in  IC'^J  ;  M.  A.  in  I —A* ;  called  to  the  Knc', i»h  bar  in  l*'M  ;  wa*  eleclrd  a  txnchet 
of  Lincoln'*  Inn  IB  I.-4U;  wu  Commiwioncr  of  Uankiuptcy;  Commiui«ner.  and  »nl«<->|i>'>iiil» 
a  ^e.  mtjuy  to  tbe  India  Board  ;  Member  of.  and  l«ial  advuwr  k>,  (with  an  annu  1  aalarjr  U 
Xlo.tMO  for  ttva  jreara.)  the  Supreme  Council  of  Indtn;  Secretary  ut  War  from  IKm  i..  I  u  : 
rarmuur-Ocneral  from  I«HO  to  lf*4M.  Ha*  aat  in  1'afliament  from  liv.ti  •..  i- -i  «uli  iwo 
vaeancieaof  Are  year*  eacb.  o«e  while  aUcnt  in  India,  Ibe  other  from  IM7  to  I-.VJ.  when 
turned  out  of  tbe  representation  o(  Kdinburc b,  wbich  be  regained  without  any  MilicHaiioa 
on  bli  part  in  the  lattrr  yew.  Unmarried.— M. 
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North.  But,  James,  as  I  was  saying,  Thomas  Macaulay  informs 
his  fellow-creatures  that  Robert  Southey's  mind  is  "  utterly  desti- 
tute c)f  the  power  of  discerning  truth  from  falsehood." 

Shepherd.  Then  Thomas  Macaulay  is  nather  more  nor  less  than 
an  impertinent  puppy  for  his  pains ;  and  Maga  should  lay  him 
across  her  knee,  doun  wi'  his  breeks,  and  hauu  ower  head  wi'  the 
tause  on  his  doup,  like  Dominie  Skelp  — 

North.  He  adds,  "  Mr.  Sou  they  brings  to  the  task  two  faculties 
which  were  never,  we  believe,  vouchsafed  in  measure  so  copious  to 
any  human  being, — the  faculty  of  believing  without  a  reason,  and 
the  faculty  of  hating  without  a  provocation;"  and  again,  "in  the 
mind  of  Mr.  Southey,  reason  has  no  place  at  all,  as  either  leader  or 
follower,  as  either  sovereign  or  slave." 

Shepherd.  1  wonner,  sir,  hoo  you  can  remember  sic  malignant 
trash.  An'  these  are  the  symptoms,  sir,  are  they,  that  the  youth  o' 
the  auld  Kam  is  renewed  1 

North.  No  doubt  seems  to  have  entered  the  mind  of  the  young 
gentleman,  that,  while  in  fact  he  was  merely  attempting,  without 
much  point,  to  stick  a  pin  into  the  calve  of  one  of  Mr.  Southey's 
literary  legs,  he  was  planting  a  dngger  in  the  brain  of  the  Laureate. 

Shepherd.  A  Lilliputian  atween  the  spauls  o'  Gulliver.  Yet  one 
canna  but  admire  the  courage  o'  the  cretur  in  the  inverse  ratio  o'  its 
impotence.  Only  suppose  Soothes  to  stir  in  his  sleep — but  to  gie  a 
sneeze  or  a  snore — and  hoo  the  bit  barrister — for  1  remember  what 
the  bit  body  is  noo — would  wriggle  awa  like  a  worm,  and  divin' 
intill  some  dung,  hide  himsell  amang  the  grubs. 

North.  He's  a  clever  lad,  James 

Shepherd.  Evidently,  and  a  clever  lad  he'll  remain,  depend  ye 
upon  that,  a'  the  days  o'  his  life.  A  clever  lad  o'  thirty  year  auld 
and  some  odds,  is  to  ma  mind  the  maist  melancholy  sicht  in  nature 
— only  think  o'  a  clever  lad  o'  threes-core  and  ten  on  his  death-bed, 
whu  can  look  back  on  nae  greater  achievements  than  haein'  aince 
— or  aiblins  ten  times — abused  Mr.  Soothey  in  the  Embro'  Keview  ! 

North.  The  son  of  the  Saint,*  who  seems  himself  to  be  something 
of  a  reviewer,  is  insidious  as  the  serpent,  but  fangtess  as  the  slow- 
worm. 

Shepherd.  That's  the  hag  or  blin-worm  ? 

North.  The  same.  He  pretends  to  admire  Mr.  Southey's  poetry 
that  with  its  richness  he  may  contrast  the  poverty  of  his  prose. 
"His  larger  poems,"  qnotii  he,  "  though  full  of  faults,  are  neverthe- 
less extraordinary  productions.  We  doubt  greatly  whether  they  will 
be  leudjifty  years  jience — but  that,  if  they  are  rend,  they  will  be  ad- 
mired, we  have  no~doubt  whatever."  As  for  his  *hort  poems,  "  they 

*  Zachary  Mucaulay,  the   historinn's  father,  was  one  of  the  Wilberforce  School  of  FietisU 

Vox,.  III.— 30 
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are  not  generally   happy  ;   and   "  his  odes  are  for  the  most  part 
vorse  than  Pye's,  and  as  had  as  Gibber's." 

Stu-pherd.  Puir  deevil !  hoo  envious  thochts  maun  hae  been  eatin* 
awa  ut  his  heart  like  mites  in  a  rotten  cheese! 

North.  All  Mr.  Southey's  heroes — says  the  Templar — "  make 
love  either  like  seraphim  or  cattle."  "  No  man  out  of  a  cloister 
ever  wrote  about  love  so  coldly,  and  at  the  same  time  so  grossly.'' 

Shepherd.  A'  the  young  leddies  in  Britain  ken  that  to  be  a  lee — • 
and  the  cross-bred  puppy  o'  a  mongrel-cur  wadna  hesitate  to  ca 
themselves  limmers,  after  speakin'  o'  the  coldness  and  grossness  of 
the  love  of  Thalaba  for  Oneizu  his  Arabian  Maid,  whether  breathed 
in  delight  beneath  the  palm-tree's  shade,  or  groaned  in  madness 
amid  the  tombs,  after  Azrael  the  angel  of  death  had  left  their  bridal 
chamber.  What  does  he  mean  by  cattle? 

North.  Obscene  insolence ! 

Shepherd.  Trash  like  that,  sir,  wad  damn  at  aince  ony  new 
periodical.  Tak  ma  word  for't,  sir,  the  auld  Ram'll  no  leeve  lang 
on  sic  articles  o'  consumption.  He'll  tak  the  rot,  and  dee  a'  ae 
scab,  ae  carbuncle,  "  a  perfect  chrysolite." 

North.  I  had  some  thoughts  of  exposing  the  gross  misrepresentH- 
tions — say  the  falsehoods— <>f  this  article — but 

Shepherd.  'Tweel  it's  no  worlh  your-while.  The  weed's  withered, 
I'se  warrant,  by  this  time,  though  no  a  month  auld,  while  the  flowers 
o'  Mr.  Soot  hey 's  gen  ins,  rich  and  rare,  bright  and  balmy,  will  bread  e, 
and  bloom  as  lang's  the  sun  shines  on  the  earth,  and  the  Seasons  keep 
rinnin',  alternately,  unwearied  alangside  o'  his  chariot  wheels.  Mr. 
De  Quinshy,  what  for  dinna  ye  speak  .' 

Opium-Eiiter.  Mr.  Southey  is,  beyond  all  doubt,  one  of  the  most 
illustrious,  just  as  Mr.  Macaulay  is  one  of  the  most  obscure  men,  of 
the  age.  The  abu>e  lavished  upon  him  in  that  contemptible  critique 
on  his  Colloquies — a  critique  which  1  have  read,  and  therefore  must 
correct  the  statement  1  made  about  the  middle  of  the  last  COIIIM-, 
that  I  had  not  seen  any  number  of  the  Edinburgh  Ki-view  since  that 
for  April,  1820  — is  baser  than  1  could  have  expected,  even  from  a 
Macau la\ — inclining  thereby  any  Sinner  among  'he  Saints — ami  I  do 
not  doubt,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  use  }our  own  amusing  image,  that  it  will 
sicken,  if  not  poison  to  death,  the  old  Kam — the  ancient  Aries — a 
aign  into  which  the  .sun  never  enters  — 

Sheptu-rd.  That's  wutt\ — I'm  u  sure  judge  o*  wut — that's  wutty  t 

Tickler,  (aside  to  the  SIIKPIIEKU.)  Hut  so-so  ;  I  prefer  our  admir- 
able friend's  logic  to  his — 

Shejiherd,  (a*ide  to  TICKLER.)  Na,  na,  I  canna  thole  his  logic. 

Opium-Eater.   Hut  while   I   reprobate  the  insolent  spirit  in  which 
this  obscure  cipher  has  chosen  to    speak  of  such   a  good  and 
man,  let  it  be  understood   that  1  not  only  withhold  my  >\Mi|.;uhy 
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from  some  of  the  sentiments  expressed  b)  Mr.  Southey  in  his  Collo 
quies,  but  censure  them  as  most  erroneous  and  most  unjust;  as,  for 
example,  all  that  he  has  falsely  and  foolishly  said,  in  that  and  other 
works,  respecting  the  periodical  literature  of  this  age.  What  right 
had  Mr.  Southey,  who  gains  an  honorable  livelihood,  chiefly  by  his 
contributions  to  Reviews,  to  put  into  the  mouth  of  Sir  Thomas  More 
the  following  insulting  sentence — insulting  to  many  minds  of  the 
same  order  with  his  own,  and  as  devoted  to  the  truth  ; — "  The  waters 
in  which  you  have  now  been  angling  have  been  shallow  enough,  if 
the  pamphlet  in  your  hand  is,  as  it  appears  to  be,  a  Magazine." 
Nor  is  his  answer  to  the  Ghost  more  courteous  to  his  contempora- 
ries ; — "  In  publications  of  this  kind,  prejudicial  as  they  are  to  public 
taste  and  public  feeling,  and  therefore  deeply  injurious  to  the  real 
interests  of  literature,  something  may  sometimes  be  found  to  com- 
pensate for  the  trash,  and  tinsel,  and  insolent  flippancy,  which  are 
now  become  the  staple  commodities  of  such  journals." 

Shepherd.  Hut,  tut,  Mr.  Soothey  ;  you  shouldna  haesaid  that,  sir, 
for  it's  no  tr 

Opium-Eater.  In  the  first  place,  Mr.  Southey  ought  to  have  given 
the  name  of  the  pamphlet — that  is,  the  Magazine — from  which  he 
chose  to  extract  Kant's  Idea  of  a  Universal  History  on  a  Cosmopo 
litical  plan.  Secondly,  he  ought  to  have  printed  that  extract  as  an 
extract  from  that  Magazine,  and  not  to  have  attempted,  rather  unsuc- 
cessfully, to  incorporate  its  substance  with  his  own  work.  Thirdly, 
he  ought  to  have  given  the  name  of  the  translator,  not  unknown  to 
him,  when  he  scrupled  not  to  enrich  the  Colloquies  with  some  of 
Kant's  thoughts,  in  the  original  to  him  inaccessible,  as  Mr.  S<nithey's 
knowledge  of  the  language-of  Germany  does  not  embrace  the  nomen- 
clature of  any  of  its  philosophical  schools  or  sects.*  Fourthly,  to 
insult  publicly  the  character  of  all  Magazines — that  included  from 
which  you  are  at  the  same  time  pilfering  a  jewel,  (Mr.  Southey  will, 
nay  must,  ponder  the  word  "  pilfer,")  is  inconsistent  with  the  com- 
mon courtesies  of  life,  and  unworthy  of  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman. 
Fifthly,  the  Magazine  from  which  Mr.  Southey  makes  that  extract 
(which  I  may  mention  was  translated  by  me)  was  the  London  Mag- 
azine, published  by  Taylor  and  Hessey,  arid  originally  under  the 
editorship  of  John  Scott.  Its  chief  supporters  were  Charles  Lamb, 
William  Hazlitt,  Allan  Cunningham,  Thomas  Hood,  "Reynolds,  the 
most  amiable  and  ingenuous  Aytoun,f  whose  beautiful  and  original 

*  All  this — querulous  and  egotistical — is  so  wonderfully  like  what  De  Quincey  wouM 
have  said,  (and  what  he  afterwards  did  write,)  that  I  suspect  he  supplied  the  "  ipxissinia  verba." 
•— M . 

t  Aytoun,  "  who  died  too  soon,"  was  a  very  clever  essayist.  Fanny  Aytoun,  his  sister,  wa« 
Prima  Donna,  for  a  season,  at  the  Italian  Opera-House,  in  London.  She  after  rards  became  a 
teacher  of  music  and  siiiginjr,  in  Liverpool.  The  lact  time  I  saw  her,  in  1852,  was  as  the  wife 
of  Mr.  Barlow,  in  London,  with  a  graceful  and  beautiful  daughter  by  her  side  ; — it  was  indeed 
the  rose  and  the  rosu-bud. — M. 
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Papers  v  ere  afterwards  collected  and  published  in  two  voliimei% 
and — let  me  not  assume  the  sembhuice  of  that  paltry  humility  whk-h 
I  despise — myself;  and  how  dared  Mr.  Southey  to  assert,  that  of 
any  journal  so  supported,  tinsel,  trash,  and  insolent  flippancy,  were 
the  staple  commodities? 

Shepherd,  I  couldna  love  as  weel  as  admire  ony  man,  however 
great  and  good,  and  Mr.  Soothey's  baith,  and  has  aye  been  generous 
to  my  genius,  gin  he  hadna  his  wee  bit  weaknesses,  like  ither  folk — 
sae  on  the  whole,  I'm  glad  that  he  has  been  sae  far  h-ft  to  himscli  as 
to  sneer  at  a'  the  Magga/ins,  and  insult,  in  a  lump,  a*  their  editors, 
contributors,  and  subscribers,  comprehending,  I  guess,  nine-tenths  o' 
the  nation. 

Opium-Eater.  Neithe/  shall  a  spurious  delicacy  deter  me  from 
declaring,  even  here,  that  there  is  more  wit,  and  more  wisdom,  in 
the  Periodical  over  which,  Mr.  North,  you  preside,  and  to  which 
there  are  now  present  two  of  the  most  distinguished  contributors  — 

Shepherd.  Say  three,  sir — say  three,  Mr.  De  Quinshy — for  vkhen 
you  do  write — pity  it's  sae  seldom — ye  bang  us  a'  — 

Opium-Eater.  Than  in  an  equal  number  of  any  nihcr  miscellane- 
ous volumes,  the  product  of  this  or  the  piecc-iiing  century,  not  ex- 
cepting on  the  list  all  the  l>est  of  Mr.  Southey 's  own,  full  as  they 
are  of  wit  and  wisdom,  and  placing  him  deservedly  in  the  first  rank 
of  our  literature.  Tinsel  there  may  be,  but  it  lies  lightly  over  bars 
of  the  beaten  gold;  he  must  have  an  instinct  for  trash  \\li<>  can  detect 
it  among  the  necessaries  and  luxuries  of  life,  that  are  monthly  dis- 
tributed to  all  classes,  with  most  lavish,  even  prodigal  profusion, 
from  that  inexhaustible  Magazine  ;  and  as  for  insolent  flippancy,  that 
cannot  be  said  without  senseless  and  blindfolded  injustice,  to  be  the 
staple  commodity  of  a  Periodical,  of  which  one  of  the  chief  claims 
has  long  lain  in  those  myriad-minded  Dialogues,  whose  fucete  benig- 
nities, cordialities,  and  humanities,  form  a  continued  era  in  the  phi- 
loM>phy  of  human  life.  Need  1  name,  unworthy  member  as  1  am  of 
this  meeting — the  N<>ctes  Arnbrosianic! 

Omnfu.   Hurra — hurra — hurra  ! 

Xhejiherd.  Gie  me  an  unce  o*  opium,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  — 

Opium-Eater,  (Jillinff  up  drops  of  laudanum  in  ike  millimeter  to 
120.)  1  give  you  a  small  dose  to  begin  with,  Mr.  Hogg  — 

Shepherd.  Na — na — I  was  but  jokin' — I'm  ower  an  Id  to  begin  on 
the  poppy.  I'se  een  keep  to  the  maut. 

Opium- Enter.  To  recur,  for  a  brief  space,  to  the  article  on  Mr. 
Southey  in  the  Edinburgh  Keview.  The  editor,  who,  I  am  told,  is 
an  able  and  judicious  man,  ought  nut  to  have  admitted  it,  at  thU 
juncture,  or  crisis,  into  his  work.  Mr.  .K-flVey  and  Mr.  South. -v 
were  open  and  avowed  foes,  Mr.  Jeffrey  having  been,  beyoml  all 
question,  the  aggressor.  The  intt  n-ai  of  the  war  was  ut  uu  ci»l. 


SIR   THOMAS   MOJRE.  453 

when  that  accomplished  champion  quitted  the  field  ;  and  the  public 
is  not  prepared  to  regard,  with  any  satisfaction  the  renewal  of  the 
attack  on  Mr.  Southey,  by  a  combatant  whose  shield  bears  no  im- 
press of  any  high  emprise.  He  is,  after  all,  but  a  mere  skirmisher, 
and  could  not  abide  the  onset  of  a  man-at-arms. 

North.  The  editor  should  at  least  have  assured  himself,  by  a  pe- 
rusal of  the  Colloquies,  that  the  young  man's  critique,  as  it  is  called, 
contained  no  such  wilful  misrepresentations  as  would  disgrace  a  gen- 
tleman in  the  intercourse  of  private  life. 

Opium-Eater.  Yet  several  such  there  are — gross  mis  statements  of 
facts — to  say  nothing  of  the  spirit  of  mis-interpretation  that  pervades 
the  whole  article — like  envenomed  blood,  circulated  through  a  body 
bloated  and  discolored  by  some  rank  disease.  The  mention  of  one 
will  suffice;  and,  if  not  dead  to  shame,  let  the  face  of  the  reviewer 
blush  brass,  while  he  hangs  down  his  head. 

North.  The  volumes  are  in  the  saloon  library.  I  wilf  get  them 
for  you  in  a  moment. 

(MR.  NOKTH  takes  down  the  Colloquies  from  the  shelf  Csesav.) 

Opium-Eater.  Beautifully  bound  !     By  what  artist "? 

North.  By  Henderson.* 

Opium-Eater.  Now,  I  will  make  a  complete  exposure  of  this  prig 
• — who,  in  seeking  to  render  Mr.  Southey  ridiculous,  has  made  him- 
self hateful. 

Shepherd.  Here's  your  health,  sir,  again,  in  a  caulker.  Let's 
hear't. 

Opium-Eater.  In  the  Colloquy  entitled — Walla-Crag — Sir  Tho- 
mas More  having  said  that  the  progress  of  the  useful  arts,  and  the 
application  of  science  to  the  purposes  of  common  life,  warrant  the 
expectation,  that  whenever  a  state  shall  duly  exercise  its  parental 
duties,  there  will  be  no  trades  which  shall  either  hebetate  the  facul- 
ties or  harden  the  heart, — 

Shepherd.  That,  I  fear,  's  Utopian. 

Opium-Eater.  Not  the  less  characteristic,  on  that  account,  Mr. 
Hogg,  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 

Shepherd.  Eh1? 

Opium-Eater.  Montesinos — the  name  Mr.  Southey  adopts  in 
these  Colloquies — says,  "  Butchers  will  continue," — and  then  adds, 
"  I  cannot  but  acknowledge,  with  good  John  Fox,  that  the  sight  of 
a  slaughter-house  or  shambles,  if  it  does  not  disturb  this  clear  con 
viction,"  (he  is  alluding  to  the  mercifulness  of  cutting  off  suddenly 
and  violently  the  existence  of  animals,  who  thus  suffer  less  than 
those  who  die  of  disease  or  inanition,)  "  excites  in  me  uneasiness 
and  pain,  as  welPas  loathing." 

*  Of  Edinburgh.— M. 
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S'tepherd.  Natural  enough,  surely,  and  likely  to  happen  to  a" 
men  unaccustomed  to  see  butehin'— 

Opium- Eater.  "They  produce,"  continues  Mr.  Southey,  "a 
worse  effect  upon  the  persons  employed  on  them  ;"  and  again,  he 
says,  "  perhaps,  however,  the  hardness  of  heart  which  this  occupa- 
tion is  believed  to  produce,  may,  in  most  cases,  have  been  the  cause 
wherefore  it  is  chosen." 

Shepherd.   \  can  scarcely  agree  wi'  that  — 

Opium-Eater.  Allow  me,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  complete  what  1  have  got 
to  say,  without  interruption.  Here  the  Reviewer  falls  fod  of  Mr. 
Southey  for  an  alleged  libel  on  Butchers.  "  Mr.  Southey,"  quoth 
he,  "  represents  them  as  men  who  are  necessarily  reprobates — as 
men  who  must  necessarily  be  reprobates — even  in  the  most  im- 
proved state  of  society — even  to  use  his  own  phrase,  in  a  Chris- 
tian Utopia."  Here  follows  a  forty-line  page  of  high  moral  vitupe- 
ration. Now,  the  charge  is  entirely  false,  and  the  Reviewer  must 
have  known  it  to  be  entirely  false.  For  there  is  an  alternation — an 
interchange  of  sentiment  on  this  subject  between  the  two  interlocu- 
tors in  the  Dialogue.  Sir  Thomas  More  corrects  this  first  wholly 
natural,  but  partly  erroneous  impression,  made  on  the  mind  of 
Montesinos  by  the  sight  of  the  shambles,  and  shows  him  "how  he  is 
mistaken."  Montesinos  represents  himself  as  being  set  right  by 
the  gracious  Ghost,  and  suys,  ''The  best  answer,  however,  to  what 
I  was  unthinkingly  disposed  to  credit,  is,  that  the  men  engaged  in 
this  occupation  are  not  found  to  furni>h  more  than  their  numerical 
proportion  of  offenders  to  the  criminal  list ;  and  that,  as  a  body 
they  are  by  no  means  worse  than  any  other  set  of  men  upon  the 
same  level."  He  then  quotes  Dr.  Beddoes,  and  enters  somewhat 
deeper  into  the  philosophy  of  the  matter — observing,  "  because  they 
are  well  fed,  they  are  not  exposed  to  the  temptation  which  necessity 
brings  with  it,  the  mother  of  crime,  as  well  as  of  iirts ;  and  their 
occupation  being  constant,  they  are  likewise  safe  from  the  danger* 
of  idleness.  The  relation,  too,  in  which  they  stand  to  their  custom- 
ers, places  them  in  a  salutary  degree  of  dependence,  and  makes 
them  understand  how  much  their  own  welfare  depends  upon  civility 
and  good  conduct." 

Shepherd.  Macaulay.  can  hae  nae  principle — that's  flat. 

Opittm-Eattr.  Sir  Thomas  More  is  then  made  to  say  to  Montesi- 
nos— "You  have  thus  yourself  remarked,  that  men  who  exercise  the- 
occupation,  whieh  of  all  others  at  first  sight  appears  most  injurious 
to  the  human  heart,  and  which  inevitably  must  injure  it  to  some 
degree,  are,  in  point  of  fact,  no  worse  than  their  neighbors,  and 
much  better  than  the  vagrant  classes  of  the  population,  and  those 
whose  employment  is  casual.  They  are  better,  because  they  faie 
btUcr,  and  are  inure  under  the  influence  of  order.  Improve  the 
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condition  of  others,  bring  them  within  the  sphere  of  order,  instead  of 
leaving  them  merely  within  the  reach — the  chance  reach,  almost  it 
may  be  called — of  vindictive  law,  and  the  result  will  be  the  same." 

Tickler.   Your  exposure,  sir,  o'  the  calumniator,  is  complete. 

Opium-Eater.  Allow  me  to  read  one  short  passage  more  from  the 
Review:  "And  what  reasons  are  given  for  a  judgment  so  directly 
opposed  to  every  principle  of  sound  and  manly  morality.  Merely 
this — that  he  cannot  abide  the  sight  of  their  apparatus — that  from 
certain  peculiar  associations  he  is  affected  with  disgust  when  he 
passes  by  their  shops." 

Shepherd.  O  man  !  I  wadna  be  that  Macaulay  for  ony  money. 
Hoo  sma'  he  looks!  Hoo  sma'  he  sings!  and  hoo  sma'  he  maim 
feel  in  the  preevat  consciousness,  and  the  public  conviction,  o'  haein' 
deliberately  traduced  sic  a  man  as  Mr.  Soothey  !  without  ony  ither 
provocation,  I  jalouse,  than  the  sense  o' inferiority,  that  keeps  gnawin' 
like  a  veeper  at  the  veetals  o'  the  envious,  and  licks  up  party  spite, 
or  rather  party  spittle,  a  foul  and  fetid  foam  that  drenches  the  worms' 
fangs,  if  it  has  gotten  ony,  and  a'  worms  hae  organs  o'  some  sort  or 
ither  for  bitin' — in  a  poison  that  only  the  mair  blackens  and  embit- 
ters its  ain  rotten  heart. 

North,  (glancing  over  the  article  in  the  Review.}  What  stuff's  this 
about  lawyers  and  soldiers  ] 

Opium-Eater.  All  of  the  same  kidney — silly  sophistry  or  mon- 
strous misrepresentations,  which  — 

North.  The  Whigs  will  chuckle  and  crow  over,  but  the  gentlemen 
of  England  tread  scornfully  under  foot,  as  something  smelling  of  a 
new  kind  of  Cockney  ism,  even  more  offensive  to  the  senses  than  that 
which  stinks  in  Little  Britain. 

Shepherd.  Fliug't  frae  you.  Wi'  a'  your  fawtes,  sir,  yon  never 
admit  intil  Maga  ony  malignant  attacks  on  Genius,  and  Vjrtue,  and 
Knowledge — and  when  or  where  were  these  Three  ever  united  mail- 
gloriously,  and  mair  beautifully,  and  endearingly,  than  in  Mr. 
Soothey  ?  Had  Mr.  Soothey  been  a  Whig,  and  had  he  leev'd  in 
Embro'  here,  and  had  you  written  in  that  way  about  him,  (a  great 
heap  o'  maist  impossible  and  contradictory  supposes,  I  alloo — some- 
thing like  supposin'  licht  darkness,  and  straught  crooked,  and  honey 
the  jice  o'  aloes.)  what  a  hullyballoo  would  have  been  raised  again 
you,  and  what'n  an  assassin  wou'dna  ye  hae  been  ca'd,  like  the  x'Vuld 
Man  o'  the  Mountain !  But  ye  never  was  an  assassin,  sir,  ony  mair 
than  a  Saint.  O'  a'  the  Great  Poets  o'  the  age,  whatever  their  poli- 
tics or  their  party,  you  have  sounded  the  eulogium,  trumpet-tongued, 
till  a'  the  warld  rang  wi'  their  fame.  What'n  a  contrast  atweeu 
Maga  and  the  R~£m  !  But  whisht,  1  heard  a  fisslin'  in  the  gallery  ! 

North.    Leander ! 

The  horns  sound,  and  enter  61  *££i  AMBROSE. 
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,   (in  continuation.)     Ggenim  !  and  Fools! 


Fourth  Coume. — Fowl. 
TICKLER. 


Plover. 

Cock  of  the  Wood 
PUinnigan 


EXOLISU   OPIUM 

Shepherd.  I  fancy  the  order  of  the  day  haud«*  gude  alike  through 
a1  the  courses— eveiy  man  helpin'  himscll  to  the  dish  neist  to  him; 
tlien  to  think  ho,,  the  vena  seasons  th«  mselU  accommodate  their 
productions  to  our  Festivals  !  Soopo,  Fish,  Flesh,  and  Fool  o'  a' 
sorts  in  perfection,  in  spite  o'  the  month— it's  really  curious,  and 
shows  hoo  folk'*  the  slaves  o'  habit.  Mr.  North,  oiiy  thing  gaunon, 
up  liy  \umner  in  Lunnnn,  in  the  literary  department  I 

North.  \  live  so  entirely  out  of  the  literary  world,  James,  that  — 

Shtpherd.  Ye  leeve  in  a'  kind  o'  warlds,  you  warlock  ;  and  confoun 
me  if  1  dinna  believe  you  employ  spies. 

North.  None,  my  dear  James,  but  these  two  eyes,  now  waxing 
somewhat  dim,  and  ther-e  two  ears,  now  waxing  somewhat  deaf,  and 
that  general  sense  of  feeling  spread  by  nature  all  over  the  surface  of 
the  body,  all  through  its  frame,  and  originating  in  the  interior  of  the 
soul,  by  which  one  is  made  to  feel  and  know  a  thousand  indescriba- 
ble things,  far  beyond  the  acquisition  of  the  mere  understanding, 
things  of  which  the  ninge  grows,  so  it  seems,  wider  and  wider  every 
day  as  we  near  the  place  of  our  final  rest. 

Shepherd.  No,  1  cannasay  I  do;  but  what's  gmm  on  in  Lunnun 
in  the  book  wav  ? 

North.  Solhel.y  ha*  published  three  Specimens  of  his  translation 
of  Homer— the  First  Book  of  the  Iliad,  the  Parting  between  Hector 
•nd  Andromache,  and  the  Shield  of  Achilles. 

Tickler.  A  bold,  nay,  a  ra*h  man,  to  enter  the  lists  with  Po| 

,   \Vi'  I'op'l     W hatfoi  no?     i'vtj  heard  there's  a  greui 
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difference  atween  Pop's  Homer  and  Homer's  Homer,  and  I  can  weel 
believ't • 

Tickler.  And  so  perhaps  will  there  be  found  to  be  between  Sothe- 
by's Homer  and  Homer's  Homer,  James;  a  great  or  greater  — 

North.  Sotheby's  Georgics  stamped  him  the  best  translator  in 
Christendom.  That  was,  in  my  opinion,  a  more  difficult  achieve- 
ment than  an  equally  admirable  translation  of  the  Iliad.  1  have 
read  his  specimens — and  in  an  early  number — perhaps  the  next — in- 
tend to  sift  them  thoroughly,*  comparing  all  the  fine  or  difficult  pas- 
sages in  the  original,  with  Pop*1,  Hobbes,  Chapman,  Cowper — and 
my  friend,  Mr.  Sotheby,  who  will  probably  be  found,  in  the  whole, 
to  have  excelled  all  his  predecessors  in  this  great  task. 

Tickler.  I'll  back  Pope  for  a  rump  and  a  dozen — 

North.  Done.  Have  you  seen  a  little  volume,  James,  entitled 
"Tales  in  Verse,"f  by  the  Reverend  H.  T.  Lyte — published  by 
Marsh  and  Miller,  and  which  seems  to  have  reached  a  second  edi- 
tion ? 

Shepherd.  Na ! 

North.  Now,  that  is  the  right  kind  of  religious  poetry.  Mr.  Lyte 
shows  how  the  sins  and  sorrows  of  man  flow  from  irreligion,  in  sim- 
ple but  strong  domestic  narratives,  told  in  a  style  and  spirit  remind- 
ing one  sometimes  of  Goldsmith,  and  sometimes  of  Crabbe.  A  vol- 
ume so  humble  in  its  appearance  and  pretensions  runs  the  risk  of 
being  jostlrd  off  the  highway  into  by-paths — and  indeed  no  harm  if 
it  should,  for  in  such  retired  places  'twill  be  pleasant  reading — pen- 
sive in  the  shade,  and  cheerful  in  the  sunshine.  Mr.  Lyte  has 
reaped 

"  The  harvest  of  a  quiet  eye, 
That  broods  and  sleeps  ou  its  own  heart" — 

and  his  Christian  Tales  will  be  read  with  interest  and  instruction  by 
many  a  fireside.  The  Brothers  is  eminently  beautiful  ;  and  he  ought 
to  give  us  another  volume. 

Shepherd.  Wha's  she,  that  Mrs.  Norton,  that  wrote  the  Sorrows 
o'  Rosalie  ? 

North.  Daughter  of  poor  dear  Tom  Sheridan,  who  was  indeed  a 
star.J  Four  generations  of  genius  ! — She  is,  1  am  told,  even  more 
beautiful  than 

*  This  promise  was  fulfilled — but  not  until  the  following  year.     The  articles  were  by  V'il 
con. — M. 

t  This  work,  of  which  the  second  edition  was  published  in   December,  1S29,  was  entitled 
"Tales   in  Verse,  illustrative  of  tlie  several  Petitions  of  the  I.ord's  1'rayer." — M. 

J  Tom  Sheridan  was  son  of  the  great  orator  and  dramatist,  by  his  first  wife,  the  beautiful  fo- 
calist.  Miss  Linley.  He-yas  clever  and  careless,  witty  and  improvident.  He  finally  obtained 
an  appointment  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  «  here  he  died.  (Jf  his  children, — one  daugh- 
ter mairied  Lord  Seymour,  and  will  be  Duchess  of  Some rset  ;  another  aUo  married  well 
another,  the  poetess— most  gifted,  unhappy  and  imprudent — espoused  Mr.  Morton,  brothf-  of 
Lord  Grantley.  The  only  sor,  Richard  ISrinsley  Sheridan,  eloped  with  the  heiress  of  Sir  Col- 
qntu.un'  Grant,  and  has  been  i  i  Parliament  from  1&45  until  the  present  time. — M. 
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Her  poetry !  That'll  be  no  easy,  sir  ;  for  there's  a 
(•aftness  and  a  sweetness  and  a  brichtness,  and  abune  a' an  indefinite, 
and  indescribable,  and  undefinable,  and  unintelligible,  general,  vai:tir, 
dim,  rleetin'  speerit  o'  feininine  sympathy  and  attraction — na,  n:i.  i:;i, 
t|iese  are  no  the  richt  words  ava — a  celestial  atmosphere  o'  the  balm 
o'  a  thousand  flowers,  especially  lilies  and  roses,  pinks,  carnations, 
violets,  honeysuckle,  and  sweetbriar — an  intermingled  tnawgic  o'  the 
sweetest  scents  in  natur — heaven  and  earth  breathin'  upon  ane  anitli- 
er's  faces  and  breasts — hangin  ower  yon  bit  pathetic  poem,  lio.-ali*-, 
that  inclines  ane  to  remember  the  fair  young  lady  that  wrote  it  in 
his  prayers ! 

North.  Good,  kind,  and  true,  my  dear  James.     That  is  criticism. 

Shepherd.  It's  a  story  of  seduction,  nae  doot,  and  the  prim-mou'd 
will  purse  up  their  lips  at  it,  as  if  you  were  gaun  to  offer  to  kiss 
them — than  whilk  naething  could  be  farther  trae  my  intentions — 
however  near  it  might  be  to  their  desires. 

North.  "A  tale  of  tears — a  mortal  story." 

Shepherd.  Oh!  sir!  hoo  delicately  virtuous  women  write  about 
love!  Chastity  feels  her  ain  sacred  character — and,  when  inspired 
by  genius,  isna  she  a  touchin'  Muse  !  Modesty,  Chastity's  sister, 
though  aiblins  at  times  rather  just  a  wee  llmcht  ower  doun-lookin', 
and  as  if  a  red  light  fell  suddenly  on  a  white  lily  or  a  white  rose, 
blushin'  no  that  deeply,  but  wi'  a  thin,  fine,  faint,  fleetin'  tint,  s-ie  as 
you  may  see  within  the  inside  o'  a  wee  bit  curled  shell  when,  \v  a  Ik- 
inn  on  the  yellow  seashore,  you  hand  it  up  atween  you  and  thelicht, 
and  feel  hoo  perfectly  beautifV  is  the  pearl 

North.  Mrs.  Norton  is  about  to  publish  another  poem — "The  Un 
dying  One."  I  do  not  like  the  title 

Shepherd.  Nor  me  the  1100.  But,  perhaps,  when  publislu-il.  it 
may  be  felt  to  be  appropriate  ;  mid  at  a'  events,  whatever  objection! 
there  may  be  to  the  name,  there'll  be  nane,  I'm  sure,  to  the  spruit 
o'  the  poem. 

North.  1  remember  reading,  one  day  last  summer,  at  the  foot  of 
Benlomoiid,  a  little  poem,  called  Gabiiflle,  fnmi  the  pen  of  C\  mi 
liedding — the  collaburaleur  of  Campbell,  I  have  heard,  in  tin 
Monthly, — which  breathed  a  tine,  fresh,  free,  mountain  spirit.  The 
scene  ift  laid  in  Switzerland — and  the  hi-roine  goes  mad  with  woe  on 
the  death  of  her  parents  under  an  avalanche.  There  are  niiml.fi  l<  --s 
true  touches  of  nature,  both  in  the  pathetic  and  the  picturesque,  which 
prove  the  author  to  belong  to  the  right  breed.  He  is  a  Poet. 

Shepherd.   Wha'sBawl? 

North.  Mr.  Ball  is  a  young  gentleman,  at  least  I  hope  so,  who  has 
modestly  avoided  the  more  difficult  and  extensive  subject*  of  scug, 
and  chosen  one  of  the  easiest  and  narrowest — The  Creation. 

Shepherd.  Of  coorse — in  blanks? 
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North.  Yes,  James,  in  blanks.  I  see  Mr.  Murray  has  advertised 
a  "  Descent  into  Hell."* 

Shepherd.  That's  rather  alarmin' — is  it  to  he  performed  by  Moo- 
shy  Shavvbert?  I  thocht  Mr.  Murray  won'd  hae  ket'pit  clear  o'  >ic 
flams.  The  Descent  into  Hell  !  Th.-it's  fearsome.  You  see,  sir,  as 
1  was  say  in'  afore,  last  coorse,  a'  the  pious  poets  are  plageareesin' 
frae  Pollok.  They'll  a'  be  forgotten  in  the  Course  of  Time.  Pie- 
serve  me  !  there's  a  pun  ! 

North.  And  a  very  fair  one   too,  James. 

Shepherd.  A'  this  wark  wi'  religious  poems  reminds  me  o'  the 
shootir.'  o'  a  wild  swan  ae  day,  about  twenty  years  syne,  by  a  Shep- 
herd, on  the  Loch.  It  was,  indeed,  a  maist  majestic,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  beauteous  cretur,  seeming,  as  it  lay  dead  on  the  green- 
sward, baith  foreign  and  indigenous,  to  belang  equally  to  a' the  snaw- 
mountains  o'  the  earth.  Plunders  flocked  frae  a'pairts  o'  the  Forest 
to  gaze  on't,  and  there  was  some  talk  o'  stuffin't;  but  ae  nicht  it  un- 
accountably disappeared — and  a  lassie,  that  was  cornin'  by  hersel' 
across  the  moonlicht  hills,  said  she  saw  something  spiritual-like  sail- 
ing amang  the  stars,  on  wings,  that,  as  they  winnowed  the  blue  air, 
were  noiseless  as  a  cloud  ;  but  the  simple  thing,  at  the  time,  never 
thocht  of  a  swan.  VVeel — naething  would  serve  a'  the  Shepherds  in 
the  Forest,  but  to  gang  ilka  idle  day  to  the  Loch  a  swan-shootin'  ! — 
so  they  ca'd  it — though  never  anither  swan  was  shotten  on't  frae  that 
day  till  this;  but  then  the  chiels  now  and  then  got  a  wild  guse,  and 
no  unfrequently  a  wild  dyuck,  and  on  ae  grand  occasion,  1  remem 
ber  Jock  Linton  bringin'  to  Fahope's  an  auld  drake  and  an  auld 
dyuck,  wi'  about  a  dizzen  flappers,  as  he  ca'd  them,  as  tame  as  ony 
that  ever  waddled  about  the  dubs  o'  a  farm-yard.  The  truth  is,  they 
were  Fahope's  ain  Quackies  that  had  stravaiged  to  the  Loch  ;  and 
daff  Jock  never  doubted  they  were  swans  and  cygnets.  The  applica- 
tion, sir,  is  obvious.  Pollok's  poem  is  the  bonny  and  magnificent 
wild  swan  ;  a'  the  lave  are  but  geese  or  goslins,  dyucks  ord)ucklins 
— yet  every  Cockney  shooter's  as  proud  as  puir  Jock  Linton,  and 
thinks  hiinsel'  an  Apollo — or,  as  Homer — that's  Pop — says — ''The 
God  with  the  silver  bow." 

North.  Yet  better  even  such  "  dilution  of  trashiness,"  than  a 
fashionable  novel. 

Shepherd.  Do  you  ken,  sir,  T  really  thocht  "  The  Exclusives  "  no 
sae  meikle  amiss,  considerin'  that  the  author's  a  butler — or  rather 
— I  ax  his  pardon — a  gentleman's  gentleman,  that  is  to  say,  avally- 
de-sham.  To  be  sure,  it  was  rather  derogatory  to  his  dignity,  and 
disgracefu'  to  the  character  which  he  had  brocht  frae  his  last  place, 

•  This  poem  was  by  John  Abraham  Heraud,  who  Germanized  his  faculties  until  he  became 
nearly  unintelligible.  He  was  fond  of  quoting  from,  and  prosing  about,  thil "  E  pio."  One 
jay,  he  said  to  llougl.i.s  Jerrold,  "  Have  you  ever  seen  my  Descent  into  Hell  ?"  Jerrold,  turning 
!i is  green  and  fishy  eyeu  upon  the  querist,  emphatically  answered,  '•  i\o,  1  wink  1  And."— M. 
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to  mj  rry  his  master's  cast-off  kept-mistress ;  hut  thon,  on  the  other 
haun',  she  was  a  woman  o'  pairts,  and  o'  some  sma'  education,  ami 
was  a  threat  help  to  him  in  his  spellin',  and  grammar,  and  figures  .»' 
speech.  The  style,  for  that  reason,  o'  The  Exclusives,  is  rather 
yelegant ;  and  had  the  limmer,  after  the  loun  had  made  her  an 
honest  woman,  contributed  the  maitter  too,  the  trash  wou'd  hae 
been  far  bolter  worih  readin',  and  if  nae  great  favorite  in  the 
heart  o'  toons  and  cities,  micht  hae  had  its  ain  run  aiming  the  sou- 
burbs. 

North.  Mr.  C«'ll>urn  has  lately  given  us  two  books  of  a  very  dif 
ferent  character,  Kichelieti  and  Darnley — by  Mr.  James.  Ricfaeltea 
is  one  of  the  most  spirited,  amusing,  and  interesting  romances  I 
ever  read  ;  characters  well  drawn — incidents  well  managed — story 
perpetually  progressive — catastrophe  at  once  natural  and  unexpected 
—moral  good,  hut  not  goody — and  the  whole  felt,  in  every  chapter, 
to  ^>e  the  work  of  a — Gentleman.* 

Shepherd.    And  what  o'  Darnley? 

North.  Read,  and  jmlire.  The  scribes  who  scrawl  the  fashionable 
novels  compose  a  singular  class,  Heps  of  both  sexes,  including 
kept  mistresses  and  kept  men — fancy  men,  as  they  are  willed  in  St. 
Giles's;  married  women,  with  stains  on  their  reputations  as  well  as 
on  their  gowns,  laboring  under  the  imputation  of  ante-nuptial  chil- 
dren ;  unmarried  women,  good  creatures  enough,  and  really  not  im- 
modest, but  who  have  been  /M  fortunate,  and,  victorious  in  literature, 
have  yet  met  a  fatal  overthrow  from  love;  gamblers,  now  billiard- 
markers  in  hells;  fraudulent  bankrupts  in  the  Bench  ;  members  once 
returned  and  received  fora  rotten  liorough ;  rones,  who,  at  school 
and  college,  were  reckoned  clever,  and,  upon  town,  still  cling  to  that 
belief,  which  is  fast  fading  into  pity,  contempt,  or  scorn  ;  forger?,; 
borrowers;  beggars;  thieves;  robbers;  perhaps  a  murderer,  for 
Jack  Thurtell  had  a  literary  turn;  and  had  he  not  been  hanged, 
would,  ere  now,  have  produced  a  fashionable  novel. 

Shepherd.  I  wunner,  if  sic  be  the  constitution  o'the  clan,  that  they 

dinna  write  better  byucks.  Blackguards  and  are  aften  gaily 

clever.  I  siispeck  you  omit,  in  your  philosophical  enumeration,  the 
mere  sii  m  ph*  and  sumphesses  — 

North.  Two  or  three  men  of  birth  and  fashion  do  wield  the  pen, 
»uch  as  Lord  Normanby,  Mr.  Lister, and  Mr.  Bulwer;  they,  in  their 
respective  styles,  write  well.f  and  must  lie  horribly  anno>  ed  at  being 
brought  into  contact,  by  Mr.  Col  burn's  indiscriminate  patronage, 

•  O.  P.  R.  Jam»«  the  mo»t  prolific  nor«!i.t  of  hi«  day.  wrote  "  Rich«li«n"  in  1333.  •ubrnit- 
t*d  it  to  Scott.  r*o»iT«d  hi*  farorabl*  opinion,  and  |>ub!i»)ird  it  in  I"-JH  Since  \-&l,  h«  ha* 
k»«»  Bhtuh  Co»*ul  kt  Iticlunontl.  Vircinia.  -M. 

t  Lord  Norrnanbjr.  •uibor  of  "  YM  »od  No."  and  "  Matilda."  Mr.  Li«Ur,  author  ol  "  0  ram  by  ;" 
aad  BulwM— po«i,  cnUe,  drajnmt*»t,  btMonao,  oraior,  and  nor«u»t.— M. 
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with  the  scurvy  crew  of  both  sexes  whose  cacoethes  scribenJi  is  not 
the  worst  itch  that  frets  their  cuticle. 

Shepherd.  Hoo's  Murray's  Family  Library  gettin' on,  sir? 

North.  Swimmingly,  soaringly.  Allan  Cunningham's  Lives  of 
the  Painters — I  know  not  which  of  the  two  volumes  is  best — are  full 
of  a  fine  and  instructed  enthusiasm.  He  speaks  boldly,  but  rever- 
entially, of  genius,  and  of  men  of  genius;  strews  his  narrative  with 
many  flowers  of  poetry  ;  disposes  and  arranges  his  materials  skil- 
fully ;  and  is,  in  few  words,  an  admirable  critic  on  art — an  admira- 
ble biographer  of  artists.  Have  you  read  Stebbing's  History  of 
Chivalry  and  the  Crusades?  No.  Then  do.  'Tis  the  last  and  one 
of  the  best  of  the  series  in  Constable's  Miscellany — style  clear, 
sentiments  and  opinions  just,  descriptions  picturesque,  and  the 
stream  of  narrative  strong  and  flowing.  Mr.  Stebbing  is  a  rising 
writer. 

Khepherd.  Are  there  nae  mair  o'  them,  sir? 

North.  Several.  The  author  of  the  Collegians  has  much  genius. 
Leitch  Ritchie  writes  powerfully  ;  and  Picken's  Dominie's  Legacy, 
three  volumes  of  stories,  chiefly  Scottish,  well  deserves  a  place  in 
every  library  that  prides  itself  on  its  own  snug  national  corner,  set 
apart  for  worthies  born  north  of  the  Tweed.* 

Shepherd.  I  aye  prophesied  gude  things  o'  that  Pieken.  O  but 
his  "Mary  Ogilvie  "  is  verra  afleckin.  But,  speakiu'  o'  national 
corners,  read  ye  that  letter,  sir,  in  the  Examiner,  abusin'  a'  Scotch- 
men, and  the  twa  capital  anes  in  answer  ? 

North.  I  did,  James.  The  Examiner  for  some  years  past  has 
been  a  very  able  paper — and  frequently  shows  fight,  even  with  the 
Standard.  They  are  both  good  swordsmen,  and  sometimes  bleed 
with  mutual  but  not  mortal  wounds. 

"  Thrice  is  he  armed  who  hath  his  quarrel  ju«t ; " 

and  therefore  the  Examiner  contends 'at  odds.  But  he  is  "  cunning 
of  fence,"  strong  and  nimble-wristed,  and  without  fe;ir.  He  is — 
savage  as  he  sometimes  seems,  nay  truculent — I  verily  believe  an 
honest  and  generous  man,  and  while  he  propounds  his  own  opinions 
in  his  leading  columns  as  an  honest  man  should  do,  why,  it  is  not  to 
the  discredit  of  a  generous  man,  perhaps  now  and  then  to  give  an  ob- 
scure corner  to  some  pauper  who  may  have  seen  better  days,  that 
the  poor  wretch,  shivering  in  rags,  and  filthy  in  squalor,  may  have 
the  only  comfort  of  which  his  miserable  condition  now, admits — for 

•  Gerald  Griffin,  an  Irishman,  author  of  "  The  Collegi-ins,"  "Ttilesof  the  Munster  Festi- 
vals," and  the  Drama  of  Gisippus.  Leitch  Ritchie,  iiuthur  of  Schinderhannes,  «nd  other  pro»a 
fictions,  is  now  editor  of  Chambers'1  Kdinbnrgk  Journal. — Andrew  I'icken  produced  several 
works  besides  the  Dominie's  Legacy,  which  established  his  fame  us  the  delineator  of  humblo 
Bcottiih  life.  Shortly  before  his  death,  (in  1KJ3,)  appeared  his  "  Traditions  and  Stories  of  Old 
Families,"  and  a  novel,  called  "The  Black  Watch,"  was  published  after  his  doath,  with 
marked  success. — M. 
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cheap  as  gin  is,  it  must  be  purchased — the  relief  of  spitting  out  his 
bile,  as  the  diseased  drunkard  dreams  on  some  object  of  his  insane 
malignity,  while  the  fetid  dregs  of  his  spleen,  hawked  up  in  a  lit  o'" 
coughing  that  ci  inkles  of  a  galloping  consumption,  fall  down  a  gob 
on  thf  sore  nakedness  of  his  own  un  stockinged  and  shoeless  feet. 

Shepherd,  your  defence  o'  the  Examiner's  kind,  but  no  sound,  sir. 
He  ought  to  send  the  pauper  to  the  poor-house.  Nay,  true  charity 
would  nlloo  him  gin  and  forl>id  ink. 

North.  There  can  be  no  bad  blood  in  any  good  heart,  when  the 
question  is  debated,  of  the  comparative  glories  of  England  and 
Scotland. 

Shepherd.  I'm  no  sure  o'  that,  sir  ;  dang'r,  the  fire  flees  to  my  face 
whenever  I  articulate  the  first  critical  letter  o'  a  syllable  about  to  be 
uttered  ;<gainst  Scotland  by  a  Southron. 

Opium-Eater.  Far  be  it  from  me,  Mr.  Hogg,  to  disallow  to  such 
feelings,  natural  as  they  are  ;  and,  therefore,  since  right  in  educated 
minds  is  but  another  name  for  natural — also  right ;  far  be  it  from 
me,  1  repeat 

Shepherd.  I  wasna  speakiiv  o'  you,  sir,  though  aiblins  I  cou'd 
show,  even  in  your  writing  certain  sneering  uses  o'  the  word 
"Scotch,"  that  you  micht  just  as  weel  hae  left  to  the  Cockneys  — 

Opium-Eater.  \  indignantly  deny  the  charge,  Mr.  Hogg.  A  sneer 
is  the  resource  of  the  illiberal  and  illogical  — 

SkepJierd.  And  deevil  tak  me,  and  you  too,  sir,  gin  you  belang 
to  either  o'  thae  two  classifications !  for,  as  to  lil>erality,  I've  set -n 
you  walkin'  arm  in  arm  wi'  an  atheist  ;  and  as  to  logic,  were  Aris- 
totle himsell  alive,  ye  wad  sae  scarify  him  wi'  his  ain  syllogisms,  as 
liu  to  leave  the  silly  Stagy  rile*  the  likeness  o'  a  dog. 

Upiuin-JKaler.  Of  the  illiberal  and  illogical — whereas  from  the 
earliest  dawn  of  reason  — 

Shepherd.   Nae  mair  about  it,  sir.     I  ax  \our  pardon. 

Opium-Eater  Mr.  Hogg,  your  mind,  wilh  all  its  rich  endowments, 
must  U;  singularly  illogical  to  conclude 

Shepherd.  Oh  !  Mr.  North — Mr.  North  -  I'm  alnnjt  to  fa'  into  Mr. 
I)e  Quinsy's  haiins,  sae  come  to  my  assistance,  for  I  mnna  thole 
hem'  pressed  up  backwards,  step  by  step,  intil  a  corner,  till  an  argu- 
ment that'n  ca'd  a  clencher,  clashes  in  your  face,  and  knocks  your 
head  wi'  sic  n  force  against  the  wa1,  that  your  croon  gets  a  clour, 
leavin1  n  dent  in  the  wainscoat. 

Opium-E'iler.  Insulted  sir,  by  your  boorish  breaking's-in  on  that 
continuous  integrity  of  discourse,  which  must  be  granted  to  ea<-h 
•peaker,  as  long  as  he  usurps  not  either  time  or  turn  in  conversa- 

•  At  tb*  ri.k  of  •pMarine  to  o»tr-»nBoUt«,  I  will  »Ut«  that   Ariitott*.  the  great  founJ«r  "I 
tto  Mupatclic  »*ct  of  philwopntra,  WM  bora  »t  iiujyra,  in  Three*,  B.  C.  3M.     Hcnco  hi*  •*• 
.— M. 
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tion,  else  dialog  je  loses  both  its  name  and  its  nature,  and  colluquy 
ceases  to  be — the  esse  sunk  in  the  posse — 

Shepherd.  I  never  interruppit  a  man  when  he  was  speakin'  in  a' 
my  born  days,  sir.     I'm  just   remarkable  fur  the  verra  contrar,  and 
for  lettin'  every  body,    baith  Christian  and  Cockney,   prose  awa'  till 
he's  tired,  sittin'  mysell  as  patient  as  Job,  and  as  dumb's  Diogenes. 
Opium-Eater.  1  hesitate  not   to  affirm,  that  the  Scottish  intellec 
is  degraded   by  an  odious  disputativeness,  which   truth  compels  me 
to  denounce  as.  a  national  depravity  or  disease,  and  which  it  is  diffi 
cult — nay,    I  have  found   it   impossible — to  reconcile,  in  belief,  with 
the  pure  possession  of  the  sovereign  reason. 
North.  A  true  bill. 

Opium- Eater.  Thus  private  life,  Scotland  thorough,  is  polluted  by 
the  froth  spurted  from  argumentative  lips,  and  darkened  by  the 
frowns  scowled  from  argumentative  foreheads,  and  deafened  by  the 
noise  grinded  and  grated  from  argumentative  teeth  — 

Shepherd.  Capital — capital — carry  on,  Mr.  De  Quinshy.  I'll  no 
interrupt  ye  — 

Opium-Eater.  While  public  life — witness  Bar,  Bench,  and  Pulpit 
— what  is  it  but  one  eternal  harsh,  dull  debate,  in  which  the  under- 
standing, a  self-sufficient  All-in-All,  swallows  feeling  and  imagina- 
tion up — so  that  when  the  shallow  and  muddy  waters  have  at  night- 
fall been  run  off,  lo  !  the  stony  channel  dry,  and  the  meadows  round 
• — irrigated  say  not — but  corrugated  with  mud-seams — and  the  hopes 
of  the  husbandman  or  shepherd  buried  beneath  an  unseemly  and  un- 
savory deposit  of 

Shepherd.  Stop.  I  say,  stop.-  Heard  ye  e'er  o'  Dr.  Chawmers, 
or  Dr.  Thamson,  or  Dr.  Gordon  ?  Oh  ho !  ma  man — that  froon  on 
your  face  says  no  ;  but  I'm  no  feared  for  your  froons — no  me  indeed 
— and  I  just  tell  you,  that  like  a'  the  ither  lakers,  vou  pheeloso- 
pheeze  in  the  face  o'  facts — try  to  bend  till  they  break  in  your  verra 
hands  a'  practicals  that  staun  in  the  way  o'  your  am  theories — begin 
biggin'  gran'  steadins  without  ever  diggin'  ony  foundation — which 
maist  likely  were  ye  to  attempt  doin',  you  would  sune  be  smothered 
in  a  rush  o'  water  and  san' — an'  feenally,  delude  yoursell  intill  the 
belief  that  it's  a  dwallin'-house  o'  granite  or  freestane,  while  all  the 
rest  o'  mankind  see  wi'  half  an  ee  that  it's  composed  o'  clouds  and 
mist,  a  mere  castle  in  the  air,  cind  that,  payin'  nae  taxes,  it'll  be 
flaffered  awa  to  the  Back  o'  Beyond  outower  the  mountain-taps, 
whenever  Lord  Raise-the-Wind  gets  into  the  government,  and  the 
Duke  o'  Stormaway  becomes  Prime  Minister. 

North.  Noble— noble — my  dear  James.  Yet  Mr.  De  Quincey's 
charge  against  the  prevailing  character  of  the  national  mind  holds 
with  some  illustrious  exceptions,  good.  We  dig  deep  wells  in  dry 
places — with  costly  enginery  and  a  pompous  display  of  buckets  j 
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when,  by  using  the  divining  rod  of  instinct  we  might  have  detected 
many  springs  a  few  feet  beneath  the  gowany  greensward — nay,  by 
observing  "  that  inward  eye  that  is  the  bliss  of  solitude,"  have  seen 
flowing  on  the  unsuspected  waters  of  everlasting  life! 

Shepherd.  Tickler !     What  for  are  you  no  speakin  ? 

T.ckler.  Bu! 

Shepherd.  What'n  sort  o'  an  answer's  that,  man,  to  a  ceevil 
question  ? 

Tickler.  Mu! 

Shepherd.  Curious  mainners ! — they  may  suit  Southside,  where 
ye're  a  kind  o'  king,  or  three-tailed  Bashaw  ;  but  here,  in  Northside, 
they  dinna  answer,  for  here  every  man's  every  inch  a  king,  and  he 
that  plays  the  tyrant  yonner  must  here  submit  to  sit  the  slave. 

Tickler.  \Vha!  toothache — toothache! 

Shepherd.  A  thousan'  pardons,  my  dear  sir  !  Let  me  get  a  red- 
hot  skewer  fiae  the  kitchen,  and  burn  the  nerve. 

Opiiim-£a(er.  Neither,  Mr.  Hogg,  can  1  bring  my  mind  to  assent 
to  the  proposition  with  which  you  ushered  in  the  subject  of  our  pre- 
sent discussion  ;  to  tri/,  that  Englishmen  are  prone,  as  a  people,  to 
underrate  the  national  virtues  of  Scotchmen.  This  allegation  I  hold 
t"  be  the  polar  opposite  of  what  is  true;  nor  can  1  retrain  from 
affirming,  that  manifold  as  are  the  excellencies  of  the  Scottish  char- 
actcr,  there  is  a  tendency,  whi«  h  philosophy  may  not  approve,  in 
the  English  mind — say  rather  the  English  imagination — monstrously 
and  enormously  to  magnify  their  proportions — till  of  the  entire 
frame  and  limbs  thereof,  thus  rendered  more  than  colossal,  it  may- 
be said,  in  the  language  of  Milton,  "  its  stature  reached  the  sky  ;*' 
but  reason  recoils  from  all  such  dim  delusions  of  dream-land,  and 
sees  in  a  Scotchman — no  offence,  I  hope,  gentleman — a  being  appar- 
ently human,  with  sandy  hair — high  cheek  bones — light  blue  eyes- 
wide  mouth — 

Shepherd.  Aiblins  wi'  buck-teeth  like  mine — and  oh!  pray,  do 
tell  u.s,  sir,  for  we're  verra  ignorant,  and  it's  a  subject  o'  great  iui 
poi lance,  what  sort  o'  a  nose  ? 

Opium-Eater.  The  entire  face  acute,  but  coarse — intelligent,  but 
not  open  — 

SJiepherd.  Like  North's  there — or  Tickler's.  Confound  me  gin  I 
think  there  are  twa  sic  auld  men  in  a'  England,  whether  for  face  or 
feegur ;  as  for  mainners,  when  Tickler's  out  o'  the  toothm-hr,  and 
North's  no  in  the  gout  or  rudiments,  they're  perfect  paragons,  sic  as 
never  were  seen  in  the  South — and  as  for  mind,  ma  faith,  it  ye  come 
to  that,  w here's  their  match  in  a*  your  twul  millions,  though  <  nr 
poppilation's  scarcely  twa,  with  women  and  weans  out  o'  a  pi 
tion] 

Opium-Eater.  Nor  can   I  imagine  a  charge — at  once  more  false 
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and  loathsome — than  one  which  -I  have  heard  even  you,  Mr.  Hogg, 
more  than  once  utter  against  the  English — as  a  people — that  they 
are  slaves  to  the  passion  of  the  pa.  ate — epicures  and  gluttons  in  one 
— or  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  sneeringly  and  insultingly — accompany 
ing  the  reproach  with  a  vulgar  laugh,  of  which  the  lowest  birth 
would  be  incapable  but  for  the  lowest  breeding — "  fond  of  good  eat- 
ing ;" — whereas  I  appeal  to  the  whole  history,  not  of  England  alone, 
but  of  the  world,  in  proof  of  this  simple  proposition — "that  there 
exists  not,  nor  ever  did  exist,  a  people  comparable  to  the  English, 
in  the  ascendancy  in  their  national  character  of  the  spirituous  over 
the  sensuous,  in  the  due  ordination  of  the  correlates " 

Shepherd.  1  grant  a'  that,  but  still  I  maintain  that  the  English  are 
fonder — prooder  they  canna  be — o'  rost-beef  and  plum-pudden,  than 
the  Scotch  o'  brose-  and  haggis — that  they  speak  mair  and  think 
tnair — and  muse"  and  meditate  atween  meals  mair — and  when  at 
rneals,  eat  mair — and  drink  mair— and  wipe  the  sweat  aff  their  fore- 
heads mair — and  gie  every  kind  o'  proof  mair  o'  a  fu'  stamach — 
than  the  Scotch  ; — and  in  proof  o' that  proposition,  alloo  me,  sir, 
also  to  make  an  appeal,  no  to  the  hail!  history  o'  the  warld,  but  to 
the  pot-bellies  ane 'sees  waddlin'  out  frae  front-doors  as  he  spins 
through  English  toons  and  villages  on  the  top  o'  a  licht  cotch — pot- 
bellies, Mr.  De  Quinshy,  o'  a'  sizes,  frae  the  bouk  o'  my  twa  hauns 
expanded  upon  ane  ^nither's  finger-nebs — sae,  up  till,  moderately 
speaking,  the  girth  o'  a  hogshead — and  no  confined  to  the  men,  but 
extendin'  to  the  women — and,  pity  me,  even  to  the  weans — na,  to 
the  verra  infants  (what  sookers  !)  that  a'  look  as  they  were  crammed 
— instead  o1  wee  piggies — for  the  second  coorse  o'  the  denner  o'  the 
King  o'  the  Cannibals. 

Opium-Eater,  (suavely.)  Though  I  pity  your  prejudices,  my  dear 
Shepherd,  I  cannot  but  smile  with  pleasure  at  your  quaint  and  hu- 
morous illustrations. 

Shepherd.  Argument  and  illustration,  sir,  are  a'  ane.  Here's 
anither  doobler.  Nae  fat  wean  born  in  Scotland  o'  Scotch  parents, 
was  ever  exhibited  as  a  show  in  a  caravan.  Answer  me  that — and 
confute  the  deduction  ?  You  canna.  Again — there  never  was  a 
Scotch  Lambert.  Mercy  on  us — a  Scotchman  fifty-seven  stane 
wecht!  Feenally,  a'  great  eatin'  fates  liae  been  performed  in  Eng- 
land— sic  as  a  beggar  devourin'  at  ae'  meal,  for  a  wager,  atweeu 
twa  sportin' characters,  twal  poun'  o' Jichts  and  livers,  ae  pail  o' 
tripe,  and  anither  o'  mashed  turnip  peeliu's, — or  a  farmer  an  equal 
wecht  o'  beef-steaks,  a  peck  plum-pudden,  and  a  guse,  washin'  a* 
ower  wi'  twa  imperial  gallons — that's  twal'  bottles — o'  yill. 

Opium-Eater.  A~man  worthy  to  be  admitted — by  acclamation — 
member  of  that  society  whose  sittings  are  designated  by  the 
brated  sound — Noctes  Ambrosiame  ! 
VOL.  III.— 31 


466  :K> 

Shepherd.  Oh  \  Mr.  De  Quinshy,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  I  can  it  be  thai 
ye  ken  sue  little  o'  human  natur,  o'  Scotland,  and  o'  yoursell,  as  no 
to  ken  that  this  denner — which  you  wud  bring  furrit  as  a  cowp-de- 
grace  argumentum  at  ony  man  in  proof  o'  the  Scotch  bein'  fonder  o* 
gude  eat  in'  than  the  English — was  provided  wi'  a'  its  Coorses — no 
ahune  the  half  o'  then  come  yet — entirely,  though  no  exclusively — 
FOR  TCC  ? 

Opium-Ealcr.  For  me  \     Most  monstrous  \ 

North.  Poor  people  in  Scotland,  sir — I  do  not  mean  paupers — of 
whom,  in  ordinary  times,  there  are  few — live  almost  on  nothing — 
meal  and  water — nor  do  they  complain  of  a  hard  lot.  The  labor- 
ing classes  in  general,  who  are  not  in  the  same  sense  poor  people, 
feed  not  so  fully,  believe  me,  in  Scotland  as  in  England. 

Shepherd.  Nor  sae  frequently  in  ae  day.  Five  times  is  common 
in  England.  In  Scotland,  never  mair  nor  three — often  but  twa — 
and  never  nane  o'  your  pies  and  puddens  \  rarely  flesh-meat,  ex- 
cept   

North.  And  thus,  Mr.  De  Quincey,  as  the  appetites  are  very 
much  habits,  "good  eating,"  among  the  lower  orders  in  Scotland, 
is  an  indulgence  or  enjoyment  never  thought  of  beyond  the  simple 
pleasure  of  the  gratification  of  hunger,  and  of  the  restoration  of  strength 
Mid  spirits  so  supplied.  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir,  it  is  so  ;  wl: 
in  England  it  assuredly  is  otherwise — though  not  to  any  degrading 
pitch  of  sensuality  ;  there  the  laboring  man  enjoys  necessaries  which 
here  we  should  reckon  luxuries  of  life. 

Shepherd.  Pies  \  pies  \  raised  crust  pies  \  Puddens  \  puddens  \ 
rice,  bread,  and  egg  puddens  \ 

North.  The  whole  question  lies  in  a  nutshell.  England  has  long 
been  a  great,  powerful,  rich,  highly-civilized  country,  and  has  equalled, 
if  not  excelled,  all  the  countries  of  modern  Europe  in  all  the  iiM-t'iil 
and  tine  arts,  in  all  the  sciences,  in  all  literature"  and  in  all  philos- 
ophy. Her  men,  as  Campbell,  himself  a  glorious  Scotchman,  has 
nobly  exulted  to  declare,  "are  of  men  the  chief," — as  Wordsworth, 
himself  a  glorious  Englishman,  has  nobly  exulted  to  declare, 

"  Are  sprung 
Of  earth's  first  blood,  have  titles  manifold." 

During  her  long  course  of  glory,  she  has  produced  from  her  colonial 
soil  children  of  celestinl  seed — unequal Ird  names — Shakspeare,  Spen- 
ser, Milton,  Newton,  Bacon,  and  other  giants  who  scaled  heaven, 
not  to  storm  it,  but  to  worship  and  adore.  Scotland  has  enjoyed  Imt 
a  Mingle  century,  it  may  be  said,  of  full  intellectual  light.  She  has 
not  slept  nor  slumbered  beneath  the  "  rutili  spatia  arnplu  diei,"  but 
uplifted  her  front  in  inspiration  to  the  auspicious  heavens.  Genius, 
too  ban  sprung  fair  and  ata'x-ly  from  her  soil,  and  eyed  the  stura 


SCOTTISH   SCULPTURE.  4:67 

shining  in  fitful  beauty  through  her  midnight  storms.  She  too  has 
had,  and  has,  her  poets  and  philosophers—"  a  glorious  train  attend 
ing;"  transfigured  by  the  useful  arts,  her  old  mountains  shout  aloud 
for  joy — the  fine  arts  have  wreathed  round  the  brows  of  hor  cities  a 
towery  diadem,  and  filled  with  lovely  imagery  her  halls  and  tem- 
ples "  Science  has  frowned  not  on  her  humble  birth," — while  Re- 
ligion, the  source  of  the  highest  inspiration,  loves  her  blue  skies  and 
green  fields  with  an  especial  love. 

Shepherd.  Stop.  Ye  canna  impruv'  that — and  it's  God's  truth 
every  word  o't — is  na't,  Mr.  De  Quinshy  ? 

Opium-Eater.  Will  you  accept  from  me,  Mr.  North,  an  essay  to 
be  entitled,  "  Comparative  Estimate  of  the  English  and  Scolch  Char- 
acter ?" 

North.  My  dear  sir,  when  did  I  ever  decline  an  article  of  yours? 

Shepherd.  Faith,  he  seldom  gies  ye  an  opportunity — about  twice, 
may  be,  in  three  years. 

North.  Why,  Scotland  is  making  great  strides  even  in  sculpture. 
Gibson*  and  Campbell  are  the  most  eminent  young  sculptors  now  in 
Rome.  Scoular  and  Steele  are  following  in  their  footsteps.  At 
home,  Fletcher  shows  skill,  taste  and  genius — and  Lawrence  Mac 
donald,  equal  to  any  one  of  them,  if  not,  indeed,  superior  to  them 
all — after  displaying  in  groups  or  single  figures,  of  children,  "  boys 
and  virgins,"  and  maidens  in  their  innocent  prime,  a  finest  sense  of 
beauty  and  of  grace,  that  kindles  human  tenderness  by  touches  of  the 
ideal  and  divine — has  lately  nobly  dared  to  take  a  flight  up  to  a 
higher  sphere,  and  in  his  Ajax  and  Patroclus,  his  Thetis  and  Achilles, 
essayed,  and  with  success  that  will  soon  spread  wide  his  fame,  the 
heroic  in  art,  such  as  gave  visible  existence  in  Greece  to  her  old  tra- 
ditions— and  peopled  the  groves  and  gardens,  and  pillared  porticoes 
of  Athens,  with  gods  and  demigods,  the  tutelary  genii  of  the  Acro- 
polis on  her  unconquered  hill. 

Shepherd.  That's  beautifu'.  You  maun  gie  us  an  article  on  Sculp- 
ture. 

North.  1  will — including  a  critical  account  of  those  extraordinary 
works  of  two  original,  self-taught  geniuses,  Thorn  and  Greem.hielda 
— Tarn  o'Shanter  and  Souter  Johnny — and  the  Jolly  Beggars.  The 
kingdom  of  all  the  Fine  Arts  have  many  provinces — why  not  Sculp- 
ture ? 

Shepherd.  Aye,  why  no? 

North.  The  Greek  Tragedy,  James,  was  austere,  in  its  prim  iples, 
as  the  Greek  Sculpture.  Its  subjects  were  all  of  ancestral  and  relig- 
ious consecration  ;  its  style,  high,  and  heroic,  ar.d  divine,  admitted 
no  intermixture  ev"en  of  mirth,  or  seldom  and  reluctantly,  much  less 
of  grotesque  and  fantastic  extravagancies  of  humor, — which  vould 

*  Gibion  happens  to  be  a  native  of  Gyffyn,  near  Conway.  North  Wales.— SI.. 


•UN  NOCTES   AMBRO8IAH.E. 

have  marred  the  consummate  dignity,  beauty,  and  magnificence  of 
all  the  scenes  that  swept  along  that  enchanted  floor.  Such  was  tlia 
spirit  that  shone  on  the  soft  and  the  stately  Sophocles.  But  Shaks- 
peare  came  from  heaven — and  along  with  him  a  Tragedy  that  poured 
into  one  cup  the  tears  of  mirth  and  madness;  showed  kings  one  day 
crowned  with  jewelled  diadems,  and  another  day  with  wild  wisps  of 
straw  ;  taught  the  Prince  who,  in  single  combat, 

"  Had  qoench'd  the  flame  of  hot  rebellion 
Eveu  iu  the  rebels'  blood," 

to  moralize  on  the  field  of  battle  over  the  carcass  of  a  fat  buffoon, 
wittily  simulating  death  among  the  bloody  corpses  of  English  nobles; 
nay,  showed  the  son — and  that  son,  prince,  philosopher,  paragon  «>f 
men — jocularly  conjuring  to  rest  his  father's  ghost  who  had  revi>iu-d 
earth  "  by  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  making  night  hideous." 

Shepherd.  Stop — stop— sir.  That's  aneuch  to  prove  your  pint. 
Therefore,  let  the  range  o'  sculpture  be  extended,  so  as  to  com  pro 
hend  sic  subjects  as  Tarn  O'Shanter  and  Souter  Johnny* — The  Jolly 
Brggars 

North.  Well,  James.  Of  this  more  hereafter.  You  see  my 
drift. 

Shepherd.  Isna  Gait's  Lawrie  Todd  indeed  maist  amusin'  ? 

North.  It  is  indeed  ; — our  friend's  genius  is  as  rare  and  original 
a*  ever — the  field,  too,  he  treads,  is  all  his  own — and  it  has  yii-Iiit'cl 
a  rich  harvest.  By  the  way,  the  Editor  of  the  Monthly  Review  is 
a  singular  person.  He  thinks  Sir  Walter  Scott's  llistory  of  Scot- 
land mengre,  feeble,  and  inaccurate;  John  Bowiing  DO  linguist,  and 
a  mere  quack  of  no  talents;  Gait  he  declares  he  never,  till  very 
lately,  heard  of;  and  the  double  number  of  Blackwood's  Magazine 
for  February  was,  in  his  opinion,  dull,  stupid,  and 

Shepherd.  O  the  coof !  who  is  he  ? 

North.  For  fourteen  years,  James,  he  was  hermit  to  Lord  Hill's 
father. 

Shepherd.  Eh? 

North.  He  sat  in  a  cave  in  that  worthy  Baronet'a  grounds,f  with 
an  hour-glass  in  his  hand,  and  a  beard  once  belonging  to  an  old  goat 

*  Mr.  Thorn  WM  m  aelf-taught  Booltish  •culptor.  who  cut  the  figure*  of  Tun  O'Shaater  and 
Houtrr  Johnny  out  of  free-etone  »nd  won  the  world'*  applauwt,  by  mulching  "  a  grace  beyond 
the  rulee  of  Art,"  when  he  exhibited  them.  John  Ureen*bield»,  a  *U>ne  maaon,  look  ui>  the 
•culptor't  chiwl.  at  the  age  of  twenty-right,  and  produced  a  itatue  of  the  late  l)nke  <>l  York, 
which  wu  profitably  exhibited  In  Kdinburgh.  A  italueof  George  IV.  wu  hi*  next  and  not 
inferior  work,  Scott  mad*  hi*  acquaintance  in  iMffl,  auJ  *aw  him  again  la  1KJI.  The  remit 
waj  a  »uiue  of  t-'cott.  in  a  ntling  potture.  which,  beving  tha  Inscription  Pic  FcftKlUT,  wu  to 
ke  ae*n.  when  hut  it  met  my  view,  in  the  premier*,  }<i.  Andrew'*  Pqnara,  Kdinburgh,  ncen- 
pied  by  Cadell,  Pcott'i  publi»her.  Under  the  *am«  rouf  wu  the  greater  portion  of  the  origi- 
nal manuacnpt  of  Bcott  *  pnrtiu  and  romance*.  Bacon'*  ettigy  at  Bt.  Alban*  tnpplicd  the  m- 
«cri|>uon.  Orrencbield*  died  in  April  IcOft,  aged  fort* — M 

t  There  really  wa*  *uch  a  cave,  and  *uoh  a  hermit  (aereral  of  lh«  latter  indeed)  at  ll\w tUonn, 
lie  Mat  of  the  liill  family  in  s-hrop.lure.-M. 
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— from  sunrise  to  sunset — with  strict  injunctions  to  accept  no  half 
crowns  from  visitors — but  to  behave  like  Giordano  Bruno. 

Shepherd.  That's  curious.  Wha  had  the  selection  o'  him — think 
ye?  But  what's  this  I  was  gaun  to  say  ?  Ou,  aye — heard  ye  ever 
Knowles's  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Poetry  1 

North.  I  have.  They  are  admirable — full  of  matter — elegantly 
•written,  and  eloquently  delivered.  Knowles  is  a  delightful  fellow 
Mid  a  man  of  true  genius. 

The  Horns  sound  for  the  Fifth  Course — "  The  Gloomy  Nicht  is 
gathering  fast."  Enter  Picardy,  &c.  The  Pipe  is  abstracted 
— the  Gas  Orrery  extinguished — and  a  strange  hubbub  heard 
in  the.  north. — Finis. 


EBD  OF  VIHU  in. 
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